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JOHNNY   LUDLOW. 


LOST   IN   THE  POST. 


M.v>'Y  a  true  tale  has  been  told  of  the  disappearance  of  money  in 
passing  through  the  post.  Sometimes  the  loss  is  never  cleared  up,  but 
remains  a  mystery  to  the  end.  One  of  these  losses  happened  to  us, 
and  the  circumstances  were  so  curious  that  they  would  have  puzzled  a 
bench  of  judges.  It  was  a  regular  mystery,  and  could  not  be  accounted 
for  in  any  way. 

If  you  chanced  to  read  the  first  series  of  these  papers,  it  may 
scarcely  be  necessary  to  recall  certain  points  to  your  recollection— that 
Mr.  Todhetley,  commonly  called  the  Squire,  had  two  estates.  The 
chief  one,  Dyke  Manor,  lay  on  the  borders  of  Worcestershire  and 
Warwickshire,  i)artly  in  both  counties;  the  other,  Crabb  Cot,  was  a 
smaller  place  altogether,  and  much  nearer  Worcester.  Sometimes  wo 
stayed  at  one  place,  sometimes  at  the  other.  By  an  arrangement  with 
Mr.  Brandon,  my  guardian  and  the  trustee  to  my  property,  I,  Johnny 
LutUow,  lived  with  the  Todhetleys.  Mrs.  Todhetley,  the  Squire's 
present  wife,  was  my  stepmother,  ray  father  having  married  her  after 
my  own  mother's  death.  After  my  father's  death — which  took  place 
speedily — she  became  the  second  wife  of  Squire  Todlietley,  and  the 
stepmother  of  his  only  son  and  heir,  Joseph.  Two  ehildren  were 
subsequently  born  to  them,  Hugh  and  Lena,  to  whom  Joseph  was  of 
course  half-brother.  Joseph,  unlike  myself,  had  been  old  enough  to 
resent  the  advent  of  a  stepmother  when  she  came.  Indulged  and 
haughty,  he  did  not  like  the  gentle  control  she  brought ;  though  she 
was  good  as  gold,  as  loving  to  him  as  he  would  let  her  be,  and  kind  to 
everybody.  I  don't  say  but  that  she  was  tall  and  thin  as  a  lamp-post, 
with  a  mild  face,  given  to  having  aches  in  it,  scanty  light  hair,  and 
kindly  blue  eyes ;  so  she  had  not  much  to  boast  of  in  the  way  of 
appearance.  Joe  and  I  gi'ew  up  together  like  brothers.  He  was 
several  years  the  elder,  and  domineered  over  me  absolutely.    At  school 
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he  was  always  called  "  Tod ;  "  and  I  fell  into  the  same  habit.  Perhaps 
that  is  sufficient  explanation. 

"  And  if  you  don't  come  back  to-night,  you  had  better  send  me  a 
five-pound  note  in  a  letter,"  said  Mrs.  Todhetley. 

"  All  right,"  replied  the  Squire. 

This  was  said  on  the  platform  of  Timbcrdale  Station,  We  were 
staying  at  Crabb  Cot,  and  were  taking  the  train  at  Timberdale  mstead 
of  that  at  South  Crabb.  The  Squire  was  going  to  Worcester,  arid  was 
taking  Tod  and  myself  with  him.  It  was  a  fine  morning  in  April,  and 
Mrs.  Todhetley  and  little  Hugh  had  come  with  us  through  the  Ravine 
for  the  sake  of  the  walk.  Our  returning  at  night,  or  not,  was  left  an 
open  question,  contingent  upon  the  Squire's  business  at  Worcester  being 

over. 

"  Bring  me  a  whip,  and  a  new  bird-cage  for  my  thrush,  and  a  pot  of 
marmalade,  papa,"  called  out  Hugh, 

"  What  else  would  you  like,  sir  ?  "  retorted  the  Squire. 

"  You  bring  'em,  Joe." 

"  I  dare  say !  "  said  Tod. 

The  train  puffed  off",  drowning  Hugh's  further  commands.  We  saw 
him  throw  his  cap  at  the  train,  and  Mrs.  Todhetley  holding  him  back 
from  running  after  it. 

"That  young  gentleman  wants  to  be  sent  to  school,"  remarked  the 
Squire,    "  I'm  afraid  you  two  boj's  make  him  worse  than  he  would  be," 

We  reached  Worcester  about  twelve,  and  went  to  the  Star  and 
Garter,  The  Squire  had  no  end  of  matters  on  hand  that  day :  but  the 
two  chief  things  that  had  brought  him  to  Worcester  were— to  draw 
some  money  from  the  bank,  and  to  negotiate  with  Mr.  Prothero,  a 
corn-dealer,  for  the  sale  of  a  load  of  wheat.  Mr.  Prothero  was  a  close 
man  to  deal  with  :  he  wanted  the  wheat  at  one  price,  the  Squire  said  it 
should  only  go  at  another :  if  he  held  out,  the  Squire  meant  to  hold 
out,  even  though  it  involved  staying  the  night  in  Worcester. 

It  was  Wednesday;  market-day.  Not  so  large  a  market  as  the 
Saturday's,  but  the  town  looked  pretty  full.  The  first  thing  the  Squire 
did  was  to  go  to  the  Old  Bank.  At  the  door  he  turned  round  and  said 
there  was  no  need  for  three  of  us  to  crowd  into  the  place.  However, 
we  were  then  inside,  and  so  went  on  with  him. 

He  had  something  ])articular  to  say  to  Mr.  Isaac,  and  asked  for  him. 
They  were  talking  together  in  private  for  a  minute  or  two,  and  then  the 
Squire  took  out  his  cheque  for  fifty  pounds,  and  laid  it  on  the  counter, 
"How  will  you  take  it?"  asked  Mr.  Isaac, 
"  In  five-pound  notes." 

Mr,  Isaac  brought  the  money  himself.  The  Squii-e  put  it  in  his 
pocket-book,  and  we  said  good-raorning,  and  departed.  There  were 
shops  to  call  at  and  people  to  see  :  and  of  course  the  market  to  walk 
through.     You  woiddn't  get  the  Squire  to  keep  himself  out  of  the 
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market-house,  when  m  Worcester  on  market-day :  heVl  go  about 
asking  the  price  of  butter  and  fowls  like  any  old  woman.  A  little 
after  four  o'clock  we  got  back  to  the  Star ;  and  found  Mr.  Protliero 
had  not  made  his  appearance. 

"Just  like  him !  "  cried  the  Squire.  "  His  appointment  was  for  four 
o'clock  sharp.  He  means  to  hold  out  against  my  price ;  that's  what 
he  thinks  to  do.     Let  him !  he  won't  get  the  wheat  at  less." 

"  I'd  see  him  a  jolly  long  way  before  he  should  have  it  at  all,"  said 
haughty  Tod.    "  Do  you  hear,  sir  ?  " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  Joe,"  was  the  Squire's  answer. 

"  Anyway,  sir,  Prothero  gives  you  more  trouble  than  all  the  rest  of 
the  buyers  put  together.     He's  a  stingy,  close-fisted  fellow." 

"But  his  money's  safe  and  sure.  Prothero  is  a  respectable  man, 
Joe  ;  his  word's  as  good  as  his  bond." 

Half-past  four,  and  no  Prothero.  The  Squire  began  to  fume  a 
little :  if  he  hated  one  thing  more  than  another  it  was  to  be  kept  waiting. 

"  Look  here,  boys,  I'll  send  that  note  to  your  mother,"  he  said, 
taking  out  his  pocket-book.  "  There's  not  much  chance  of  our  going 
home  to-niglit  at  this  rate.  Ring,  one  of  you,  for  some  paper  and 
envelopes." 

Separating  one  of  the  notes  fi'om  the  roll  Mr.  Isaac  had  handed  to 
him,  he  gave  it  to  me  to  put  up.  I  asked  him  if  I  should  take  down 
the  number. 

"  I  don't  think  it  matters,  Johnny." 

But  I  took  it  down,  perhaps  through  some  unconscious  instinct — for 
I  don't  suppose  I  am  more  cautious  than  other  people.  In  my  pocket 
was  a  letter  from  Anna  Whitney  :  and  1  pencilled  on  it  the  number  of 
tlie  note. 

"  Write  inside  the  envelope  '  Not  home  till  to-morrow,' "  growled 
the  Squire,  forgetting  that  it  could  not  be  there  till  the  morning.  But 
he  was  in  an  ill-humour. 

I  wi'ote  it  at  his  bidding,  enclosed  the  bank-note,  and  addressed  the 
letter  to  Mrs.  Todhetley  at  Crabb  Cot.  Tod  and  I  went  out  to  post  it, 
and  began  laying  plans  as  to  how  we  should  spend  the  evening  at 
Worcester. 

The  post-office  is  not  far  from  the  Star,  as  everybody  knows  :  and 
though  we  met  a  fellow  who  used  to  go  to  school  with  us,  a  doctor's 
son,  and  stayed  talking  with  him,  not  tun  minutes  elajised  before  Ave 
were  back  again.  And  behold  in  that  short  time  there  was  a  change 
in  the  programme.  Old  Prothero  had  been  in,  the  bargain  about  the 
wheat  was  concluded,  and  the  Squire  intended  to  start  for  home  as 
soon  as  dinner  was  over.     Tod  resented  the  change. 

"  Johnny  and  I  were  going  to  that  advertised  seance — or  whatever 
they  call  the  thing — on  electro-biology,  sir.  It  will  be  first-rate  fun, 
they  say."  •  ■...-• 
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"  Very  sorry  for  you  and  Johnny.  You'll  have  to  go  home  instead. 
Prothero  has  bought  the  wheat :  and  that's  all  I  should  have  had  to 
stay  hero  for." 

"At  his  own  price  !  "  cried  Tod,  rather  mockingly. 

"  No,  Mr.  Joe ;  at  mine." 

"  Well,  it's  an  awful  sell  for  us,"  grumbled  Tod.  '•  It's  not  so  often 
we  get  a  night  at  Worcester,  that  we  should  be  done  out  of  this 
chance." 

"  The  fact  is,  I  don't  feel  well,"  said  the  Squire,  "  and  should  most 
likely  have  gone  home,  whether  Prothero  had  come  in  or  not.  Pm 
afraid  I  have  caught  cold,  Joe." 

There  was  not  any  more  to  be  said.  The  Squire's  colds  were  no 
joke :  once  he  caught  one,  he  would  be  downright  ill ;  laid  up  for  days. 
We  went  back  by  rail  to  Timberdale.  and  took  a  fly  home. 

The  next  morning  the  Squire  did  not  get  up.  Sure  enough  he  had 
a  cold,  and  was  feverish.  At  breakfast  Mrs.  Todhetley  said  one  of  us 
should  go  over  to  South  Crabb  and  ask  Mr.  Cole  to  call  and  see  him. 

"  Why,  the  pater  hates  doctors  !  "  exclaimed  Tod. 

"  I  know  he  does,"  she  answered.  "  But  I  feel  sure  that  if  he  would 
only  take  remedies  for  his  colds  in  time,  they  would  not  be  so  bad  as 
they  usually  are,  Joseph.  Who's  that  ? "  she  added — for  she  was 
seated  where  she  could  not  see  out,  and  had  heard  the  gate  click. 

It  was  the  postman  :  so  I  opened  the  glass  doors. 

"  Only  one,  sir,"  said  he,  handing  me  the  letter  we  had  posted  at 
Worcester  the  previous  afternoon. 

Mrs.  Todhetley  laughed  as  she  opened  it,  saying  it  would  have  come 
sooner  had  we  brought  it  with  us.  Looking  to  see  that  the  bank-note 
was  safe,  she  left  it  in  the  envelope  on  the  breakfast-table. 

"  You  may  as  well  get  it  changed  for  me  at  Salmon's,"  she  said, 
handing  it  to  Tod  as  we  were  going  out,  "  and  then  I  need  not  disturb 
your  father.  But  you  must  make  haste  back,  for  you  know  I  want  the 
money." 

She  had  no  money  in  the  house  except  a  few  shillings :  and  this  was 
why  the  note  was  to  be  posted  to  her  if  we  staj-ed  at  Worcester.  You 
are  often  run  short  of  money  in  rural  country  places  :  it's  quite  different 
from  town,  where  the  banks  are  at  hand. 

We  went  through  North  Crabb,  and  met  the  doctor  coming  out  at 
his  door.     Tod  told  him  the  Squire  wanted  s(jme  i)hysicking. 

"  Caught  a  cold,  has  he?  "  cried  Cole.  "  If  he  will  only  1)6  reason- 
able and  keep  himself  warm  in  bed,  we'll  soon  have  tliat  out  of 
him." 

Cole  lived  close  upon  South  Crabb — I  think  I've  said  so  before.  A 
few  yards  beyond  his  house  the  shops  began.  Salmon's  was  the  fifth 
from  the  corner :  a  double  shop,  grocer's  and  draper's.  The  savings' 
bank  was  at  Salmon's,  and  the  post-office  :  he  was  the  busiest  trades- 
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man  in  South  Cralib,  rather  conceited  over  it,  but  very  intelligent. 
Ilis  brother  was  in  business  at  Tiraberdale.     This  is  what  occurred. 

"  Will  j'ou  be  good  enough  to  change  this  five-pound  note  for  me, 
Mr.  Salmon  ?  "  said  Tod,  laying  the  note  down  on  the  grocer's  counter, 
on  the  left  of  the  door,  behind  which  Salmon  stood,  his  grey  hair  care- 
fully brushed  and  a  white  apron  on. 

Salmon  took  the  note  up  for  a  moment,  and  then  unlocked  the  inner 
drawer  of  his  till,  where  he  kept  his  gold.  He  was  counting  out  the 
five  sovereigns  when  he  paused ;  put  them  down,  and  picked  up  the 
note  again  quickly.    I  had  seen  his  eyes  fall  on  it. 

"  Where  did  you  get  this  note  from,  sir  ?  "  asked  he  of  Tod. 

"  From  the  Okl  Bank  at  Worcester." 

"  Well,  it's  one  of  them  notes  that  was  lost  in  the  robbery  at 
Tewkesbury,  imless  I'm  much  mistaken,"  cried  Salmon,  l)eginning  to 
turn  over  the  leaves  of  a  small  account-book  that  he  fetched  from  the 
post-oflice  desk.  "  Ay,  1  thought  I  was  right,"  he  adds,  running  his 
finger  across  some  figures  on  one  of  the  pages.  "  I  had  the  numbers 
correct  enough  in  my  head." 

"  You  must  be  out  of  your  mind,  Salmon,"  retorted  Tod,  in  his  defiant 
way.  "  That  note  was  paid  to  my  father  yesterday  at  Worcester  Old 
Bank." 

"  I  don't  think  it  was,  sir." 

"  You  don't  think  it  was  !  Why,  I  was  present.  I  saw  Mr.  Isaac 
count  the  notes  out  himself.     Ten  ;  and  that  was  one  of  them." 

"  Mr.  Isaac  never  counted  out  this  note,"  persisted  Salmon. 

He  smoothed  it  out  on  the  counter  as  he  spoke.  I  had  not  noticed 
it  before  :  but  it  struck  me  now  as  I  looked  at  it  that  it  was  not  the 
note  I  had  put  into  the  envelope  at  Worcester.  That  was  a  new,  crisp 
note ;  this  was  not  crisp,  and  it  looked  a  little  soiled.  Tod  turned 
passionate  over  it:  he  was  just  like  the  Squire  in  some  things. 

"  I  don't  understand  your  behaviour,  Salmon.  I  can  swear  that  tliis 
note  was  one  given  with  the  other  nine  at  the  bank  yesterday,  and 
given  by  Mr.  Isaac." 

Salmon  shook  his  head.    As  much  as  to  say  he  knew  to  the  contrary. 

"You'd  better  accuse  Mr.  Isaac  of  dealing  in  stolen  notes — or  me," 
cried  hot  Tod. 

"  You'd  neither  of  you  be  likely  to  deal  in  them,  Mv.  Todhetloy. 
There's  a  mistake  somewhere.  That's  what  it  is.  Mr.  Isaac  would  be 
too  glad  to  get  this  note  into  his  possession  to  pay  it  away  again.  No 
people  are  more  severe  against  money-robberies  than  bankei's." 

Salmon  talked,  and  Tod  talked ;  but  they  could  not  agi'ee.  The 
apprentice  behind  the  counter  on  the  drapery  side  listened  with  admira- 
tion, evidently  not  knowing  which  side  to  take.  I  spoke  then,  saying 
that  the  note  did  not  appear  to  be  the  same  as  the  one  I  had  enclosed 
in  the  letter ;  and  Tod  looked  as  though  he  could  have  knocked  mo 
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down  for  saying  it.     I  had  changed  my  clothes  and  had  not  Anna 
Wliitney's  letter  with  me. 

"  Tod,  it  is  of  no  use  your  taking  it  up  in  this  way.  If  the  thing  is 
so,  it  is.  And  it  can  soon  be  proved.  I  say  I  don't  think  it  is  the 
same  note,  or  the  same  numbers." 

"  If  I  had  taken  down  the  numbers  of  a  bank-note,  I  could  remember 
what  they  were ;  so  would  any  one  but  a  muff,  Johnny,"  said  he,  sar- 
castically. 

"  I  don't  remember  what  they  were.  But  I  do  seem  to  remember 
that  thej'  were  not  these." 

Tod  flung  out  of  the  shop  in  a  passion  :  to  him  it  seemed  impossible 
that  anything  could  be  WTong  with  a  note  had  direct  from  the  bank. 
As  to  its  not  being  the  same  note,  he  scouted  it  utterly.  Had  it 
dropped  through  the  envelope  and  changed  itself  en  route  from  Wor- 
cester ?  he  sarcastically  demanded — coming  in  again  to  ask  it. 

Salmon  was  quietly  going  over  the  circumstances  of  the  Tewkesbury 
robbery  to  me.  About  three  weeks  before,  a  butcher's  shop  was  robbed 
in  Tewkesbury — the  till  carried  off  in  open  day.  It  had  gold  and  silver 
in  it  and  two  five-pound  notes.  The  numbers  of  the  notes  happene<l 
to  be  known,  and  notice  of  them  was  circulated,  to  put  people  on  their 
guard  against  taking  them. 

"  Look  here,  Mr.  Ludlow,"  said  Salmon,  showing  me  the  numbers 
of  the  stolen  notes  written  down  in  his  book,  and  comparing  the  one 
with  the  bank-note  we  had  taken  to  him.  "  It's  the  same,  you  see. 
Reason's  reason,  sir." 

"But  I  don't  see  how  it's  practicable,"  cried  Tod,  coming  round 
the  least  bit  in  the  world,  as  he  condescended  to  look  himself  at  the 
numbers. 

"  Well,  sir,  neither  do  I — the  facts  being  as  you  state  them,"  acknow- 
ledged Salmon.  "  But  here's  the  proof  to  stagger  us,  you  observe. 
It's  in  black  and  white." 

"  There  must  be  two  notes  with  the  same  numbers,"  said  Tod. 
Salmon  smiled  :  great  in  his  assumption  of  superior  knowledge. 
"  There  never  was  yet,  Mr.  Todhetley." 

"Who  numbers  the  notes,  I  wonder?  I  suppose  mistakes  are  not 
impossible  to  those  who  do  it,  any  more  than  to  other  people." 

"  No  fear  of  that,  sir,  with  their  system.  The  note  has  been  changed 
in  the  post." 

"  Nonsense  !  "  retorted  Tod. 

They'll  have  cavilled  until  night,  with  no  result,  one  holding  out 
against  the  other.  Tod  ]>rought  away  the  note  and  the  five  sovereigns 
— which  Salmon  offered.  We  could  send  over  another  note  at  leisure, 
ho  said.  I  examined  the  envelope  after  we  had  hastened  home :  it 
was  the  same  we  had  posted  at  Worcester,  and  did  not  appear  to  have 
been  tampered  with. 
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Getting  Anna  Whitney's  letter  out  of  my  best  clothes'  pocket,  1 
brought  it  to  Tod.  The  numbers  were  quite  different  from  the  note's. 
He  stared  like  one  bewildered :  bis  eyes  passing  from  those  on  tlie 
letter  to  those  on  the  note. 

"  Johnny,  this  beats  bull-baiting." 

So  it  did — for  mystification. 

"  Are  you  sure  you  copied  the  figures  correctly,  old  fellow  ?  " 

"  Now,  Tod  !     Of  course  I  did." 

"  Let  us  go  up  to  the  pater." 

The  pater  was  getting  up,  in  defiance  of  old  Cole  and  l\Trs.  Todhetley, 
and  was  dressed,  up  to  his  coat.  He  had  a  fire  in  his  room  and  his 
white  night-cap  on.  I  told  him  about  the  note.  Tod  was  outside, 
telling  Mi-s.  Todhetley.     He  did  not  receive  the  news  kindly. 

"  The  note  1  gave  you  to  put  into  the  envelope  was  one  of  those 
stolen  from  the  butcher  at  Tewkesbury !  How  dare  you  bring  your 
rubbishing  stories  to  me,  Mr.  Johnny !  " 

1  tried  to  explain  how  it  was— that  it  was  not  the  same  note  ;  as  the 
numbers  proved.  He  would  hear  nothing  at  first,  only  went  on  at  me, 
stamping  his  slippers  and  nodding  his  head,  the  big  white  tassel  of  the 
night-cap  bobbing  up  and  down.  If  Salmon  dared  to  say  he  had  sent 
liim  a  stolen  note  to  change,  he'd  teach  Salmon  what  slander  meant 
the  next  time  the  magistrates  sat. 

Tod  came  in  then  with  Mrs.  Todhetley.  The  Squire  had  talked 
himself  quiet,  and  I  got  a  hearing  :  showing  him  the  numbers  I  had 
taken  down  outside  Anna's  letter  and  the  numbers  on  the  stolen  bank- 
note.    It  brought  him  to  reason. 

"Why,  bless  my  heart!  How  can  they  have  been  changed, 
Johnny?  " 

Taking  the  packet  of  notes  out  of  his  pocket-book,  he  went  over 
their  numbers.  They  were  all  consecutive,  the  nine  of  them ;  and  so 
was  the  tenth,  the  one  1  had  taken  down.  He  pushed  his  night-cap 
back  and  stared  at  us. 

"  Did  you  two  get  larking  yesterday  and  drop  the  letter  on  your  way 
to  the  post  ?  " 

"  We  took  it  straight  to  the  post,  sir,  and  put  it  safely  in." 

"1  don't  know  that  I'd  answer  for  that,"  stormed  the  Squire. 
"  Once  dropped  in  the  street,  there's  no  knowing  who  might  pick  it  up, 
or  what  tricks  might  be  played  with  it.  Hold  your  tongues,  you  two. 
How  else  do  you  suppose  it  could  have  been  done  ?  We  don't  live  in 
the  days  of  miracles." 

Off  went  his  night-cap,  on  went  his  coat.  Ringing  the  bell,  he 
ordered  the  phaeton  to  be  got  ready  on  the  instant,  to  take  him  to  the 
station :  he  was  going  to  Worcester.  Mrs.  Todhetley  quite  implored 
him  not  to  go ;  as  good  as  went  dowTi  on  her  knees  :  he  would 
increase  his  cold,  and  perhaps  be  laid  up.     But  he  wouldn't  listen. 
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"  Hang  the  cold  !  "  he  said  :  "  he  had  no  cold ;  it  was  gone.  People 
shouldn't  have  it  to  say  that  tricks  could  be  played  on  him  with 
impunity,  and  stolen  notes  substituted  for  honest  ones." 

"What  a  way  he  puts  himself  into!"  laughed  Tod,  when  he  had 
ordered  us  off  to  make  ready. 

"I  know  somebody  else  who  does  just  the  same." 

"  You'll  get  it  presently,  Johnny." 

Away  we  went  to  the  station.  Bob  and  Blister  spanking  along  and 
Tod  driving ;  the  Squire,  wrapped  in  about  a  dozen  rugs  and  com- 
forters, sitting  beside  him.  The  groom,  Dwarf  Giles,  was  behind  with 
me :  he  would  have  to  take  the  carriage  back  again.  A  train  came 
up  pretty  soon,  and  we  reached  Worcester. 

Of  all  commotions,  the  Squire  made  the  worst.  When  he  got  to 
the  bank,  Mr.  Isaac  was  out :  would  not  be  in  till  three  o'clock :  and 
that  put  the  finishing  stroke  to  the  pater's  impatience.  Next  he  went 
to  the  Star,  and  told  of  the  matter  there,  gathering  half  the  house 
about  him.  The  post-ofiiee  was  taken  next.  They  seemed  to  know 
nothing  whatever  about  the  letter — and  I  don't  think  they  did — had 
not  particularly  noticed  it  in  sorting :  could  not  have  seemed  to  see 
less  had  they  been  in  a  fog  at  sea :  except  one  thing,  and  that  they'd 
swear  to — t.'iat  every  letter  posted  at  the  office  the  previous  day,  and 
all  other  days,  had  been  duly  forwarded,  untampered  with,  to  its 
destination. 

The  first  dawn  of  reason  that  fell  over  us  was  in  the  interview  with 
Mr.  Isaac.  It  was  pleasant  to  be  with  any  one  so  cheerfully  calm. 
Taking  the  roll  of  five-pound  notes  in  his  hand,  he  pronounced  them 
to  he  the  same  he  had  given  us  on  the  previous  day  ;  and  the  number 
I  had  dotted  down  to  have  been  the  one  belonging  to  the  tenth 
note. 

"  And  is  tliis  one  of  those  two  stolen  ones  that  were  advertised  ?  " 
demanded  the  Squire,  putting  it  into  Mr.  Isaac's  hands. 

Mr.  Isaac  spoke  with  a  clerk  for  a  minute — perhaps  referring  to  the 
numbers  as  Salmon  had  done — and  came  back  saying  that  it  was  the 
note.  So  there  we  were  :  the  matter  laid,  so  for,  to  rest.  Nothing 
could  be  more  unsatisfactory.  The  Squire  sat  quite  still,  as  if  he  had 
been  struck  dumb. 

"  I'm  sure  I  shall  never  see  daylight  out  of  this,"  cried  the  Squire, 
ill  a  sort  of  hopeless,  mazy  tone.     "  It's  worse  than  conjiu'ing." 

Mr.  Isaac  was  called  awaj'.  The  Squire  fastened  upon  one  of  the 
old  clerks,  and  went  over  the  matter  with  him.  He  could  not  readily 
understand  it. 

"  Tlie  note  must  have  been  changed,  Mr.  Todiietley,"  said  he. 

"  Changed  in  the  post  ?  " 

"  Cliajiged  somewliere." 

"r.ut  whodiditV" 
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"  That's  the  question." 

The  Squire  could  not  tear  himself  away.  Once  out  of  the  bank  he 
would  be  nonplussed.  He  began  casting  a  doubt  on  the  Worcester 
post-oflice  ;  the  clerk  retorted  that  there  was  a  post-office  at  our  end, 
Timberdale :  and  at  that  the  Squire  fired  up.  Each  would  have  held 
out  for  the  good  faith  of  his  respective  post-office  to  the  death.  It  put 
Tod  and  me  in  mind  of  the  fable  of  the  crows,  each  old  mother  saying 
that  her  own  crow  was  the  whitest.  After  glaring  at  one  another  for 
a  bit  through  their  spectacles,  they  shook  hands  and  parted. 

We  arrived  home  to  a  late  dinner  at  Crabb  Cot,  just  as  wise  as  we 
had  left  it  in  the  morning.  The  Squire  had  an  awful  cold,  thougli  lie 
wouldn't  admit  it.  At  nine  o'clock  he  virtually  gave  in,  went  up  to 
bed,  and  said  Molly  was  to  make  him  a  basin  of  hot  gruel,  and  we 
might  put  a  drop  of  brandy  in  it. 

The  mode  of  conveying  the  letters  from  Worcester  was  this.  The 
Timberdale  bag,  made  up  at  the  Worcester  office,  Avas  brought  out  at 
night  by  the  late  train,  and  dropped  at  the  Timberdale  Station.  The 
postmaster  of  Timberdale  would  be  at  the  station  to  receive  it,  and 
carry  it  home. 

His  name  was  Rymer.  A  man  of  acknowledged  respectability  in 
the  place,  and  of  good  connections,  the  son  of  a  clergyman.  He  had 
been  brought  up  for  a  surgeon,  but  somehow  never  had  the  chance  to 
pass  ;  and,  years  and  years  ago,  opened  a  chemist  and  druggist's  shop 
at  Timberdale.  Then  he  added  other  things :  stationery,  Christmas 
cards,  valentines,  boys'  marbles,  purses,  and  such  like,  which  his  Avife 
attended  to.  In  time  he  had  the  post-office.  As  to  suspecting  Rymer 
of  doing  anything  \\Tong  with  the  note,  it  was  not  to  be  thought  of. 
He  had  two  children :  a  son,  who  never  seemed  to  do  any  good  for 
himself,  and  if  placed  away  from  home  would  return  to  it  again  :  and  a 
daughter,  a  nice  little  girl  of  sixteen,  who  was  as  useful  amidst  the 
drugs  and  the  post-office  work  as  her  father. 

Timberdale  had  two  letter-carriers.  One  for  the  place  itself,  the 
other  for  the  couirtry  round.  This  last  had  a  regular  journey  of  it,  for 
the  farm-houses  were  scattered.  There  had  always  been  talk  that  our 
two  houses— the  Squire's  and  old  Coney's— ought  not  to  be  put  in  the 
Timberdale  district  of  delivery,  and  why  it  was  originally  done  nobody 
could  make  out ;  seeing  that  we  were  ever  so  far  ofi"  Timberdale,  and 
in  Crabb  parish.  But  people  did  not  bestir  themselves  to  alter  it,  and 
so  the  old  custom  went  on.  The  country  postman  was  Lee :  a  trust- 
worthy old  soul  with  shaky  legs. 

The  next  morning.  Cole  the  surgeon  came  in,  vexed.  The  Squire 
ought  not  to  have  got  up  at  all  the  day  before,  he  said,  much  less  liave 
gone  to  Worcester  ;  and  where  was  the  use  of  his  prescribing  remedies 
if  they  were  not  attended  to  ?  Upon  that,  the  Squire  (after  retorting 
that  he  should  do  as  he  pleased  in  spite  of  Cole  and  his  remedies,  and 
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speaking  in  a  sort  of  hoarse  and  foggy  voice)  told  about  posting  the 
bank-note  to  Mrs.  Todhetley,  and  what  had  come  of  it. 

"  Well,  it's  a  strange  thing,"  said  Cole,  when  he  had  turned  the  news 
over  in  his  mind.     "  What  do  you  think,  Johnny?  " 

He  would  often  say  to  me  when  talking  of  things  and  people,  "  What 
do  you  think  ?  "  He  had  a  theory  that  I  saw  more  clearly  than  others, 
just  as  Duffham  at  Church  Dykely  had.  I  had  nothing  particular  to 
tliink  about  this  :  it  seemed  a  hopeless  mystery. 

*'  Lee's  sure,"  said  Cole,  speaking  of  the  postman ;  "  so  is  Rymer. 
It  could  have  been  in  no  other  hands  on  this  side  the  journey." 

"  The  Worcester  people  say  it  was  not  tampered  with  on  their  side." 
"Have  you  questioned  Rymer  about  it?  " 

"  Not  yet,"  croaked  the  Squire.  "  I  meant  to  have  gone  to  him  to- 
day." 

"  Which  you  will  not  do  !  "  cried  Mr.  Cole.  "  But  now,  look  here  : 
I  wouldn't  tell  people  at  first  that  the  exchanged  note  was  one  of  those 
stolen  ones,  if  I  were  you:  not  even  Rymer.  No  one  likes  to  be 
mixed  up  in  robberies.  You'd  put  folks  on  their  guard  at  once  ;  and 
any  chance  word  of  enlightenment,  that  might  otherwise  be  dropped, 
would  be  kept  in." 

We  did  not  quite  take  him.     "  /  would  not,"  repeated  Cole. 
"But  we  must  inquire  about  it,"  said  Tod.     "What's  to  be  said  of 
the  note  ?  " 

"  Say  that  the  bank-note  you  ptit  in  was  changed  en  route  for 
another  one  :  that  the  immbers  did  not  tally.  That's  all  you  need  say 
at  first." 

Tod  could  not  see  any  reason  in  the  argument ;  but  the  Squire  took 
up  the  idea  eagerly,  and  ordered  Tod  to  do  as  was  suggested.  He  was 
unable  to  go  to  Timberdale  himself,  but  was  far  too  impatient  to  let  it 
rest  until  another  day,  and  so  Tod  was  to  be  his  deputy. 

With  at  least  a  hundred  suggestions  and  injunctions  from  the  Squire 
—who  only  ceased  when  his  voice  disappeared  completely — we  set  off, 
taking  the  way  of  the  Ravine.  It  was  a  fine  spring  day :  the  trees  were 
coming  into  leaf,  the  thorns  and  other  bushes  were  budding :  violets 
and  primroses  nestled  at  their  feet.  I  picked  some  early  cowslips  for  a 
ball  for  Lena,  and  some  double  white  violets  for  Mrs.  Todhetley. 

Past  Timberdale  Court  went  we  ;  past  the  church  ;  past  Jael  Batty's 
and  the  other  straggling  cottages,  and  came  to  the  village  street.  It 
was  paved  :  and  j'ou  can't  say  that  of  all  villages. 

Mr.  Rymer  was  beliind  his  counter :  a  thin,  dehcate-faced  man,  vnth 
a  rather  sad  expression  and  mild  brown  eyes.  In  spite  of  his  poor 
clothes  and  his  white  apron  and  the  obscure  shop  he  had  served  in  for 
twenty  years,  his  face  had  "  gentleman  "  plainly  stamped  on  it :  but  he 
gave  you  the  idea  of  being  too  meek-spirited ;  as  if  in  any  struggle  with 
the  world  he  coiild  never  take  his  own  part. 
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The  shop  was  a  double  shop,  resembling  Salmon's  at  South  Ci-abb  iu 
shape  and  an-angements.  The  drugs  and  chemicals  were  on  the  left- 
hand  side  as  you  entered ;  the  miscellaneous  wares  on  the  other.  Horse 
and  cattle  medicines  were  kept  with  the  dnigs :  and  other  things  too 
numerous  to  mention,  such  as  pearl  barley,  pickles,  and  fish-sauce. 
The  girl,  IMargaret  Kjnuer,  was  serving  a  woman  with  a  pennyworth  of 
writing-paper  when  we  went  in,  and  a  postage-stamp.  Tod  asked  for 
Mr.  Rymer. 

He  came  forward  from  the  little  parlour,  at  one  end  of  which  was  the 
desk  where  he  did  his  postal  work. 

Upon  Tod's  saying  that  we  wished  to  speak  with  him  privately,  he 
took  us  into  the  parlour.  As  we  sat  down  opposite  to  him,  I  could  not 
lielp  thinking  what  a  nice  face  he  had.  It  was  getting  very  careworn. 
A  stranger  would  liave  given  him  more  than  his  forty-five  years :  though 
the  bright  brown  hair  was  abundant  still.  Tod  told  his  storv.  The 
chemist  looked  thoroughly  surprised,  but  open  and  upright  as  the  day. 
I  saw  at  once  that  no  fault  attached  to  him. 

"  A  bank-note  exchanged  as  it  passed  through  the  post ! "  he  ex- 
claimed.    "  But,  Mr.  Joseph  Todhetley,  the  thing  appears  impossible." 

"  It  appears  so,"  said  Tod.  "  I  was  just  as  unwilling  to  believe  it  at 
first :  but  facts  are  facts." 

"  I  cannot  see  the  motive,"  said  Rymer.  "  Why  shoidd  one  bank- 
note be  taken  out  of  a  letter,  if  another  were  substituted  ?  " 

Tod  looked  at  me.  Wanting  to  say  that  the  other  was  a  stolen  note, 
and  was  no  doubt  put  in  to  be  got  rid  of.  But  the  Squire  had  bound 
us  down. 

"  Had  the  note  been  simply  abstracted  from  the  letter,  we  should  be 
at  no  loss  to  understand  that  a  tliief  had  helped  himself  to  it ;  but  a 
thief  would  not  put  another  note  of  the  same  value  in  its  place,"  went 
on  Rymer. 

"Well,  the  facts  are  as  I  tell  you,  Mr.  Rjnner,"  returned  Tod,  im- 
patient at  being  trammelled  and  having  to  tell  so  lame  a  tale.  "  One 
bank-note  was  taken  out  of  the  letter  and  another  put  in  its  place.  We 
want  you  to  help  us  unravel  the  mystery." 

"I  will  help  you  to  the  utmost  of  my  power,"  was  Rymer's  answer. 
"  But— are  you  sure  you  have  told  me  the  circumstances  correctly  ?  " 

"  Quite  sure,"  answered  Tod.  "  The  thing  was  done  between 
Worcester  post-office  and  our  house.  How  it  was  done,  and  by  whom, 
is  the  question." 

"  You  enclosed  the  note  in  the  letter  yourself  at  Worcester  on  Wed- 
nesday afternoon,  and  put  it  into  the  post-oflice  :  when  we  delivered 
the  letter  at  Crabb  Cot  yesterday  morning,  you  found  the  note  inside 
had  been  taken  out  and  another  put  in?    These  are  the  circumstances  ?  " 

"  Precisely  so.  Except  that  it  was  not  I  who  enclosed  the  note  and 
took  down  its  number,  but  Johnny  Ludlow.    The  Worcester  office 
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disclaims  all  knowledge  of  the  matter,  and  so  we  are  thrown  on  this 
side  of  the  journey.  Did  you  go  to  the  station  yourself  for  the  letter- 
bag,  Rymer  ?  " 

"  I  did,  sir.  I  brought  it  home  and  sorted  the  letters  at  that  desk, 
ready  for  the  two  men  to  take  out  in  the  morning.  I  used  to  sort  all 
the  letters  in  the  morning,  London  and  others :  but  lately  I've  done 
what  we  call  the  local  bags — which  come  in  before  bed-time — at  night. 
It  saves  time  in  the  morning." 

"Do  you  recollect  noticing  the  letter  for  Crabb  Cot  ? " 

"  I  think  I  noticed  it.  Yes,  I  feel  sure  I  did.  You  see,  there's 
often  something  or  other  for  you,  so  that  it's  not  remarkable.  But  I 
am  sure  I -did  notice  the  letter." 

"  No  one  could  have  got  to  it  in  the  night  ?  " 

"  What — here  ?  "  exclaimed  Rymer,  opening  his  ej'es  in  surprise 
that  such  a  question  should  be  put.  "  No,  certainly  not.  The  letter- 
bags  are  locked  up  in  this  desk,  and  I  keep  the  key  about  me." 

"  And  you  gave  them  as  usual  to  Lee  in  the  morning  ?  " 

Mr.  Rymer  knitted  his  patient  brow  the  least  in  the  world,  as  if  he 
thought  that  Tod's  pursuing  these  questions  reflected  some  suspicion 
on  himself.  He  answered  very  meekly — agoing  over  the  whole  from 
the  first. 

"  When  I  brought  the  Worcester  bag  in  on  Wednesday  night,  I  was 
at  home  alone  :  my  wife  and  daughter  happened  to  be  spending  the 
evening  with  some  friends,  and  the  servant  liad  asked  leave  to  go  out. 
I  sorted  the  letters,  and  locked  them  up  as  usual  in  one  of  the  deep 
drawers  of  the  desk.  I  never  unlocked  it  again  until  the  last  thing  in 
the  morning,  when  the  other  letters  that  had  come  in  were  ready  to  go 
out,  and  the  two  men  were  waiting  for  them.  The  letter  would  be  in 
Lee's  packet,  of  course — which  I  delivered  to  him.  But  Lee  is  to  be 
depended  on  :  he  would  not  tamper  with  it.  That  is  the  whole  history 
so  fiir  as  I  am  connected  with  it,  INIr.  Joseph  Todhetley.  I  could  not 
tell  you  more  if  I  talked  till  mid-day." 

"  What's  that,  Thomas  ?  Anything  amiss  with  the  letters  ?  "  called 
out  a  voice  at  this  juncture,  as  the  inner  door  opened,  that  shut  out 
tlie  kitchen. 

I  knew  it.  Knew  it  for  Mrs.  Rymer's.  I  didn't  like  her  a  bit :  and 
how  a  refined  man  like  Rymer  (and  he  was  so  in  all  respects)  could 
liavc  made  lior  his  wife  seemed  to  me  to  be  a  seven  days'  wonder. 
She  had  a  nose  as  long  as  from  Timberdale  to  Crabb  Ravine  ;  and  her 
hair  and  face  were  red,  and  her  flounces  gaudy.  As  common  a  woman 
as  you'd  see  in  a  summer's  day,  with  a  broad  Bnmimagem  accent, 
lint  she  was  very  capable,  and  not  unkindly  natured.  Tlie  woi-st 
Timberdale  said  of  her  was,  that  she  had  done  her  best  to  spoil  that 
ugly  son  of  hers. 

Butting  her  head,  ornamented  with  yellow  curl-papers,  round  tho 
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door-post,  she  saw  us  seated  there,  and  (h'cw  it  away  again.  Ilor 
sleeves  Avere  rolled  up,  and  she  had  on  a  coarse  apron ;  altogether  was 
not  dressed  for  company.  Letting  the  door  stand  ajar,  she  asked 
again  if  anything  was  amiss,  and  went  on  with  her  work  at  the  same 
time  :  which  sounded  like  chopping  suet.  Mr.  Rymer  replied  in  a  curt 
word  or  two,  as  if  he  felt  annoyed  she  should  interfere.  She  would  not 
be  put  off:  strong-minded  women  never  are :  and  he  had  to  give  her 
the  explanation.  A  five-pound  hank-note  had  been  niystcriou.sly  lost 
out  of  a  letter  addressed  to  Mrs.  Todhctley.     The  chopi)ing  stopped. 

"  Stolen  out  of  it  ?  " 

"  Well — yes  ;  it  may  be  said  so." 

"  But  why  do  you  call  it  mysterious?  " 

Mr.  Rymer  said  why.  That  the  hank-note  had  not,  in  one  sense, 
been  stolen;  since  another  of  the  same  value  had  been  substituted 
for  it. 

Chop,  chop,  chop  :  Mrs.  Rymer  had  begun  again  vigorously. 

"  I'd  like  to  know  who's  to  make  top  or  tail  of  such  a  stoiy  as  that," 
bhe  called  out  presently.     "  Has  anything  been  lost,  or  not?  " 

"  Yes,  I  tell  you,  Susannah  :  a  five-pound  note." 

Forgetting  her  curl-papers  and  the  apron,  ]\Irs.  Rymer  came  boldly 
inside  the  room,  chopping-knife  in  hand,  and  requested  further  en- 
lightenment.    We  told  her   between  us :    she  stood  with   her   back 
against  the  door-post  while  she  listened. 
"  "  When  do  you  say  this  took  place,  young  gents  ?  " 

"On  Wednesday  night,  or  Thursday  morning.  When  the  letter 
reached  us  at  breakfast-time,  the  job  was  done." 

She  said  no  more  then,  but  went  back  and  chopped  faster  than  ever. 
Tod  and  I  had  got  up  to  go  when  she  came  in  again. 

"  The  odd  part  about  it  is  their  putting  in  a  note  for  the  same 
value,"  cried  slie.  "  I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing  as  that.  Why  not 
spend  the  other  note,  and  make  no  bother  over  it  ?  " 

"You  would  be  (juite  justified  in  doing  so  under  the  circumstances, 
Mr.  Todhetley,"  said  the  ipiieter  husband. 

"  But  we  can't,"  returned  Tod,  hotly— and  all  but  said  more  than 
he  was  to  say. 

"Why  not?"  asked  she. 

"  Because  it's  not  ours  ;  there,  INIrs.  Rymer." 

"  Well,  I  know  what  I'd  say — if  the  chance  was  given  me,"  returned 
she,  resenting  Tod's  manner.  "  That  the  note  found  in  the  letter  was 
the  one  put  into  it  at  Worcester.  Changed  in  the  post !  It  docs  not 
stand  to  reason." 

"  But,  my  dear "  her  husband  was  beginning. 

"  Now,  Thomas  Rymer,  that's  what  I  think :  and  so  would  you,  if 
you  had  a  grain  of  sense  beyond  a  gander's.  And  now  good-morning, 
young  gents  :  my  pudding  won't  get  done  for  dinner  at  this  rate." 
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Mr.  Rymer  came  with  us  through  the  shop  to  the  door.  I  shook 
hands  with  him :  and  Tod's  nose  went  up  in  the  air.  But  1  think  it 
lies  in  what  you  see  a  man  is,  by  mind  and  nature,  whether  he  is  your 
equal,  and  you  feel  proud  to  think  he  is  so— not  in  the  fact  of  his 
wearing  an  apron.  There  are  some  lords  in  the  land  I  wouldn't  half 
care  to  shake  hands  with  as  I  would  Avith  Thomas  Rymer. 

"  I  hope  you  will  pardon  me  for  reverting  to  my  first  opinion,  Mr. 
Todhetley,"  he  said,  turning  to  Tod—"  but  indeed  I  think  there  nuist 
be  some  mistake.  Mrs.  Rymer  may  be  right— that  the  note  found  in 
the  letter  was  the  one  put  into  it." 

Tod  flung  away.  The  facts  he  had  obstinately  refused  to  believe^  at 
first,  he  had  so  fully  adopted  now,  that  any  other  opinion  oftended  him. 
He  was  in  a  passion  when  I  caught  him  up. 

"  To  think  that  the  pater  should  have  sent  us  there  like  two  fools, 
Joiinny !  Closing  our  mouths  so  that  we  could  not  speak  the  truth." 
"  Rymer  only  three  parts  believes  it.  His  wife  not  at  all." 
"  His  wife  be  sugared !  It's  nothing  to  her.  And  all  through  the 
suggestion  of  that  precious  calf,  Cole.  Johnny,  I  think  I  shall  act  on 
my  own  judgment,  and  go  back  and  tell  Rymer  the  note  was  a  stolen 
one." 

"  The  pater  told  us  not  to." 

"  Stuff!     Circumstances  alter  cases.    He  would  have  told  it  himself 
before  he  had  been  with  Rymer  two  minutes.     The  man's  hands  are 
partly  tied,  you  see ;  knowing  only  half  the  tale." 
"  Well,  I  won't  tell  him." 

"  Nobody  asked  you.  Here  goes.  And  the  Squire  will  say  I've 
done  right." 

Rymer  was  standing  at  his  door  still.  The  shop  was  empty,  and 
there  were  no  ears  near.     Tod  lowered  his  voice,  though. 

"  The  truth  is,  Mr.  Rymer,  that  the  note,  substituted  in  the  letter 
for  ours,  was  one  of  those  two  lost  by  the  butcher  at  Tewkesbury.  I 
conclude  you  heard  of  the  robbery." 

"  One  of  those  two  !  "  exclaimed  Rymer. 

"  Yes :  Salmon  at  South  Crabb  recognized  it  yesterday  when  we 
were  asking  him  to  give  change  for  it." 

"  But  why  not  have  told  me  this  at  once,  Mr.  Joseph  ?  " 
"  Because  the  Squire  and  Cole,  laying  their  wise  heads  together  this 
morning,  thought  it  might  be  better  not  to  let  that  get  abroad:  it 
would  put  people  on  their  guard,  they  said.     You  sec  now  where  the 
motive  lay  for  exchanging  the  notes." 

"  Of  course  I  do,"  said  Mr.  Rymer  in  his  quiet  way.  "  But  it  is 
very  imaccountable.     I  cannot  imagine  where  the  treason  lies." 

"  Not  on  this  side,  seemingly,"  remarked  Tod:     '■  The  letter  appears 
to  have  passed  through  no  one's  hands  but  Lee's  :  and  he  is  safe." 
"  Safe  and  sure.     It  must  have  been  accomplished  at  Worcester. 
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Or — in  the  railway  train,"  he  slowly  added.  "  I  have  heard  of  such 
things." 

"You  had  better  keep  counsel  at  present  as  to  the  stolen  note,  Mr. 
Rymer." 

*'  I  will  until  you  give  me  leave  to  speak.  All  I  can  do  to  assist  in 
the  discovery  is  heartily  at  Squire  Todhetley's  service.  I'd  transport 
these  rogues,  for  my  part." 

We  carried  our  report  home — that  the  thing  had  not  been,  and 
could  not  have  been,  effected  on  the  Timberdale  side,  unless  old  Lee 
was  to  be  suspected  :  which  was  out  of  the  question. 


Time  went  on.  and  it  gi'ew  into  more  of  a  mystery  tlian  ever.  Not 
■as  to  the  fact  itself  or  the  stolen  note,  for  all  that  was  soon  known  high 
and  low.  The  Worcester  office  exonerated  itself  from  suspicion,  as  did 
the  railway  letter-van.  The  van  let  off  its  resentment  iu  a  little  private 
sneering  :  but  the  office  waxed  hot,  and  declared  the  fraud  must  lie  at 
the  door  of  Timberdale.  And  so  the  matter  was  given  up  for  a  bad 
job,  the  Squire  submitting  to  the  loss  of  his  note. 

But  a  curious  circumstance  occurred,  connected  with  Thomas  Rymcr. 
And,  to  me,  his  behaviour  had  seemed  almost  curious  throughout. 
Not  at  that  first  interview — as  I  said,  he  was  open,  and,  so  to  say, 
indifferent  then ;  but  soon  afterwards  his  manner  changed. 

On  the  day  following  that  interview,  the  Squire,  who  was  very 
restless  over  it,  wanting  the  thing  to  come  to  light  in  no  time,  seat 
me  again  to  Rymer's,  to  know  if  he  had  learned  any  news,  Rymer 
said  he  had  not;  and  his  manner  was  just  what  it  had  been  the  past 
day.  I  could  have  staked  my  life,  if  necessary,  tliat  the  man  believed 
Avhat  he  said — that  news  must  be  looked  for  elsewhere,  not  at  Timber- 
dale.  I  am  sure  that  he  thought  it  impossible  that  the  theft  could 
have  been  effected  after  the  letters  came  into  his  hands.  But  some 
days  later  on,  when  the  whole  matter  had  been  disclosed,  and  the 
public  knew  as  much  about  it  as  we  did,  the  Squire,  well  of  his  cold, 
thought  he  would  have  a  talk  with  Rymer  himself,  went  over,  and  took 
me  with  him. 

I  shall  not  forget  it.  In  Rymer's  window,  the  chemical  side,  there 
was  a  picture  of  a  bullock  eating  up  some  newly-invented  cattle-food 
and  growing  fat  upon  it.  It  caught  the  Squire's  eye.  Whilst  he 
stopped  to  read  the  advertisement,  I  went  in.  The  moment  Rymer 
saw  me — his  daughter  called  to  him  to  come  out  of  the  parlour  where 
he  was  at  dinner — his  face  turned  first  red,  and  then  as  pale  as 
death. 

"Mr.  Todhetley  thought  he  would  like  to  come  and  see  you,  Mr. 
Rymer." 

''  Yes,  Ves,"  he  said,  in  an  agitated  sort  of  tone,  and  then  he  stooped 
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to  put  some  jars  closer  together  under  the  counter ;  but  I  thought  he 
knew  how  white  he  was,  and  wanted  to  hide  it. 

When  the  Squire  came  in,  asking  first  of  all  about  the  new  cattle- 
food,  he  noticed  nothing.  Eymer  was  very  nearly  himself  then,  and 
said  he  had  taken  the  agency,  and  old  Massock  had  ordered  some  of  it. 

Then  they  talked  about  the  note.  Rymer's  tone  was  quite  different 
from  what  it  had  been  before  ;  though  whether  I  should  have  noticed 
it  but  for  his  white  face  I  can  hardly  tell.  That  had  made  me  notice 
liim.  He  spoke  in  a  low,  timid  voice,  saying  no  more  tlian  he  was 
obliged  to  say,  as  if  the  subject  frightened  him.  One  thing  I  saw — 
that  his  -hands  trembled.  Some  camomile  blows  lay  on  a  white  paper 
on  the  counter,  and  he  began  doing  them  up  with  shaky  fingers. 

Was  his  wife  given  to  eavesdropping  ?  I  should  have  thought  not — 
she  Avas  too  independent  for  it.  But  there  she  was,  standing  just 
within  the  little  parlour,  and  certainly  listening.  The  Squire  caught 
sight  of  her  gown,  and  called  out,  "  How  d'ye  do,  Mrs.  Eymer?  "  upon 
which  she  came  forward.  There  was  a  scared  look  on  her  face  also, 
as  if  its  impudence  had  shrunk  out  of  it.  She  did  not  stay  an  instant — 
just  answered  the  Squire,  and  went  away  again. 

"  We  must  come  to  the  bottom  of  the  business  somehow,  you  knoAv, 
Kymer,"  concluded  the  Squire,  as  he  was  leaving.  "  It  would  never 
do  to  let  the  thief  get  off".  What  1  should  think  is,  that  it  must  be  the 
same  fellow  who  robbed  the  butcher •  " 

"  No,  no,"  hastily  interrupted  Eymer. 

"  No  I  One  of  the  gang,  then.  Any  way,  you'll  help  us  all  you 
can.  I  should  like  to  bring  the  lot  to  trial.  If  you  get  to  learn  any- 
thing, send  me  word  at  once." 

Eymer  answered  "  Yes,"  and  attended  us  to  the  door.  Then  the 
Squire  went  back  to  the  cattle-food ;  but  we  got  away  at  last. 

"Tliomas  Eymer  breaks,  Johrmy,  I  think.  He  doesn't  seem  in 
spirits  somehow.  It's  hai'd  for  a  man  to  be  in  a  shop  all  day  long 
from  year's  end  to  year's  end,  and  never  have  an  hour's  holiday." 

Ever  after  this,  when  the  affair  was  spoken  of  with  Eymer,  he  showed 
more  or  less  the  same  sort  of  shrinking — as  if  the  subject  gave  him 
some  terrible  pain.  Nobody  but  myself  noticed  it ;  and  I  only  because 
I  looked  out  for  it.  I  believe  he  saw  I  thought  something  ;  for  when 
lie  caught  my  eye,  as  lie  did  more  than  once,  his  own  foil. 

But  some  cui'ious  circumstances  connected  Avith  him  have  to  be  told 
yet.     One  summer  evening,  when  it  was  getting  towards  dusk,  he  came 
over  to  Crabb  Cot  to  see  the  Squire.    Very  much  to  the  pater's  surprise 
Eymer  put  a  five-pound  note  into  his  hand. 

"  Is  the  money  found  ?  "  cried  he,  eagerly. 

"No,  sir,  it  is  not  found,"  said  Eymer,  in  a  subdued  tone.  "It 
seems  likely  to  remain  a  mystery  to  the  last.  But  I  wish  to  restore  it 
myself.    It  lies  upon  my  conscience — being  postmaster  here — that  such 
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a  loss  should  have  taken  phicc.  With  three  pait:^  of  the  public,  and 
more,  it  is  the  Timberdale  side  that  gets  the  credit  of  being  to  blame. 
And  so — it  weighs  heavily  upon  me.  Though  I  don't  see  how  I  could 
liave  prevented  it :  and  I  lie  awake  night  after  night,  thinkuig  it  over." 

The  Squire  stared  for  awhile,  and  then  pushed  back  the  note. 

"  Why,  goodness,  man  ! "  cried  he,  when  his  amazement  let  him 
speak,  "  you  don't  suppose  I'd  take  the  money  from  you !  What  in 
the  world ! — what  right  have  you  to  bear  the  loss  ?  You  must  be 
dreaming." 

"I  should  feel  better  satisfied,"  said  poor  Byraer,  in  his  subdued 
voice  of  pain.     "  Better  satisfied." 

"  And  how  do  you  think  /  should  feel  ?  "  stamped  the  Squire,  nearly 
flinging  the  note  into  the  fire.  "  Here,  put  it  up ;  put  it  up.  Why, 
my  good  fellow,  don't,  for  mercy's  sake,  let  this  bother  take  your  senses 
away.  It's  no  more  your  fault  that  the  letter  was  rifled  than  it  was 
mine.     Well,  this  is  a  start — your  coming  to  say  this." 

They  went  on,  battling  it  out.  Ryraer  praying  him  to  take  the  note 
as  if  he'd  pray  his  life  away;  the  Squire  accusing  the  other  of  having 
gone  clean  mad,  to  think  of  such  a  thing.  I  happened  to  go  into  the 
room  in  the  middle  of  it,  but  they  had  not  leisure  to  look  at  me.  It 
ended  in  Rnner's  taking  back  the  note :  it  could  not  have  ended  in 
anj'  other  manner :  the  Squire  vowing,  if  he  did  not,  that  he  sliould  go 
before  the  magistrates  for  lunacy. 

"  Get  the  port  wine,  Johmiy." 

Pivmer  declined  to  take  any  :  liis  head  was  not  accustomed  to  wine, 
he  said.  The  Squire  poured  out  a  bumper  and  made  him  druik  it : 
telling  him  he  believed  it  was  something  of  the  kind  his  head  wanted, 
or  it  would  never  have  got  such  a  wild  notion  into  it  as  the  errand  he 
had  come  upon  that  evening. 

A  few  minutes  after  Rymer  had  left,  I  heard  the  Squire  shouting  to 
me,  and  went  back  to  the  room.  He  had  in  his  hand  a  little  thin  note- 
case of  green  leather,  something  like  two  leaves  folded  together. 

"Ryraer  must  have  dropped  this,  Johnny,  in  putting  it  into  his 
pocket.    The  note  is  in  it.     You  had  better  run  after  him." 

I  took  it,  and  went  out.  But  which  way  had  Rymer  gone  ?  I  could 
see  far  along  the  solitary  road,  and  it  was  light  enough  yet,  but  no  one 
was  in  view,  so  I  guessed  he  was  taking  the  short-cut  through  tiie 
Ravine,  braving  the  ghost,  and  I  went  across  the  field  and  ran  down 
the  zigzag  path.     Wasn't  it  gloomy  there  ! 

Well,  it  was  a  surprise  !  Thinking  himself  alone,  he  had  sat  down 
on  the  stump  of  a  tree,  and  was  sobbing  with  all  his  might :  sobs  that 
had  prevented  his  hearing  me.  There  was  no  time  for  me  to  draw 
back,  or  for  him  to  hide  his  trouble.  I  could  only  hold  out  the  green 
case  and  make  the  best  of  it. 

"  I  am  afraid  you  arc  in  some  great  troubk',  Mr.  Rymer?  " 

Juhnny  Lmllow.— 11.  -s 
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He  got  up  and  was  quiet  at  once.    "  The  best  of  us  have  trouble  at 
times,  Master  Johnny." 
"  What  can  I  do  for  you  ?  " 

"  Nothing.  Nothing.  Except  forget  that  you  have  seen  me  giving 
way.  It  was  very  foohsh  of  me  :  but  there  are  moments  when—when 
one  loses  self-control." 

Either  through  his  awkwardness  or  mine,  the  leaves  of  the  case 
opened,  and  the  bank-note  fluttered  out.     I  picked  it  up  and  gave  it  to 
him.    Our  eyes  met  in  the  gloom. 
"  I  think  you  know,"  he  whispered. 

"  I  think  I  suspect.  Don't  be  afraid ;  no  one  else  does :  and  I'll 
never  drop  a  hint  to  mortal  man." 

Putting  my  hand  into  his  that  he  might  feel  its  clasp,  he  took  it  as  it 
was  meant,  and  wrung  it  m  answer.  Had  we  been  of  the  same  age,  I 
could  have  felt  henceforth  like  his  brother. 

"  It  will  be  my  death-blow,"  he  whispered.  "  Heaven  knows  I  was 
not  prepared  for  it.     I  was  unsuspicious  as  a  child." 

He  went  his  way  with  his  grief  and  his  load  of  care,  and  I  went 
mine,  my  heart  aching  for  him.  I  am  older  now  than  I  was  then  :  and 
I  have  learnt  to  think  that  God  sends  these  dreadful  troubles  to  try  us, 
that  we  may  fly  from  them  to  Him.     Why  else  should  they  come  ? 

And  I  dare  say  you  have  guessed  how  it  was.  The  time  came  when 
it  was  all  disclosed ;  so  I  don't  break  faith  in  telling  it.  That  ill-doing 
son  of  Kymer's  had  been  the  thief.  He  was  staying  at  home  at  the 
time  with  one  of  the  notes  stolen  from  Tewkesbury  in  his  possession  : 
some  of  his  bad  companions  had  promised  him  a  bonus  if  he  could 
succeed  in  passing  it.  It  was  his  mother  who  sm-reptitiously  got  the 
keys  of  the  desk  for  him,  that  he  might  open  it  in  the  night :  he  made 
the  excuse  to  her  that  there  was  a  letter  in  the  Worcester  bag  for  him- 
self under  a  false  direction,  which  he  must  secure,  unsuspected.  To 
do  Madam  Rymer  justice,  she  thought  no  worse :  and  it  was  she  who 
in  her  fright,  when  the  commotion  arose  about  the  Tewkesbury  note, 
confessed  to  her  husband  that  she  had  let  Ben  have  the  keys  that  night. 
There  could  be  no  doubt  in  either  of  their  minds  after  that.  The  son, 
too,  had  decamped.  It  was  to  look  for  our  letter  he  had  wanted  the 
keys.  For  he  knew  it  might  be  coming,  with  the  note  in  it :  he  was 
on  the  platform  at  Timberdalo  railway-station  in  the  morning— I  saw 
liim  standing  tlicre— and  must  have  licard  what  Mrs.  Todhetley  said. 
And  that  was  the  whole  of  the  mystery. 

But  I  would  have  given  the  money  from  my  own  pocket  twice  ovei", 
to  have  prevented  it  happening,  for  Thomas  Rymer's  sake. 


II. 

A   LIFE   OF  TROUBLE. 

Mrs.  Todiirtley  says  that  you  may  sometimes  read  a  person's  fate  in 
tlieir  eyes.  I  don't  know  whether  it's  true.  She  holds  to  it  that  when 
the  eyes  have  a  sad,  mournful  expression  naturally,  their  owner  is  sure 
to  have  a  life  of  sorrow.  Of  course  such  instances  may  be  found  :  and 
Thomas  Eymer's  was  one  of  them. 

You  can  look  back  and  read  what  was  said  of  him  :  "  A  thin,  delicate- 
faced  man,  with  a  rather  sad  expression  and  mild  brown  eyes."  The 
sad  expression  was  in  the  eyes :  that  was  certain  :  thoughtful,  dreamy, 
and  would  have  been  painfully  sad  but  for  its  sweetness.  But  it  is  not 
given  to  every  one  to  discern  this  inward  sadness  in  the  look  of  another. 

It  was  of  no  avail  to  say  that  Thomas  Rjoner  had  brought  trouble 
upon  himself,  and  marred  his  own  fortune.  His  father  was  a  curate  in 
Warwickshire,  poor  in  pence,  rich  in  children.  Thomas  was  apprenticed 
to  a  doctor  in  Birmingham,  who  was  also  a  chemist  and  druggist.  Tom 
liad  to  serve  in  the  shop,  take  out  teeth,  make  up  the  physic,  and  go 
round  with  his  master  to  fevers  and  rheumatisms.  Whilst  he  was 
domg  this,  the  curate  died :  and  thenceforth  Thomas  would  have  to 
make  his  own  way  in  the  world,  \\\\X\  not  a  soul  to  counsel  him. 

Of  course  he  might  have  made  it.  But  Fate,  or  Folly,  was  against 
him.  Some  would  have  called  it  fate,  Mrs.  Todhetley  for  one  ;  others 
might  have  said  it  was  folly. 

Next  door  to  the  doctor's  was  a  respectable  pork  and  sausage  shop, 
carried  on  by  a  widow,  one  Mrs.  Bates.  Rymer  took  to  going  in  there 
of  an  evening  when  he  had  the  time,  and  sitting  in  the  parlour  behind 
with  Mrs.  Bates  and  her  two  daiTghtcrs.  Failing  money  for  theatres 
and  concerts,  knowing  no  friends  to  drop  m  to,  young  fellows  drift  any- 
where for  relaxation  when  work  is  done.  Mrs.  Bates,  a  good  old 
motherly  soul,  as  fat  as  her  best  pig,  bade  him  run  in  whenever  he 
felt  inclined.  Rymer  liked  her  for  her  hearty  kindness,  and  liked  un- 
commonly the  dish  of  hot  sausages,  or  chops,  that  would  come  on  the 
table  for  supper.  The  worst  was,  he  grew  to  like  something  else— and 
that  was  Miss  Susannah. 

If  it's  true  that  people  are  attracted  by  their  contrasts,  there  might 
have  been  some  excuse  for  Rymer.    He  was  quiet  and  sensitive,  with 
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a  refined  mind  and  person,  and  retiring  manners.  Susannah  Bates  was 
free,  loud,  good-humoured,  and  vulgar.  Some  people,  it  was  said, 
called  her  handsome  then ;  but,  judging  by  what  she  was  later,  we 
thought  it  must  have  been  a  verj^  broad  style  of  beauty.  The  Miss 
Bateses  were  intended  by  their  mother  to  be  useful ;  but  they  preferred 
being  stylish.  They  played  "Buy  a  broom"  and  other  fashionable 
tunes  on  the  piano,  spent  time  over  their  abundant  hair,  wore  silks  for 
best,  carried  a  fan  to  chapel  on  Sundays,  and  could  not  be  persuaded 
to  serve  in  the  shop  on  the  busiest  day.  Good  Mrs.  Bates  managed 
the  shop  herself  with  the  help  of  her  foreman :  a  steady  young  man, 
whose  lodgings  were  up  a  court  hard  by. 

Well,  Tom  Rymer,  the  poor  clergyman's  son,  grew  to  be  as  intimate 
there  as  if  it  were  his  home,  and  he  and  Susarmah  struck  up  a  friendship 
that  continued  all  the  years  he  was  at  the  next  door.  Just  before  he 
was  out  of  his  time,  Mrs.  Bates  died. 

The  young  foreman  somehow  contrived  to  secure  the  business  for 
himself,  and  married  the  elder  Miss  Bates  oft-hand.  There  ensued  some 
frightful  squabbling  between  the  sisters.  The  portion  of  money  said  to 
be  due  to  Miss  Susannah  was  handed  over  to  her  with  a  request  that 
she  should  find  herself  another  home.  Rymer  came  of  age  just  then, 
and  the  first  thing  he  did  was  to  give  her  a  home  himself  by  making  her 
his  wife. 

There  was  the  bliglit.  Ilis  prospects  were  over  from  that  day.  The 
little  money  she  had  was  soon  spent :  he  must  provide  a  living  how- 
he  could.  Instead  of  qualifying  himself  for  a  surgeon,  he  took  a  situa- 
tion as  a  chemist  and  druggist's  assistant :  and,  later,  set  up  for  himself 
in  the  shop  at  Timberdale.  For  the  first  ten  years  of  his  married  life, 
he  was  always  intending  to  pass  the  necessary  examinations  :  each  year 
saying  it  should  be  done  the  next.  But  expenses  came  on  thick  and 
fast ;  and  that  great  need  with  every  one,  present  wants,  had  to  be 
supplied  first.  He  gave  up  the  hope  then  :  went  on  in  the  old  jog-trot 
line,  and  subsided  into  an  obscure  rural  chemist  and  druggist. 

The  son,  Benjamin,  was  intended  for  a  surgeon.  As  a  preliminary, 
he  was  bound  api)renticc  to  his  father  in  order  to  learn  the  mysteries 
of  drugs  and  chemicals.  When  out  of  his  time,  he  was  transferred  to 
a  chemist  and  druggist's  at  Tewkesbury,  who  was  also  in  practice  as  a 
medical  man.  There,  Mr.  Benjamin  fell  in  with  1)ad  companions ;  a 
lapse  that,  in  course  of  time,  resulted  in  his  coming  homo,  changing  the 
note  in  our  letter  for  the  stolen  one,  and  then  decamping  from  Timber- 
dale.  What  with  the  blow  the  discovery  itself  was  to  Rymer,  and  what 
with  the  concealing  of  the  weighty  secret— for  he  had  to  conceal  it:  he 
could  not  go  and  inform  against  his  own  son — it  pretty  nearly  did  for 
him.  Rymer  tried  to  make  reparation  in  one  sense  of  the  word — by 
tlie  bringing  of  that  five-poimd  bank-note  to  the  Squire.  For  which  the 
Squire,  ignorant  of  the  truth,  thouglit  him  a  downright  lunatic. 
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For  some  months,  after  that  evening,  Thomas  Rymer  was  to  l>c  seen 
in  In's  sliop  as  nsnal,  growing  to  look  more  and  more  like  a  ghost. 
Which  Darliyshu-c,  the  Timberdale  doctor,  said  was  owing  to  liver,  and 
physicked  him  well. 

But  the  i)hysic  did  not  answer.  Of  all  obstinate  livers,  as  Darbyshire 
said,  liynier's  was  about  the  worst  he  had  ever  had  to  do  with.  Some 
days  he  could  not  go  into  the  shop  at  all,  and  Margaret,  his  daughter, 
had  to  serve  the  customers.  She  could  make  up  prescriptions  just  as 
well  as  he,  and  i)eoj)le  grew  to  trust  her.  They  had  a  good  business. 
It  was  known  that  Kymer's  drugs  were  genuine ;  had  direct  from  the 
fountain-head.  He  hail  given  up  the  post-oiHee,  and  the  grocer  opposite 
had  taken  to  it— Salmon,  who  was  brother  to  Salmon  of  South  Crabb. 
In  this  uncertain  way,  a  week  ill,  and  a  week  tolerably  well,  Rymer 
continued  to  go  on  fur  about  two  years, 

Margaret  Rymer  stood  behind  the  counter :  a  neat  little  girl  in  grey 
merino.  Her  face  was  just  like  her  father's  ;  the  same  delicate  features, 
the  sweet  brown  eyes,  and  the  look  of  innate  refinement.  Margaret 
belonged  to  his  side  of  the  house ;  there  was  not  an  atom  of  the  Brum- 
magem Bateses  in  her.  The  Squire,  who  remembered  her  grandftither 
the  clergyman,  said  ]\Iai'garet  took  after  him.  She  was  in  her  nineteenth 
year  now,  and  for  steadiness  you  might  have  trusted  her  alone  right 
across  the  world  and  back  again. 

She  stood  behind  the  counter,  making  up  some  medicine.  A  woman 
in  a  coarse  Ijrown  cloak  with  a  showy  cotton  handkerchief  tied  on  her 
hea<l  was  waiting  for  it.  It  had  been  a  dull  autumn  day  :  evening  was 
coming  on,  and  the  air  felt  chiUy. 

"How  much  be  it,  please,  miss?"  asked  the  woman,  as  Margaret 
handed  her  the  bottle  of  mixture,  done  up  in  white  paper. 

"  Eighteenpence.     Thank  you." 

"  Be  the  master  better  ?  "  the  woman  turned  round  from  the  door  to 
in(]uire,  as  if  the  state  of  Mr.  Rymer's  health  had  been  an  afterthought. 

"  I  think  he  is  a  little.  He  has  a  very  bad  cold,  and  is  lying  in  bed 
to-day.     Thank  you  for  asking.     Good-night." 

AVhen  dusk  came  on,  Margaret  shut  the  street-door  and  went  into 
the  parlour.  Mrs.  Rymer  sat  there  writing  a  letter.  Margaret  just 
glanced  in. 

"  Mother,  can  you  listen  to  the  shop,  please  ?  " 

"  I  can  if  I  choose — what  should  hinder  me  V  "  responded  Mrs, 
Rymer.     "  Where  are  you  off  to,  Margaret  ?  " 

"  To  sit  with  my  father  for  a  few  minutes." 

"You  needn't  bother  to  leave  the  shop  for  that.  I  dare  say  he's 
asleep." 

"  I  won't  stay  long,"  said  Margaret.  ''  Call  me,  please,  if  any  one 
comes  in," 
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She  escaped  up  the  staircase,  which  stood  in  the  nook  between  tho 
shop  and  the  parlour.  Thomas  Kymer  lay  back  in  the  easy-chair  by 
his  bit  of  bedroom  fire.  He  looked  as  ill  as  a  man  could  look,  his 
face  thin  and  sallow,  the  fine  nose  pinched,  the  mild  brown  eyes 
mournful. 

"  Papa,  I  did  not  know  you  were  getting  up,"  said  Margaret,  in  a 
soft  low  tone. 

"  Didn't  you  hear  me,  child  ?  "  was  his  reply,  for  the  room  was  over 
tho  shop.     "  I  have  been  long  enough  about  it." 

"  I  thought  it  was  my  mother  moving  about." 

"  She  has  not  been  here  all  the  afternoon.     What  is  she  doing?  " 

"I  think  she  is  ^vl•iting  a  letter." 

Mr.  Kymer  groaned — which  might  have  been  caused  by  the  pain 
that  he  was  always  feeling.  Mrs.  Rymer's  letters  were  few  and  far 
between,  and  written  to  one  correspondent  only — ^her  son  Benjamin. 
That  Benjamin  was  random  and  must  be  getting  a  living  in  any  chance 
way,  or  not  getting  one  at  all,  and  that  lie  had  never  been  at  home  for 
between  two  and  three  years,  Margaret  knew  quite  well.  But  she  knew 
no  worse.  The  secret  hidden  between  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Rymer,  that  they 
never  spoke  of  to  each  other,  had  been  kept  from  her. 

"  I  wish  you  had  not  got  up,"  said  Margaret.  "  You  are  not  well 
enough  to  come  down  to-night." 

He  looked  at  her,  rather  quickly  ;  and  spoke  after  a  pause. 

"  If  I  don't  make  an  effort — as  Darbyshire  tells  me — it  may  end  in 
my  becoming  a  confirmed  invalid,  child.  I  must  get  down  while 
I  can." 

"You  %vill  get  better  soon,  papa;  Mr.  Darbyshire  says  so,"  she 
answered,  quietly  swallowing  doAvn  a  sigh. 

"  Ay,  I  know  he  does.  I  hope  it  will  be  so,  please  God.  My  hfe 
has  been  only  a  trouble  throughout,  Margaret ;  but  I  should  like  to 
struggle  with  it  yet  for  all  your  sakes." 

Looking  at  him  as  he  sat  there,  the  firelight  placing  upon  his  worn 
face  \vith  its  subdued  spirit,  you  might  have  seen  it  was  true — that  his 
life  had  been  a  continuous  trouble.  Was  he  born  to  it  ?  or  did  it  only 
come  upon  him  through  marrying  Susannah  Bates  ?  On  the  surface  of 
things,  lots  seemed  very  unequally  dealt  out  in  this  world.  What  had 
been  the  lot  of  Thomas  Rymer  ?  The  poor  son  of  a  poor  curate,  he 
had  known  little  but  privation  in  his  earlier  years ;  then  came  the  long 
drudgery  of  his  apprenticeship,  then  his  niamage,  and  the  longer 
drudgery  of  his  after-life.  An  uncongenial  and  unsuitable  marriage — 
and  he  had  felt  it  to  the  backbone.  From  twenty  to  thirty  years  had 
Rymer  toiled  in  a  shop  late  and  early ;  never  taking  a  day's  rest  or  a 
day's  lioliday,  for  some  one  must  always  be  on  duty,  and  he  had  no 
help  or  substitute.  Even  on  Sundays  he  must  be  at  hand,  lest  his 
neighbours  should  be  taken  ill  and  want  drugs.    If  he  went  to  chiurch, 
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there  was  no  certainty  that  his  servant-maid — generally  a  stout  young 
woman  in  her  teens,  with  a  black  face  and  rough  hair — would  not 
astonish  the  congregation  by  flying  up  to  his  pew-door  to  call  him  out; 
Indeed  the  vision  was  not  so  very  uncommon.  Where,  then,  could 
have  been  Rymer's  pleasure  in  life  ?  He  had  none  ;  it  was  all  work. 
And  upon  the  work  came  the  trouble. 

Just  as  the  daughter,  Margaret,  was  like  her  father,  so  the  son, 
Benjamin,  resembled  his  mother.  But  for  the  difference  of  years,  and 
that  his  red  hair  was  short  and  hers  long,  he  might  have  put  on  a  lace 
cap,  and  sat  for  her  portrait.  He  was  the  eldest  of  the  children ; 
Margaret  the  youngest,  those  between  had  died.  Seven  j-cars 
between  children  makes  a  difference,  and  Margaret  with  her  gentleness 
had  always  been  afraid  of  rough  Benjamin. 

But  whether  a  child  is  ugly  or  handsome,  it's  all  the  same  to  the 
parents ,  and  for  some  years  the  only  white  spot  in  Thomas  llymcr's 
life  had  been  the  love  of  his  little  Benjamin.  For  the  matter  of  that, 
as  a  child,  Ben  was  rather  pretty.  He  grew  up  and  turned  out  wild ; 
and  it  was  just  as  great  a  blow  as  could  have  fallen  upon  Rymer.  But 
when  that  horrible  thing  was  brought  home  to  liini — taking  the  bank- 
note out  of  the  letter,  and  substituting  the  stolen  one  for  it — then 
Rymer's  heart  gave  in.  Ever  since  that  time  it  had  been  as  good  as 
breaking. 

Well,  that  was  Thomas  Rymer's  lot  in  life.  Some  people  seem,  on 
the  contrary,  to  have  nothing  but  sunshine.  Do  you  know  what  I\Irs. 
Todhetley  says  ? — that  the  greater  the  cloud  here,  the  brighter  will  be 
the  recompense  hereafter.  Looking  at  Thomas  Rymer's  face  as  the 
fire  played  on  it — its  goodness  of  expression,  almost  that  of  a  martyr ; 
remembering  his  prolonged  battle  with  the  world's  cares,  and  his 
aching  heart;  knowing  how  inoffensive  he  had  been  towards  his 
fellow-creatures,  ever  doing  them  a  good  turn  when  it  lay  in  his  power, 
and  never  an  ill  one — one  could  only  hope  that  his  recompense  would 
be  of  the  largest. 

"  Had  many  people  in  this  afternoon,  Margaret?  " 

"  Pretty  well,  papa." 

Mr.  Rymer  sighed.     "  When  I  get  stronger " 

"  Margaret !     Shop." 

The  loud  coarse  summons  was  Mrs.  Rymer's.  Margaret's  spirit 
recoiled  from  it  the  least  in  the  world.  In  spite  of  her  having  been 
brought  up  to  the  "shop."  there  had  always  been  something  in  her 
innate  refinement  that  rebelled  against  it  and  against  having  to  serve 
in  it. 

"  A  haperth  o'  liquorish  "  was  the  extensive  order  from  a  small  child, 
whose  head  did  not  come  much  above  the  counter.  Margaret  served 
it  at  once :  the  liquorice,  being  often  in  demand,  was  kept  done  up  in 
readiness.    The  child  laid  do^vn  the  halfpenny  and  went  out  with  a  bang. 
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"  I  may  as  well  run  over  with  the  letter,"  thoup:lit  Margaret— alhuling 
to  an  order  she  had  written  to  London  for  some  drug  they  were  out  of. 
"  And  there's  my  mother's.  Mother,"  she  added,  going  to  the  parlour- 
door,  "  do  you  want  your  letter  posted  ?  " 

"  I'll  post  it  myself  when  I  do,"  replied  Mrs.  Rymer.  "  Ain't  it 
almost  time  you  had  the  gas  lighted  ?    That  shop  must  be  in  darkness." 

It  was  so,  nearly.  But  the  gas  was  never  lighted  until  really 
needed,  in  the  interests  of  economy.  Margaret  ran  across  the  road, 
put  her  letter  into  the  post  in  Salmon's  window,  and  ran  back  again. 
She  stood  for  a  moment  at  the  door,  looking  at  a  huge  lumbering 
caravan  that  was  passing — a  menage  on  wheels,  as  seen  by  the  light 
within  its  small  windows.  "  It  must  be  on  its  way  to  Worcester  fair," 
she  thought. 

"  Is  it  you,  Margaret  ?     How  d'ye  do  ?  " 

Some  great  rough  man  had  come  up,  and  was  attempting  to  kiss 
her.  Margaret  started  back  with  a  cry.  She  would  have  closed  the 
door  against  him ;  but  he  was  the  stronger  and  got  in. 

"  Why,  what  possesses  the  child  !     Don't  you  know  me  ?  " 

Every  pulse  in  Margaret  Kymer's  body  tingled  to  pain  as  sae 
recognized  him.  It  was  her  brother  Benjamin.  Better,  than  this,  that 
it  had  been  what  she  fancied— some  rude  stranger,  who  in  another 
moment  would  have  passed  on  and  been  gone  for  ever,  Benjamin's 
coming  was  always  the  signal  for  discomfort  at  home,  and  Margaret 
felt  half-paralyzed  with  dismaj'. 

"  How  are  the  old  folk,  Maggie  ?  " 

"  Papa  is  very  ill,"  she  answered,  her  voice  slightly  trembling. 
"  My  mother  is  well  as  usual.  I  think  she  was  writing  to  you  this 
afternoon." 

"  Governor  ill !     So  I've  heard.     Upstairs  a  good  deal,  is  he  not  ?  " 

"  Quite  half  his  time,  I  think." 

"  Who  attends  here  ?  " 

"  I  do." 

"  You ! — you  little  mite  !  Brought  your  knowledge  of  rhubarb  to 
good  use,  eh  ?     What's  tiie  matter  with  ])apa  ?  " 

"  lie  has  not  been  well  for  a  long  while.  I  don't  know  what  it  is. 
Mr.  Darbyshire  saj's" — she  dropped  her  voice  a  little — "that  he  is 
sure  there's  something  on  his  mind." 

"  Poor  old  dad  I^'ust  like  him  !  If  a  woman  came  in  with  a  broken 
arm,  he'd  take  it  to  heart." 

"  Benjamin,  I  think  it  is  you  that  he  has  most  at  heart,"  the  girl 
took  courage  to  say. 

Mr.  Benjamin  laughed.  "  Me !  He  needn't  trouble  about  mo.  I 
am  as  steady  as  old  Time,  Maggie.  I've  come  home  to  stay ;  and  I'll 
prove  to  him  that  I  am." 

*'  Come  home  to  stay  !  "  faltered  Margaret. 
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"I  can  take  care  of  things  here.  I  am  better  aMe  to  ilo  it  than 
you." 

"My  fatlier  will  not  put  me  out  of  my  place  here,"  said  Margaret, 
steadily.  "  lie  has  confidence  in  me  ;  he  knows  I  do  things  just  as  he 
does." 

"  And  for  that  reason  he  makes  you  his  substitute  !  Don't  assume, 
Miss  Maggie  ;  you'd  be  more  in  your  place  stitching  wristbands  in  the 
parlour  than  as  the  presiding  genius  in  a  drug-shop.  How  d'j^e  do, 
mother?" 

The  sound  of  his  voice  had  reached  Mrs.  Rymer.  She  did  not 
Itelieve  her  own  ears,  and  came  stealing  forth  to  look,  afraid  of  what 
she  might  see.  To  give  Madam  Rymer  her  due,  she  was  quite  as 
honest-natured  as  her  husband ;  and  the  matter  of  the  bank-note,  the 
wroncr  use  made  of  the  kevs  she  was  foolish  enough  to  lend  surrci)- 
titiouslv  to  Mr.  Benjamin,  had  brought  her  no  light  shock  at  the  time. 
Ill-conduct  in  the  shape  of  billiards,  and  beer,  and  idleness,  she  had 
found  plenty  of  excuse  for  in  her  son  ;  but  when  it  came  to  felony,  it 
was  another  thing  altogether. 

"It  is  him!  "she  muttered,  as  he  saw  her,  and  turned.  "Where 
on  earth  have  you  sprung  from  ?  "  demanded  ]\Irs.  Rymer. 

"Not  from  the  skies,  mother.  Hearing  the  governor  was  on  the 
sick  hst,  I  thought  I  ought  to  come  over  and  see  him." 

"  None  of  your  lies,  Ben,"  said  Mrs.  Rymer.  "  That  has  not  brought 
you  here.     You  are  in  some  disgraceful  mess  again." 

"It  has_  brought  me  here— and  nothing  else,"  said  Ben:  and  he 
spoke  trutli.     "  Ashton  of  Timberdale " 

A  faint  groan — a  crash  as  of  breaking  glass.  When  they  turned  to 
look,  there  was  Rymer,  fallen  against  the  counter  in  his  shock  of 
surprise  and  weakness.  His  arm  had  thrown  down  an  empty  syrup- 
bottle. 

And  that's  how  Benjamin  Rymer  came  home.  His  father  and 
mother  had  never  seen  him  since  before  the  discovery  of  the  trouble  ; 
for  as  soon  as  he  had  changed  the  bank-note  in  the  letter,  he  was  off. 
The  affair  had  frightened  him  a  little— that  is,  the  stir  made  over  it.  of 
which  he  had  contrived  to  get  notice  ;  since  then  he  had  been  passably 
steady,  making  a  living  for  himself  in  Birmingham  as  assistant  to  a 
surgeon  and  dniggist.  He  had  met  Robert  Ashton  a  short  time  ago 
(this  was  the  account  he  now  gave),  heard  from  that  gentleman  rather 
a  bad  account  of  his  father,  and  so  thought  it  his  duty  to  give  up  what 
ho  was  about,  and  come  home.     His  duty  !     Ben  Rymer's  duty !  ! 

Ben  was  a  tall,  bony  fellow,  with  a  passably  liberal  education.  He 
might  not  have  been  unsteady  but  for  bad  companions.  Ben  did  not 
aid  in  robliing  the  butcher's  till — he  had  not  quite  come  to  tliat — 
neither  was  he  privy  to  it ;  but  he  did  get  persuaded  into  trying  to 
dispose  of  one  of  the  stolen  notes.    It  had  been  the  one  desperate  act 
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of  his  life,  and  it  had  sobered  him.  Time,  however,  effaces  impres- 
sions ;  from  two  to  three  years  had  gone  on  since  then ;  nothing  had 
transpired,  never  so  much  as  a  suspicion  had  fallen  on  Mr.  Benjamin, 
and  he  grew  bold  and  came  home. 

Timberdale  rubbed  its  eyes  with  astonishment  that  next  autumn 
day,  when  it  woke  up  to  see  Benjamin  Rymer  in  his  father's  shop,  a 
white  apron  on,  and  serving  the  customers  who  went  in,  as  naturally 
as  though  he  had  never  left  it.  Where  had  he  been  all  that  while '? 
they  asked.  Improving  himself  in  his  profession,  coolly  avowed  Ben 
with  unruffled  face. 

And  so  the  one  chance — rest  of  mind — for  the  father's  return  to 
health  and  life,  went  out.  The  prolonged  time,  passing  without 
discovery,  giving  a  greater  chance  day  by  day  that  it  might  never 
happen,  could  but  have  a  beneficial  effect  On  Mr.  Rymer.  But  when 
Ben  made  his  appearance,  put  his  head,  so  to  say,  into  the  very 
stronghold  of  danger,  all  his  sickness  and  his  fear  came  back  again. 

Ben  did  not  know  why  his  father  kept  so  poorly  and  looked  so  ill. 
Never  a  word,  in  his  sensitiveness,  had  Mr.  Rymer  spoken  to  his  son 
of  that  past  night's  work.  Ben  might  suspect,  but  he  did  not  know. 
Mr.  Rymer  would  come  down  when  he  was  not  fit  to  do  so,  and  take 
up  his  place  in  the  shop  on  a  stool.  Ben  made  fun  of  it ;  in  sport 
more  than  ill-feeling :  telling  the  customers  to  look  at  the  old  ghost 
there.  Ben  made  himself  perfectly  at  home ;  would  sometimes  hold  a 
lev^e  in  the  shop  if  his  father  was  out  of  it,  when  he  and  his  friends, 
young  men  of  Timberdale,  would  talk  and  laugh  the  roof  off. 

People  talk  of  the  troubles  of  the  world,  and  say  their  name  is 
legion :  poverty,  sickness,  disappointment,  disgrace,  debt,  difficulty ; 
but  there  is  no  trouble  the  human  heart  can  know  like  that  brought  by 
rebellious  children.  To  old  Rymer,  with  his.capacity  for  taking  things 
to  heart,  it  had  been  as  a  long  crucifixion.  And  yet — the  instinctive 
love  of  a  parent  cannot  die  out :  recollect  David's  grief  for  wicked 
Absalom  :  "  Would  God  I  had  died  for  thee,  0  Absalom,  my  son,  my 
son  !  " 

Still,  compared  with  what  he  used  to  be,  Ben  Rymer  was  steady. 
As  the  winter  approached,  there  set  in  another  phase  of  the  reforma- 
tion ;  for  he  pulled  up  even  from  the  talking  and  laughing,  and  became 
as  good  as  gold.  You  might  have  thought  he  had  taken  his  dead 
gi-andfather,  the  clergyman,  for  a  model,  and  was  striving  to  walk  in 
his  steps.  He  went  to  church,  read  his  medical  works,  was  pleasant 
at  home,  gentle  with  Margaret,  and  altogether  the  best  son  in  the 
world. 

"  Will  it  last,  Benjamin?  "  his  father  asked  him  sorrowfully. 
"  It  shall  last,  father ;   1  promise  it,"   was  the   earnestly-spoken 
answer.     "  Forget  the  past,  and  I  will  never,  I  hope,  try  you  again." 
Ben  kept  his  promise  throughout  the  winter,  and  seemed  likely  to 
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keep  it  always.  Mr.  Rymei*  grew  Htrongcr,  and  was  in  butsiness 
regularly,  which  gave  Ben  more  leisure  for  his  books.  It  was  thought 
that  a  good  time  had  set  in  for  the  Rymers ;  but,  as  Mrs.  Todhetley 
says,  you  cannot  control  Fate. 


One  day,  when  we  were  again  staying  at  Crabb  Cot,  I  had  to  call  at 
the  shop  for  a  box  of  "  Household  Pills,"  Rymer's  own  making.  When 
any  one  was  ailing  at  home,  Mrs.  Todhetley  would  administer  a  dose 
of  these  pills.  But  that  Rymer  was  so  conscientious  a  man,  I  should 
have  thought  they  were  composed  of  bread  and  pepper.  Mrs. 
Todhetley  pinned  her  faith  to  them,  and  said  they  did  wonders. 

Well,  I  had  to  go  to  Timberdale  on  other  matters,  and  was  told  to 
call,  when  there,  for  a  box  of  these  delectable  Household  Pills.  Mr. 
Rymer  and  his  son  stood  behind  the  counter,  the  one  making  up  his 
books,  Ben  poimding  something  in  a  mortar.  Winter  was  just  on  the 
turn,  and  the  trees  and  hedges  were  beginning  to  shoot  into  bud.  Ben 
left  his  pounding  to  get  the  pills. 

"Is  this  Mr.  Rymer's?  Halloa,  Ben  !  All  right.  How  goes  it, 
old  boy?" 

The  door  had  been  opened  with  a  burst,  and  the  above  words  met 
our  ears,  in  a  tone  not  over-steady.  They  came  from  a  man  who  wore 
sporting  clothes,  and  his  hat  very  much  on  one  side.  Ben  RjTner 
stared  in  sui-prise ;  his  mouth  dropped. 

But  that  it  was  early  in  the  day,  and  one  does  not  like  to  libel 
people,  it  might  have  been  thought  the  gentleman  had  taken  a  little 
too  much  of  something  strong.  He  swaggered  up  to  the  coimter,  and 
held  out  his  hand  to  Ben.  Ben,  just  then  -wTapping  up  the  box  of 
pills,  did  not  appear  to  see  it. 

"  Had  a  hunt  after  you,  old  fellow,"  said  the  loud-voiced  stranger. 
"  Been  to  Birmingham  and  all  kinds  of  places.  Couldn't  think  where 
you'd  hid  yourself." 

"  You  are  back  pretty  soon,"  growled  Ben,  who  certainly  did  not 
seem  to  relish  the  visit. 

"  Been  back  a  month.  Couldn't  get  on  in  the  New  World ;  its  folks 
are  too  down  for  me.  I  say,  I  want  a  word  -nnth  you.  Can't  say  it 
here,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  No,"  returned  Ben,  rather  savagely. 

"  Just  come  out  a  bit,  Ben,"  resumed  the  stranger,  after  a  short 
pause. 

"  I  can't,"  replied  Ben — and  his  tone  sounded  more  like  I  won't. 
"  I  have  my  business  to  attend  to." 

"  Bother  business !  Here  goes,  then :  it's  your  fault  if  you  make  me 
speak  before  people.  Gibbs  has  come  out  of  hiding,  and  is  getting 
troublesome " 
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'•  If  you  will  go  outside  and  wait,  I'll  come  to  you,"  iuterrupted  Ben 
at  this,  very  quickly. 

The  man  turned  and  swaggered  out.  Ben  gave  me  the  pills  with  one 
hand,  and  took  off  his  apron  with  the  other.  Getting  his  hat,  he  was 
hastening  out,  when  Mr.  Ilymer  touched  his  arm, 

"  Who  is  that  man,  Benjamin  ?  " 

"  A  fellow  I  used  to  know  in  Tewkesbury,  father." 

"  What's  his  name  ?  " 

"Cotton.  I'll  soon  despatch  him  and  be  back  again,"  concluded 
Ben,  as  he  disappeared. 

I  put  down  lialf-a-crown  for  the  pills,  and  Mr.  Rymer  left  his  place 
to  give  me  the  change.  There  had  been  a  sort  of  consciousness 
between  us,  understood  though  not  expressed,  since  the  night  when  I 
had  seen  him  giving  way  to  his  emotion  in  Crabb  Ravine.  This  man's 
visit  brought  the  scene  back  again.  Rymer's  eyes  looked  into  mine, 
and  then  fell. 

"  Ben  is  all  right  now,  Mr.  Rymer," 

"  I  could  not  wish  him  better  than  he  is.  It's  just  as  though  he 
were  striving  to  atone  for  the  past.  I  thought  it  would  have  killed  me 
at  the  time." 

"  I  should  forget  it." 

"  Forget  it  I  never  can.  You  don't  know  what  it  was,  Mr.  Johnny," 
he  continued  in  a  sort  of  frightened  tone,  a  red  spot  coming  into  his 
pale  thin  clieeks,  "  and  I  trust  you  never  will  know.  I  never  went  to 
bed  at  night  but  to  lie  listening  for  a  summons  at  my  door — .the  officers 
searching  for  my  son,  or  to  tell  me  he  was  taken,  I  never  rose  in  the 
morning  but  my  spirit  fainted  within  me,  as  to  what  news  the  day 
might  bring  forth." 

Mr.  Benjamin  and  his  friend  were  pacing  side  by  side  in  the  middle 
of  the  street  when  I  went  out,  probably  to  be  out  of  the  reach  of 
eavesdroppers.  They  did  not  look  best  pleased  with  each  other; 
seemed  to  he  talking  sharply. 

"  I  tell  you  I  can't  and  I  won't,"  Ben  was  saying,  as  I  passed  them 
in  crossing  over.  '•  What  do  you  come  after  me  for?  When  a  fellow 
wants  to  be  on  the  square,  you  won't  lut  him.     As  to  Gibbs " 

The  voices  died  out  of  hearing.  I  went  home  Avith  the  pills,  and 
thouglit  no  more  about  the  matter. 

Spring  weather  is  changeable,  as  we  English  know  only  too  well.  In 
less  than  a  week,  a  storm  of  sleet  and  snow  was  drifting  down.  In  the 
midst  of  it,  who  should  present  himself  at  Cral)h  Cot  at  midday  but 
Lee,  tlie  letter-carrier.  His  shaky  old  legs  seemed  hardly  able  to  bear 
him  up  against  the  storm,  as  he  came  into  the  garden.  I  opened  the 
door,  wondering  what  lie  wanted. 

"  Please  can  I  see  the  Squire  in  pi-ivate,  sir  ?  "  asked  Lee,  who  was 
looking  half  angry,  half  rueful.     Lee  had  never  been  in  boisterous 


A    LlKli   OF   TnOUi5LE.  29 

Spirits  since  the  afTaii'  of  the  bank-note  took  place.  Like  a  great  many 
more  people,  lie  grew  fanciful  with  years,  and  could  not  be  convinced 
but  that  the  suspicion  in  regard  to  it  lay  on  1dm. 

"  Come  in  out  of  the  storm,  Lee.    What's  up  ?  " 

"Please,  ]\Ir.  Ludlow,  sir,  let  me  get  to  sec  the  Squire,"  was  all  his 
answer. 

The  Squire  was  in  his  little  room,  hunting  for  a  mislaid  letter  in  the 
piece  of  furniture  he  called  his  bureau.  As  I  shut  old  Lee  in,  I  heard 
liim,  Lee,  begin  to  say  something  about  the  bank-note  and  Benjamin 
Ilymer.  An  instinct  of  the  truth  flashed  over  me — as  sure  as  fate 
something  connecting  Ben  with  it  had  come  out.  In  I  shot  again,  to 
make  one  at  the  conference.  The  Squire  was  looking  too  surprised  to 
notice  me. 

"  It  was  Mr,  Eymer's  son  who  took  out  the  good  note  and  put  in  the 
bad  one  ?  "  he  exclaimed.     "  Take  care  what  you  say,  Lee." 

Lee  stood  near  the  worn  hearthrug ;  his  old  hat,  covered  with 
snow-flakes,  held  between  his  hands.  The  Squire  had  put  his  back 
against  the  bureau  and  was  staring  at  him  through  his  spectacles,  his 
nose  and  foce  a  finer  red  than  ordinary. 

The  thing  had  been  tracked  home  to  Benjamin  Rymer  by  the  man 
Cotton,  Lee  explained  in  a  rambling  sort  of  tale.  Cotton,  incensed  at 
Piymer's  not  helping  him  to  some  money — which  was  what  he  had 
come  to  Timberdale  to  ask  for — had  told  in  revenge  of  the  past 
transaction.  Cotton  had  not  been  connected  with  it,  but  knew  of  tlie 
part  taken  in  it  by  Rymer. 

"  I  don't  believe  a  syllable  of  it,"  said  the  Squire,  stoutly,  flinging 
himself  into  his  bureau  chair,  which  he  twisted  round  to  face  the  fire. 
"  You  can  sit  down,  Lee.    Where  did  you  say  you  heard  this  ?  " 

Lee  had  heard  it  at  the  Plough  and  Harrow,  where  the  man  Cotton 
had  been  staying.  Jelf,  the  landlord,  had  been  told  it  by  Cotton 
himself,  and  Jelf  in  his  turn  had  whispered  it  to  Lee.  That  was  last 
night :  and  Lee  had  come  up  with  it  now  to  Mr.  Todhetley. 

"I  tell  you,  Lee,  I  don't  believe  a  syllable  of  it,"  repeated  the 
Squire. 

"  It  be  true  as  gospel,  sir,"  asserted  Lee.  "  Last  night,  when  I  went 
in  to  Jelfs  for  a  drop  of  beer,  being  stift'  all  over  with  the  cold,  I  found 
Jelf  in  a  passion  because  a  guest  had  gone  off  without  paying  part  of 
his  score,  leaving  nothing  but  a  letter  to  say  he'd  send  it.  Cotton  by 
name,  Jelf  explained,  and  a  sporting  gent  to  look  at.  A  good  week, 
Jelf  vowed  he'd  been  there,  living  on  the  best.  And  then  Jelf  said  I 
had  no  cause  to  be  looked  down  upon  any  longer,  for  it  was  not  me 
that  had  done  that  trick  with  the  bank-notes,  but  Benjamin  Rymer." 

"Now  just  stop,  Lee,"  interrupted  the  Squire.  "Nobody  looked 
down  upon  you  for  it,  or  suspected  you  :  neither  Jelf  nor  other  people. 
I  have  told  you  so  times  enough." 
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"  But  Jelf  knows  I  thought  they  did,  Hir.  And  he  told  me  this  news 
to  put  me  a  bit  at  my  ease.     He " 

"Jelf  talks  at  random  when  his  temper's  up,"  cried  the  Squire. 
"  If  you  believe  this  story,  Lee,  you'll  believe  anything." 

"  Ben  Rymer  was  staying  at  home  at  the  time,  sir,"  urged  Lee, 
determmed  to  have  his  say.  "  If  he  is  steady  now,  it's  known  what  he 
was  then.  He  must  have  got  access  to  the  letters  somehow,  while 
they  lay  at  his  father's  that  night,  and  opened  yours  and  changed  the 
note.  Cotton  says  Mr.  Ben  had  had  the  stolen  note  hid  about  him  for 
ever  so  long,  waiting  an  opportunity  to  get  rid  of  it." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  accuse  Mr.  Ben  of  being  one  of  the  thieves  who 
robbed  the  butcher's  till  ?  "  demanded  the  Squire,  growing  wrathful. 

"  Well,  sir,  I  don't  go  as  far  as  that.  The  man  told  Jelf  that  one  of 
the  stolen  notes  was  given  to  young  Rymer  to  pass,  and  he  was  to  have 
a  pound  for  himself  if  he  succeeded  in  doing  it." 

The  Squire  would  hardly  let  him  finish. 

"  Cotton  said  this  to  Jelf,  did  he  ? — and  Jelf  rehearsed  it  to  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir.     Just  that  much." 

"  Now  look  you  here,  Lee.  First  of  all,  to  whom  have  you  repeated 
this  tale  ?  " 

"  Not  to  anybody,"  answered  Lee.  "  I  thought  I'd  better  bring  it 
up  here,  sir,  to  begin  with." 

"  And  you'd  better  let  it  stop  here  to  end  with,"  retorted  the  Squire. 
"  That's  my  best  advice  to  you,  Lee.  My  goodness !  Accuse  a 
respectable  man's  son  of  what  might  transport  him,  on  the  authority  of 
a  drunken  fellow  who  runs  away  from  an  inn  without  paying  his  bill ! 
The  likeliest  thing  is  that  this  Cotton  did  it  himself.  How  else  should 
he  know  about  it  ?  Don't  you  let  your  tongue  carry  this  further,  Lee, 
or  you  may  find  yourself  in  the  wrong  box." 

Lee  looked  just  a  little  staggered.  A  faint  flush  appeared  in  his 
withered  face.  The  Squire's  colour  was  at  its  fiercest.  He  was  hard 
at  the  best  of  times  to  take  in  extraordinary  tales,  and  utterly  scouted 
this  one.  There  was  no  man  he  had  a  greater  respect  for  than  Thomas 
Rymer. 

"  I  hoped  you  might  be  for  prosecuting,  sir.  It  would  set  me  right 
with  the  world." 

"  You  are  a  fool,  Lee.  The  world  has  not  thought  you  wrong  yet.. 
Prosecute  !  I !  Upon  this  cock-and-bull  story  !  Mr.  Rymer  would 
prosecute  me  in  turn,  I  expect,  if  I  did.  You'd  better  not  let  this  get 
to  his  ears  :  you  might  lose  your  post." 

"  Mr.  Rymer,  sir,  must  know  how  wild  his  son  has  been." 

"  Wild !  Most  of  the  young  men  of  the  present  day  are  that,  as  it 
seems  to  me,"  cried  the  Squire,  in  his  heat.  "  Mine  had  better  not  let 
me  catch  them  at  it,  though.  I'd  warm  their  ears  well  beforehand  if  I 
thought  they  ever  would Do  you  hear,  Mr.  Johnny  ?  " 
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1  had  been  leaning  on  tlio  back  of  a  chair  in  the  quietest  corner  ibr 
fear  of  being  sent  away.  When  the  Squire  put  himself  up  like  this,  he 
would  say  anything. 

"  To  be  a  bit  wild  is  one  thing,  Lee ;  to  commit  felony  quite  another : 
Rymer'a  son  would  be  no  more  guilty  of  it  than  you  would.  It's  out  of 
all  reason.  And  do  you  take  care  of  your  tongue.  Look  here,  man  ; 
suppose  I  took  this  up,  as  you  want  me,  and  it  was  found  to  have  been 
Cotton  or  some  other  gaol-bird  who  did  it,  instead  of  young  Rymei- : 
where  would  you  be?  In  prison  for  defamation  of  character,  if  the 
R^-mers  chose  to  put  you  there.  Be  wise  in  time,  Lee,  and  say  no 
more." 

"It  might  have  been  as  you  say,  sir — Cotton  himself;  though  I'm 
sure  that  never  struck  me,"  returned  Lee,  veering  round  to  the  argu- 
ment. "  One  thing  that  made  me  believe  it,  was  knowing  that  Ben 
Rj^mer  might  easily  get  access  to  the  letters." 

"  And  that's  just  the  reason  why  you  should  have  doubted  it,"  con- 
tradicted the  Squire.  "  He  would  be  afraid  to  touch  them  because  of 
the  ease  with  wliieli  he  could  do  it.  Forgive  you  for  coming  up,  you 
say?  "  added  tlic  Squire, as  Lee  rose  with  some  humble  words  of  excuse. 
"  Of  course  I  will.  But  don't  forget  that  a  word  of  this,  dropped  abroad, 
might  put  your  place,  as  postman,  in  jeopardy." 

"  And  that  would  never  do,"  said  Lee,  shaking  his  head. 
'  /  should  think  not.     It's  cold  to-day,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  Frightful  cold,  sir." 

"  And  you  could  come  through  it  with  this  improbable  story !  Use 
your  sense  another  time,  Lee.  Here,  Johnny,  take  Lee  into  the  kitchen, 
and  tell  them  to  give  him  some  cold  beef  and  beer." 

I  handed  him  over,  with  the  order,  to  IMolly ;  who  went  into  one  of 
ner  tantrums  at  it,  for  she  was  in  the  midst  of  pastry-making.  The 
S(piire  was  sitting  with  his  head  bent,  looking  as  perplexed  as  an  owl, 
when  I  got  back  to  the  room. 

"  Johnny — sluit  the  door.  Something  has  come  into  my  mind.  Do 
you  recollect  Thomas  Rymer's  coming  up  one  evening,  and  wanting  to 
give  me  a  five-pound  note  ?" 

"  Quite  well,  sir." 

"Well;  I — lam  not  so  sure  now  that  there's  nothing  in  this  fresh 
tale." 

I  sat  do^\^l ;  and  in  a  low  voice  told  him  all.  Of  the  fit  of  sobbing 
in  which  I  had  found  Rymer  that  same  night  in  the  Ravine  ;  and  that 
I  had  known  all  along  it  tvas  the  son  who  had  done  it. 

"  Bless  my  heart !  "  cried  the  Squire,  softly,  very  much  taken  aback. 
"  It's  that,  perhaps,  that  has  been  making  Rymer  so  ill." 
"  He  said  it  was  slowly  killing  him,  sir." 

"  Mercy  on  him ! — poor  fellow  !  An  ill-doing  scapegrace  of  a  ra.scal  I 
Johnny,  how  thankful  we  ought  to  be  when  our  sons  turn  out  well,  and 
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not  ill !  But  I  think  a  good  many  turn  out  ill  nowadays.  If  you 
should  live  to  have  sons,  sir,  take  care  how  you  bring  them  up," 

"I  think  Mr.  Kyraer  must  have  tried  to  bring  Ben  up  well,"  was  my 
answer. 

"Yes;  but  did  the  mother?"  retorted  the  Squire.  "More  responsi- 
bility lies  with  them  than  with  the  father,  Johnny ;  and  she  spoilt 
him.  Take  care,  sir,  how  you  choose  a  wife  when  the  time  comes. 
And  there  was  that  miserable  lot  the  lad  fell  in  with  at  Tewkesbury  ! 
Johnny,  that  Cotton  must  be  an  awful  blackguard." 

"  I  hope  hell  live  to  feel  it." 

"Look  here,  we  must  hush  this  up,"  cried  the  Squire,  sinking  his 
voice  and  glancing  round  the  room.  "  I  wouldn't  bring  fresh  pain  on 
poor  Rymer  for  the  world.  You  must  forget  that  you've  told  me,  Johnny." 

"  Yes,  that  I  will." 

"  It's  only  a  five-pound  note,  after  all.  And  if  it  were  fifty  pounds, 
I  wouldn't  stir  in  it.  No,  nor  for  five  hundred ;  be  hanged  if  1  would ! 
It's  not  I  that  would  bring  the  world  about  Thomas  Rymer's  ears.  I 
knew  his  father  and  respected  him,  Johnny ;  though  his  sermons  were 
three-quarters  of  an  hour  long,  sometimes ;  and  I  respect  Thomas 
Rymer.  You  and  I  must  keep  this  close.  And  I'll  make  a  journey  to 
Timberdale  when  this  snow-storm's  gone,  Jolmny,  and  frighten  Jelf 
out  of  his  life  for  propagating  libellous  tales." 

That's  where  it  ought  to  have  ended.  The  worst  is,  "  oughts  "  don't 
go  for  much  in  the  world ;  as  perhaps  every  reader  of  this  paper  has 
learned  to  know. 

When  Lee  appeared  the  next  morning  with  the  letters  as  usual,  I 
went  out  to  him.  He  dropped  his  voice  to  speak,  as  he  put  them  in 
my  hand. 

"  They  say  Benjamin  Rymer  is  off,  sir." 

"Off  where?" 

"  Somewhere  out  of  Timberdale." 

"Off  for  what?" 

"  I  don't  know,  sir.  Jelf  accused  me  of  having  carried  tales  there, 
and  called  me  a  jackass  for  my  pains.  He  said  that  what  he  had  told 
me  wasn't  meant  to  be  repeated  again,  and  I  ought  not  to  have  gone 
telling  it  about,  especially  to  the  Rymers  themselves;  that  it  might  not 
be  true " 

"  As  the  S(juire  said  yesterday,  you  know,  Lee." 

"  Yes,  sir.  I  answered  Jelf  that  it  couldn't  have  been  me  that  had 
gone  talking  to  the  Rymers,  for  I  had  not  as  much  as  seen  them.  Any 
Avay,  he  said,  somebody  had,  for  they  knew  of  it,  and  Benjamin  had 
gone  off  in  consequence.  Jelf's  as  cross  over  it  as  two  sticks.  It's  his 
own  fault ;  why  did  he  tell  me  what  wasn't  true?  " 

Lee  went  off— looking  cross  also.  After  breakfast  I  related  this  to 
the  Squire.    He  didn't  seem  to  like  it,  and  walked  about  thinking. 
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"Joliiinj',  I  can't  stir  in  it,  you  sec,"  he  said  presently.  "If  it  got 
abroad,  people  might  talk  about  compromising  a  felony,  and  all  that 
sort  of  rubbish  :  and  I  am  a  magistrate.  You  must  go.  See  Ilymor  : 
and  make  him  understand — without  telling  him  in  so  many  words,  you 
know — that  there's  nothing  to  fear  from  me,  and  he  may  call  Ben  back 
again.  If  the  young  man  has  begun  to  lead  a  new  life.  Heaven  forbid 
that  I,  having  sons  myself,  should  be  a  stumbling-block  in  the  way 
of  it." 

It  was  striking  twelve  when  I  reached  Timberdale.  Margaret  said 
her  father  was  poorly,  having  gone  out  in  the  storm  of  the  previous 
day  and  caught  a  chill.  He  was  in  the  parlour  alone,  cowering  over 
the  fire.  In  the  last  few  hours  he  seemed  to  have  aged  years.  I  shut 
the  door. 

"  What  has  happened?"  I  whispered.  "I  have  come  on  purpose  to 
ask  you." 

''  That  which  I  have  been  dreading  all  along,"  he  said  in  a  quiet, 
hopeless  tone.  "  Benjamin  has  run  away.  He  got  some  information, 
it  seems,  from  the  landlord  of  the  Plough  and  Harrow,  and  was  off  the 
next  hour." 

"  Well,  now,  the  Squire  sent  me  to  you  privately,  Mr.  Rymer,  to  say 
that  Ben  might  come  back  again.     He  has  nothing  to  fear." 

"  The  Squire  knows  it,  then  ?  " 

"Yes.  Lee  came  up  about  it  yesterday:  Jelf  had  talked  to  bin;. 
]\Ir.  Todhetley  did  not  believe  a  word  of  it :  he  blew  up  Lee  like 
anything  for  listening  to  such  a  tale;  lie  means  to  blow  up  Jelt 
for  repeating  anything  said  by  a  vagabond  like  Cotton.  Lee  came 
round  to  his  way  of  thinking.  Indeed  there's  nothing  to  be  afraid  of. 
Jelf  is  eating  his  words.  The  Squire  would  not  harm  your  son  for  the 
world." 

Rymer  shook  his  head.  He  did  not  doubt  the  Squire's  friendly  feel- 
ing, but  thought  it  was  out  of  his  hands.  He  told  me  all  he  knew 
about  it. 

"  Benjamin  came  to  me  yesterday  moniing  in  a  great  flun-y,  saying 
something  was  wrong,  and  he  must  absent  himself.  Was  it  about  the 
bank-note,  I  asked — and  it  was  the  first  time  a  syllable  in  regard  to  it 
had  passed  between  us,"  broke  off  Rymer.  "Jelf  had  given  him  a 
friendly  hint  of  what  had  dropped  from  the  man  Cotton — you  were  in 
the  shop  that  first  day  when  he  came  in,  Mr.  Johnny — and  Benjamin 
was  alarmed.  Before  I  had  time  to  collect  my  thoughts,  or  say  further, 
he  was  gone." 

"  Where  is  he  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.  I  went  round  at  once  to  Jelf,  and  the  man  told  me 
all.  Jelf  knows  the  truth  ;  that  is  quite  clear.  He  says  he  has  spoken 
only  to  Lee ;  is  sorry  now  for  having  done  that,  and  he  will  hush  it  up 
as  far  as  he  can." 

Johnny  Ludlow.— II.  3 
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"Tlien  it  will  be  quite  right,  Mr.  Tyraer.  Why  ahoukl  you  be 
taking  it  in  this  way  ?  " 

"  I  am  ill,"  was  all  he  answered.  "  I  caught  a  chill  going  round  to 
the  Plough  and  Harrow.  So  far  as  mental  illness  goes,  we  may  battle 
with  it  to  the  end,  strength  from  above  being  given  to  us  ;  but  when  it 
takes  bodily  form — why,  there's  nothing  for  it  but  giving  in." 

Even  while  we  spoke,  he  was  seized  with  what  seemed  to  be  an 
ague.  Mrs.  Eymer  appeared  with  some  scalding  broth,  and  I  said  I 
would  run  for  Darbyshire. 

A  few  days  went  on,  and  then  news  came  up  to  Crabb  Cot  that  Mr. 
Eymer  lay  dying.  Robert  Ashton,  riding  back  from  the  hunt  in  his 
scarlet  coat  and  white  cords  on  his  fine  grey  horse  (the  whole  a  mass 
of  splashes  with  the  thaw)  pulled  up  at  the  door  to  say  How  d'ye  do  ? 
and  mentioned  it  amidst  other  items.  It  was  just  a  shock  to  the 
Squire,  and  nothing  less. 

"  Goodness  preserve  us  ! — and  all  through  that  miserable  five-pound 
note,  Johnny !  "  he  cried  in  a  wild  flurry.  "  Where's  my  hat  and 
top-coat  ?  " 

Away  to  Timberdale  by  the  short  cut  through  the  Ravine,  never 
heeding  the  ghost — although  its  traditional  time  of  appearing,  the  dusk 
of  evemng,  was  dra-wang  on — went  the  Squire.  He  thought  Rymer 
must  be  ill  through  fear  of  him ;  and  he  accused  me  of  having  done 
my  errand  of  peace  badl}'. 

It  was  quite  true — Thomas  Rymer  lay  dying.  Darbyshire  was 
coming  out  of  the  house  as  the  Squire  reached  it,  and  said  so.  Instead 
of  being  sorry,  he  flew  in  a  passion  and  attacked  the  doctor. 

"  Now  look  you  here,  Darbyshire — this  won't  do.  We  can't  have 
l)eopie  dying  off"  like  this  for  nothing.  If  you  don't  cure  him,  you  had 
better  give  up  doctoring." 

"  How  d'you  mean  for  nothing?"  asked  Darbyshire,  who  knew  the 
S(]uire  well. 

"  It  can't  be  for  much :  don't  be  insolent.  Because  a  man  gets  a 
bit  of  anxiety  on  his  mind,  is  he  to  be  let  die  ?  " 

"  I've  heard  nothing  about  anxiety,"  said  Darbyshire.  "  He  caught 
a  chill  througli  going  out  that  day  of  the  snow-storm,  and  it  settled  on 
a  vital  part.     That's  what  ails  him.  Squire." 

"  And  you  can't  cure  the  chill !     Don't  tell  me." 

''  Before  this  time  to-morrow,  Thomas  Rymer  will  be  where  there's 
neither  killing  nor  curing,"  was  the  answ&i-.  "  I  told  them  yesterday 
to  send  for  the  son :  but  they  don't  know  where  he  is." 

The  Squire  made  a  rush  through  the  shop  and  up  to  the  bedroom, 
hardly  saying,  "  With  your  leave,"  or,  "  By  your  leave."  Thomas  Rymer 
lay  in  bed  at  the  far  end;  his  white  face  whiter  than  the  jiillow;  his 
eyes  sunken  ;  his  hands  plucking  at  the  counterpane.     Margaret  left  the 
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room  wlien  the  Squire  went  in.  Ho  gave  one  look  ;  and  knew  that  he 
saw  death  there. 

"  RjTBer,  I'd  almost  have  given  my  own  life  to  save  you  from  this," 
cried  he,  in  the  shock.     "  Oh,  my  goodness  !  what's  to  be  done  ?  " 

"I  seem  to  have  been  waiting  for  it  all  along;  to  have  seen  the 
exposure  coming,"  said  Thomas  Rymer,  his  faint  fingers  resting  in  the 
Squire's  strong  ones.     "  And  now  that  it's  here,  I  can't  battle  with  it." 

"  Now,  Rymer,  my  poor  fellow,  couldn't  you — coukbit  you  make  a 
bit  of  an  effort  to  live  ?  To  please  me  :  I  knew  your  father,  mind.  It 
can't  be  right  that  you  should  die." 

"It  must  be  right;  perhaps  it  is  well.  I  can  truly  say  with  old 
Jacob  that  few  and  evil  have  the  days  of  my  life  been.  Nothing  but 
disappointment  has  been  my  lot  here ;  struggle  upon  struggle,  i)ain 
upon  pain,  sorrow  upon  sorrow.  I  think  my  merciful  Father  will 
remember  it  in  the  last  great  account." 

He  died  at  five  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Lee  told  us  of  it  when  he 
T)rought  up  the  letters  at  breakfast-time.  The  Squire  let  fall  his  knife 
and  fork. 

"  It's  a  shame  and  a  sin,  though,  Johnny,  that  sons  should  inflict  this 
cruel  sorrow  upon  their  parents,"  he  said  later.  "  Rymer  has  been 
lirought  down  to  the  gi'ave  by  his  son  before  his  hair  was  gi'ey.  I 
wonder  how  tJieir  accounts  will  stand  at  the  gi'eat  reckoning?  " 


III. 

HESTER   REED'S   PILLS. 

We  were  at  our  other  and  chief  home,  Dyke  Manor :  and  Tod  and  I 
were  there  for  the  short  Easter  hoHdays,  which  were  shorter  in  those 
days  tlian  they  are  in  these. 

It  was  Easter  Tuesday.  The  Squire  had  gone  riding  over  to  old 
Jacobson's  with  Tod.  I,  having  nothing  else  to  do,  got  the  mater  to 
come  with  me  for  a  practice  on  the  church  organ  ;  and  we  were  taking 
the  round  home  again  through  the  village,  Church  Dykely. 

Easter  was  very  late  that  year.  It  was  getting  towards  the  end  of 
April :  and  to  judge  Ijy  the  weather,  it  might  have  been  the  end  of 
May,  the  days  were  so  warm  and  glorious. 

In  passing  the  gate  of  George  Reed's  cottage,  Mrs.  Todhetley 
stopped. 

"  How  are  the  babies,  Hester  ?  " 

Hester  Reed,  sunning  her  white  cap  and  clean  cotton  gown  in  the 
garden,  the  three  elder  children  around,  watering  the  beds  with  a  doll's 
watering-pot,  and  a  baby  hiding  its  face  on  her  shoulder,  dropped  a 
ciu'tsy  as  she  answered — 

"  They  be  but  poorly,  ma'am,  thank  you.  Look  up,  Susy,"  turning 
the  baby's  face  upwards  to  show  it :  and  a  pale  mite  of  a  face  it  was, 
with  sleepy  eyes.  "  For  a  day  or  two  past  they've  not  seemed  the 
tiling;  and  they  be  both  cross." 

"  I  should  think  their  teeth  are  troubling  them,  Hester," 

"  Maybe,  ma'am.  I  shouldn't  wonder.  Hetty,  she  seems  worse 
than  Susy.  She's  a-lying  there  in  the  basket  indoors.  Would  you 
please  si)arc  a  minute  to  step  in  and  look  at  her,  ma'am  ?  " 

Mrs.  Todhetley  opened  the  gate.  "  I  may  as  well  go  in  and  see, 
Johnny,"  she  said  to  me  in  an  undertone :  "  I  fear  both  the  children 
are  rather  sickly." 

Tlu",  other  baby,  "  Hetty,"  lay  in  the  kitchen  in  a  clothes-basket. 
It  had  just  the  same  sort  of  puny  white  face  as  its  sister.  These  two 
w(M-e  twins,  and  about  a  year  old.  When  they  were  born.  Church 
Dykely  went  on  finely  at  Hester  Reed,  asking  her  if  she  would  not 
have  liad  enough  with  one  new  child  but  she  must  go  and  set  up  two. 

'*  It  does  seem  very  poorly,"  remarked  Mrs.  Todhetley,  stooping  over 
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the  young  mortal  (wliich  was  not  cross  just  now,  Iiut  very  still  an<l 
quiet),  and  letting  it  clasp  its  little  fist  round  one  of  her  fingers.  "  No 
doubt  it  is  the  teeth.  If  the  children  do  not  get  better  soon,  I  think, 
were  I  you,  Hester,  I  should  speak  to  Mr.  Duftliam." 

The  advice  seemed  to  strike  Hester  Heed  all  of  a  heap.  ''  Speak  to 
Dr.  Dutfham!"  she  exclaimed.  "Why,  ma'am,  they  must  both  be  a 
good  deal  worse  than  they  be,  afore  we  does  that.  I'll  give  'em  a  dose 
o'  mild  physic  apiece.     I  dare  say  that'll  bring  'em  round." 

"I  should  think  it  would  not  hurt  them,"  assented  Mrs.  Todhetley. 
"  They  both  seem  feverish ;  this  one  especially.  I  hear  you  have  had 
Cathy  over,"  she  went  on,  passing  to  another  subject. 

*'  Sure  enough  us  have,"  said  Mrs.  Reed.  "  She  come  over  yesterday 
was  a  week  and  stayed  till  Friday  night." 

"  And  what  is  she  doing  now  ?  " 

"Well,  ma'am,  Cathy's  keeping  herself;  and  that's  something. 
She  has  got  a  place  at  Tewkesbury  to  serve  in  some  shop ;  is  quite  in 
clover  there,  by  all  accoimts.  Two  good  gownds  she  brought  over  to 
her  back ;  and  she's  pretty  nigh  as  lighthearted  as  she  was  afore  she 
went  off  to  enter  on  her  first  troubles." 

"  Hannah  told  me  she  was  not  looking  well." 

"She  have  had  a  nasty  attack  of— what  was  it? — neuralgy,  I  think 
she  called  it,  and  been  obliged  to  go  to  a  doctor,"  answered  Hester 
Reed.  "  That's  why  they  gave  her  the  holiday.  She  was  very  well 
while  she  was  here." 

I  had  stood  at  the  door,  talking  to  the  little  ones  with  their  watering- 
pot.  As  the  mater  was  taking  her  final  word  with  Mrs.  Reed,  I  went 
on  to  open  the  gate  for  her,  when  some  woman  whisked  roimd  the 
comer  from  Piefinch  Lane,  and  in  at  the  gate. 

"  Thank  ye,  sir,"  said  she  to  me :  as  if  I  had  been  holding  it  open  for 
her  especial  benefit. 

It  was  Ann  Dovey,  the  blacksmith's  wife  down  Piefinch  Cut :  a 
smart  young  woman,  fond  of  fine  gowns  and  caps.  Mrs.  Todhetley 
came  away,  and  Ann  Dovey  went  in.  And  this  is  what  jiassed  at 
Reed's — as  it  leaked  out  to  the  world  afterwards. 

The  baby  in  the  basket  began  to  cry,  and  Ann  Dovey  lifted  it  out 
and  took  it  on  her  lap.  She  understood  all  about  children,  having  been 
the  eldest  of  a  numerous  flock  at  home,  and  was  no  doubt  all  the  fonder 
of  them  because  she  had  none  of  her  own.  Mrs.  Dovey  was  moreover 
a  great  gossip,  liking  to  have  as  many  fingers  in  her  neighbours'  pies  as 
she  could  conveniently  get  in. 

"And  now  what's  amiss  with  these  two  twins?"  asked  she  in  con- 
fidential tones,  bending  her  face  forward  till  it  nearly  touched  Mrs. 
Reed's,  who  had  sat  down  opposite  to  her  with  the  other  baby. 
"  Sarah  Tanken,  passing  our  shop  just  now,  telled  me  they  warn't  tho 
thing  at  all,  so  I  thought  I'd  run  round," 
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"  Sarah  Tanken  looked  in  while  I  was  a-washing  up  after  dinner, 
and  saw  'em  both,"  assented  Mrs.  Reed.  "  Hetty's  the  worst  of  the 
two ;  more  peeky  like." 

"Which  is  Hetty?"  demanded  Ann  Dovey;  who,  with  all  her 
neighbourly  visits,  had  not  learnt  to  distinguish  the  two  apart. 

"  The  one  that  you  be  a-nursing." 

"  Did  the  mistress  of  the  Manor  look  at  'em  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  and  she  thinks  I'd  better  give  'era  both  some  mild  physic. 
Leastways,  I  said  a  dose  might  bring  'em  round,"  added  Hester  Reed, 
correcting  herself,  "  and  she  said  it  might." 

"  It's  the  very  thing  for  'em,  Hester  Reed,"  pronounced  Mrs.  Dovey, 
decisively.  "  There's  nothing  like  a  dose  of  physic  for  httle  ones ;  it 
often  stops  a  bout  of  illness.  You  give  it  to  the  two  ;  and  don't  lose 
no  time.    Grey  powder's  best." 

"I've  not  got  any  gi'ey  powder  by  me,"  said  Mrs.  Reed.  "It 
crossed  my  mind  to  try  'em  with  one  o'  them  piUs  I  had  from  Abel 
Crew." 

"  What  pills  be  they  ?  " 

"  I  had  'em  from  him  for  myself  the  beginning  o'  the  year,  when  I 
was  getting  the  headache  so  much.  They're  as  mild  as  mild  can  be  ; 
but  they  did  me  good.     The  box  is  upstairs." 

"  How  do  you  know  they'd  be  the  right  pills  to  give  to  babies  ?  " 
sensibly  questioned  Mrs.  Dovey. 

"  Oh,  they  be  right  enoiigh  for  that !  When  Httle  Georgy  was  poorly 
two  or  three  weeks  back,  I  ran  out  to  Abel  Crew,  chancing  to  see  him 
go  by  the  gate,  and  asked  whether  one  of  his  piUs  would  do  the  child 
harm.    He  said  no,  it  would  do  him  good." 

"  And  did  it  get  him  romad?  " 

"I  never  gave  it.  Georgy  seemed  to  be  so  much  pearter  afore 
night  came,  that  I  thought  I'd  wait  till  the  morrow.  He's  a  rare  bad 
one  to  take  physic,  he  is.  You  may  cover  a  powder  m  treacle  that 
thick,  Ann  Dovey,  but  the  boy  scents  it  out  somehow,  and  can't  be  got 
to  touch  it.  Ills  father  always  has  to  make  him ;  I  can't.  He  got 
well  that  time  without  the  pill." 

"Well,  I  should  try  tlie  pills  on  the  little  twins,"  advised  Aim 
Dovey.  "I'm  siu'c  they  want  something  o'  the  sort.  Look  at  this 
one  !  lying  like  a  lamb  in  my  arms,  starmg  up  at  me  with  its  poor  eyes, 
and  never  moving.  You  may  always  know  when  a  child's  ill  by  its 
quietness.     Nothing  ailing  'em,  they  worry  the  life  out  of  you." 

"  Both  of  them  were  ctoss  enough  this  morning,"  remarked  Hester 
Reed,  "  and  for  that  reason  I  know  they  be  worse  now.  I'll  try  the  pill 
to-night." 

Now,  whether  it  was  that  Ann  Dovey  had  any  especial  love  for 
presiding  at  the  ceremony  of  administering  pills  to  children,  or  whether 
she  only  looked  in  again  incidentally  in  passing,  certain  it  was  that  in 
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the  evening  hIic  was  for  the  second  time  at  George  Reed's  cottage. 
Mrs.  Reed  had  put  the  three  elder  ones  to  bed ;  or,  as  she  expressed  it, 
"got  'em  out  o'  the  way  ;  "  and  was  imdressing  the  ivnns  by  fireliglit, 
when  Ann  Dovey  tri]iped  into  the  Icitchen.  George  Reed  was  at  work 
in  tlie  front  garden,  digging ;  though  it  was  getting  almost  too  dark  to 
see  where  he  inserted  the  spade. 

"Have  ye  give  'em  their  physic  j'et?  "  was  Mrs.  Dovcy's  salutation. 

"  No ;  but  I'm  a-going  to,"  answered  Hester  Reed.  "  You  be  just 
come  in  time  to  hold  'em  for  me,  Ann  Dovey,  while  I  go  upstairs  for 
the  box." 

Ann  Dovey  received  the  pair  of  babies,  and  sat  down  in  the  low 
chair.  Taking  the  candle,  Mrs.  Reed  ran  up  to  the  room  where  tlie 
elder  children  slept.  The  house  was  better  furnished  than  cottages 
generally  are,  and  the  rooms  were  of  a  fairly  good  size.  Opposite  the 
bed  stood  a  high  deal  press  with  a  flat  top  to  it,  which  Mrs.  Reed  made 
a  shelf  of,  for  keeping  things  that  must  be  out  of  the  children's  reach. 
Stepping  on  a  chair,  she  put  her  hand  out  for  the  box  of  pills,  whioJi 
stood  in  its  usual  place  near  the  corner,  and  went  downstairs  with  it. 

It  was  an  ordinary  pasteboard  pill-box,  containing  a  few  pills — six  or 
seven,  perhaps.  Mrs.  Dovey,  curious  in  all  matters,  lifted  the  lid  and 
sniffed  at  the  pills.  Hester  Reed  was  getting  the  moist  sugar  they  Avere 
to  be  administered  in. 

"  What  did  you  have  these  here  pills  for  ?  "  questioned  Ann  Dovey, 
as  Mrs.  Reed  came  back  with  the  sugar.     "  They  hain't  over  big." 

"  For  headache  and  pain  in  the  side.  I  asked  old  Abel  Crew  if  ho 
could  give  me  something  for  it,  and  he  gave  me  tliose  pills." 

Mrs.  Reed  was  moistening  a  teaspoonful  of  the  sugar,  as  she  spoke, 
wnth  warm  water.  Taking  out  one  of  the  pills  she  proceeded  to  crush 
it  into  small  bits,  and  then  mixed  it  with  the  sugar.  It  formed  a  sort 
of  paste.    Dose  the  first. 

"  That  ain't  moist  enough,  Hester  Reed,"  pronounced  Mrs.  Dovey, 
critically. 

"  No  ?     I'll  put  a  drop  more  warm  water." 

The  water  was  added,  and  one  of  the  children  was  fed  with  the 
delectable  compound — Hetty.    Mrs.  Dovey  spoke  again. 

"  Is  it  all  for  her  ?  Won't  a  whole  pill  be  too  much  for  one,  d'ye 
think?" 

"  Not  a  bit.  When  I  asked  old  Abel  whether  one  pill  would  be  too 
much  for  Georgy,  he  said.  No— two  wouldn't  hurt  him.  I  tell  ye,  Ann 
Dovey,  the  pills  be  as  mild  as  milk." 

Hetty  took  in  the  whole  dose  by  degrees.  Susy  had  a  similar  one 
made  ready,  and  swallowed  it  in  her  turn.  Then  the  two  babies  were 
conveyed  upstairs  and  put  to  bed  side  by  side  in  their  mother's  room. 

Mrs.  Dovey,  the  ceremony  being  over,  took  her  departure.  George 
Reed  came  in  to  his  early  supper,  and  soon  afterwards  he  and  his  wife 
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went  up  to  bed.  Men  who  have  to  be  up  at  five  in  the  morning  must 
go  to  rest  betimes.  The  fire  and  candle  were  put  out,  the  doors 
locked,  and  the  cottage  was  steeped  in  quietness  at  a  time  when  m 
larger  houses  the  evening  was  not  much  more  than  beginning. 

How  long  she  slept,  Mrs.  Reed  could  not  tell.  Whether  it  might  be 
the  first  part  of  the  night,  early  or  late,  or  whether  morning  might  be 
close  upon  the  dawn,  she  knew  not ;  but  she  was  startled  out  of  her 
sleep  by  the  cries  of  the  babies.  Awful  cries,  they  seemed,  coming 
from  children  so  young ;  and  there  could  be  no  mistaking  that  each 
was  in  temble  agony. 

"  Why,  it's  convulsions ! "  exclaimed  George  Reed,  when  he  had 
lighted  a  candle.     "  Both  of  them,  too  !  " 

Going  downstairs  as  he  was,  he  hastily  lighted  the  kitchen  fire  and 
put  a  kettle  of  water  on.  Then,  dressing  himself,  he  ran  out  for  Mr. 
Duff'ham.  The  doctor  came  in  soon  after  George  Reed  had  got  back 
again. 

Duffham  was  accustomed  to  scenes,  and  he  entered  on  one  now. 
Mrs.  Reed,  in  a  state  of  distress,  had  put  the  babies  in  blankets 
and  brought  them  down  to  the  kitchen  fire ;  the  three  elder  children, 
aroused  by  the  cries,  had  come  down  too,  and  were  standing  about  in 
their  night-clothes,  crying  with  fright.  One  of  the  babies  was  dead — 
Hetty.  She  had  Just  expired  in  her  father's  arms.  The  other  was 
dying 

"  What  on  earth  have  you  been  giving  to  these  children  ? " 
exclaimed  Duffham,  after  taking  a  good  look  at  the  two. 

"  Oh,  sir,  what  is  it,  please  ?  "  sobbed  Mrs.  Reed,  in  her  terror. 
"Convulsions?" 

"  Convulsions— no,"  said  the  doctor,  in  a  fume.  "It  is  something 
else,  as  I  believe — poison." 

At  which  she  set  up  a  shriek  that  might  have  been  heard  out  of 
doors, 

"  Well,  Hetty  was  dead,  I  say  ;  and  Duffham  could  not  do  anything 
to  save  the  other.  It  died  whilst  he  stood  there.  Dufl'ham  repeated 
his  conjecture  as  to  poison  ;  and  Mrs.  Reed,  all  topsy-turvy  though  she 
was,  three-parts  bereft  of  her  senses,  resented  the  implication  almost 
angrily. 

"  Poison  !  "  cried  she.     "  How  can  you  think  of  such  a  thing,  sir  !  " 

"  I  tell  you  that  to  the  best  of  my  belief  these  children  have  both  died 
from  some  irritant  poison,"  asserted  Dutl'ham,  coolly  imperative.  "  I 
ask  wliat  you  have  been  giving  them  ?  " 

"  Tlicy  have  not  been  well  this  three  or  four  days  past,"  replied 
she,  wandering  from  the  point ;  not  evasively,  l)ut  in  her  mind's 
bewilderment.  "It  must  have  been  their  teeth,  sir;  I  thought  they 
were  cutting  'em  with  fever." 

"  Did  you  give  them  any  physic  ?  " 
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"  Yes,  sir.     A  iilll  aiiiocc  when  I  put  'em  to  bed." 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Mr.  Duffliam.     "  What  pill  was  it  ?  " 

"  One  of  Abel  Crew's." 

This  answer  suqirised  him.  Allowing  that  his  suspicion  of  poison 
was  correct,  he  assumed  that  these  pills  must  have  contained  it ;  and 
he  had  never  had  cause  to  suppose  that  Abel  Crew's  pills  were  other- 
wise than  innocent. 

Mrs,  Heed,  her  voice  broken  by  sobs,  explained  further  in  answer 
to  his  questions,  telling  him  how  she  had  procured  these  pills  from 
Abel  Crew  some  time  before,  and  had  given  one  of  the  said  pills  to 
each  of  the  babies.  Duifham  stood  against  the  dresser,  taking  it  all  in 
whh  a  solemn  face,  his  cane  held  up  to  his  chin. 

"  Let  me  see  this  box  of  pills,  Mrs.  Reed." 

She  went  upstairs  to  get  it.  A  tidy  woman  in  her  ways,  she  had 
put  the  box  in  its  place  again  on  the  top  of  the  press,  Duffliam  took 
off  the  lid,  and  examined  the  pills. 

"  Do  you  happen  to  have  a  bit  of  sealing-wax  in  the  house.  Reed  ?  " 
lie  asked  presently. 

George  Reed,  who  had  stood  like  a  man  bewildered,  looking  first  on 
one,  then  on  the  other  of  his  dead  little  ones,  answered  that  he  had 
not.  But  the  eldest  child,  Annie,  spoke  up,  saying  that  there  was  a 
piece  in  her  little  work-box ;  Cathy  had  given  it  her  last  week  when 
she  was  at  home. 

It  was  produced — part  of  a  small  stick  of  fancy  wax,  green  and  gold. 
Duffham  wrapped  the  pill-box  up  in  the  back  of  a  letter  that  he  took 
from  his  pocket,  and  sealed  it  with  a  seal  that  hung  to  his  watch-chain, 
lie  put  the  parcel  into  the  hand  of  George  Reed. 

"  Take  care  of  it,"  he  said.     "  This  will  be  wanted." 

"  There  could  not  have  been  poison  in  them  pills,  sir,"  burst  out 
Mrs.  Reed,  her  distress  increasing  at  the  possibility  that  he  might  be 
right.  "If  there  had  been,  they'd  ha'  poisoned  me.  One  night  I  touk 
three  of  'em." 

Duffham  did  not  answer.  He  was  nodding  his  head  in  answer  to  his 
own  thoughts, 

"  And  who  ever  heard  of  Abel  Crew  mixing  up  poison  in  his  pills  ?  " 
went  on  Mrs.  Reed.     "  If  you  please,  sir,  I  don't  think  he  could  do  it." 

"  Well,  that  part  of  it  puzzles  me — how  he  came  to  do  it,"  acknow- 
leilgcd Duffham.  "I  like  old  Abel,  and  shall  be  sorry  if  it  is  proved 
that  his  pills  have  done  the  mischief." 

Mrs.  Reed  shook  her  head.  She  had  more  faith  than  that  in  Abel 
Crew. 

Ever  so  many  years  before — for  it  was  in  the  time  of  Sir  Peter 
Chavasse — there  appeared  one  day  a  wanderer  at  Church  Dykely.  It 
was  hot  weather,  and  he  seemed  to  think  nothing  of  camping  out  in 
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the  fields  by  night,  under  the  summer  stars.  Who  he  was,  or  wliat  he 
was,  or  why  he  had  come,  or  why  he  stayed,  nobody  knew.  He  was 
evidently  not  a  tramp,  or  a  gipsy,  or  a  travelling  tinker — quite  superior 
to  it  all ;  a  slender,  young,  and  silent  man,  with  a  pale  and  gentle  face. 

At  one  corner  of  the  common,  spreading  itself  between  the  village 
and  Chavasse  Grange,  there  stood  a  covered  \vooden  shed,  formerly 
used  to  impound  stray  cattle,  but  left  to  itself  since  the  square  space 
for  the  new  pound  had  been  railed  round.  By-and-by  it  Avas  found 
that  the  wanderer  had  taken  to  this  shed  to  sleep  in.  Next,  his  name 
leaked  out—"  Abel  Crew." 

He  lived  how  he  could,  and  as  simply  as  a  hermit.  Buying  a  penny 
loaf  at  the  baker's,  and  making  his  dinner  of  it  with  a  handful  of  sorrel 
plucked  from  the  fields,  and  a  drink  from  the  rivulet  that  ran  through 
tlie  wilderness  outside  the  Chavasse  grounds.  Ilis  days  were  spent  in 
examining  roots  and  wild  herbs,  now  and  then  in  digging  one  up ;  and 
his  nights  chiefly  in  studying  the  stars.  Sir  Peter  struck  up  a  sort  of 
speaking  acquaintanceship  with  him,  and,  it  was  said,  was  surprised  at 
his  stock  of  knowledge  and  the  extent  of  his  travels;  for  he  knew 
personally  many  foreign  places  where  even  Sir  Peter  himself  had  never 
been.  That  may  have  caused  Sir  Peter — who  Avas  lord  of  the  manor 
and  of  the  common  included — to  tolerate  in  him  what  it  was  supposed 
he  would  not  in  others.  Anyway,  when  Abel  Crew  began  to  dig  the 
gi-ound  about  his  shed,  and  plant  roots  and  herbs  in  it,  Sir  Peter  let 
him  do  it  and  never  interfered.  It  was  quite  the  opposite ;  for  Sir 
Peter  would  sometimes  stand  to  watch  him  at  his  work,  talking  the 
while. 

In  the  course  of  time  there  was  quite  an  extensive  garden  round  the 
shed — comparatively  speaking,  you  know,  for  we  do  not  expect  to  see 
a  shed  garden  as  large  as  that  of  a  mansion.  It  was  fenced  in  with  a 
hedge  and  wooden  pahngs,  all  the  work  of  Abel  Crew's  hands.  Sir 
Peter  was  dead  then  ;  but  Lady  Chavasse,  guardian  to  the  young  heir, 
Sir  Geoffi-ey,  extended  to  him  the  same  favour  that  her  husband  had, 
and,  if  she  did  not  absolutely  sanction  what  he  was  doing,  she  at  any 
rate  did  not  oppose  it.  Abel  Crew  filled  his  garden  with  rare  and 
choice  and  useful  field  herbs,  the  valuable  properties  of  which  he  alone 
imderstood ;  and  of  ordinary  sweet  flowers,  such  as  bees  love  to  suck, 
lie  set  up  bee-hives  and  sold  the  honey ;  he  distilled  lavender  and 
bergamot  for  perfumes ;  he  converted  his  herbs  and  roots  mto 
medicines,  which  he  supplied  to  the  poor  people  around,  charging  so 
small  a  price  for  them  that  it  could  scarcely  more  than  cover  the  cost 
of  making,  and  not  charging  at  all  the  very  poor.  At  the  end  of  about 
ten  years  from  his  first  appearance,  he  took  down  the  old  shed,  and 
l)nilt  up  a  more  convenient  cottage  in  its  place,  doing  it  all  with  his 
own  pair  of  hands.  And  the  years  went  on  and  on,  and  Abel  Crew 
and  his  cottage,  and  his  herbs,  and  his  flowers,  and  his  bees,  and  his 
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medicines,  were  just  as  much  of  an  institution  in  the  parish  as  was  the 
Grange  itself. 

He  and  I  became  good  friends.  I  liked  him.  You  have  heard  how 
I  take  hkes  and  dislikes  to  faces,  and  I  rarely  saw  a  face  that  I  liked 
as  I  liked  Abel  Crew's.  Not  for  its  beauty,  though  it  really  was 
beautiful,  with  its  perfect  shape  and  delicately  carved  features ;  but 
for  its  unmistakable  look  of  goodness  and  its  innate  refinement :  per- 
haps also  for  the  deep,  far-seeing,  and  often  sad  expression  that  sat  in 
the  earnest  eyes.  He  v/as  old  now — sixty,  I  dare  say ;  tall,  slender, 
and  very  upright  still ;  his  white  hair  brushed  back  from  his  forehead 
and  worn  rather  long.  What  his  original  condition  of  life  might  have 
been  did  not  transpire ;  he  never  talked  of  it.  More  than  once  I  had 
seen  him  reading  Latin  books ;  and  though  he  fell  into  the  diction  of 
the  country  people  around  when  talking  with  them,  he  changed  his 
tones  and  language  when  conversing  with  his  betters.  A  character,  no 
doubt,  he  was,  but  a  man  to  be  respected;  a  man  of  religion,  too — 
attending  church  regularly  twice  on  a  Sunday,  wet  or  dr)"-,  and  carrying 
his  religion  mto  the  little  things  of  everyday  life. 

His  style  of  dress  was  old-fashioned  and  peculiar.  So  far  as  I  saw, 
it  never  varied.  A  stout  coat,  waistcoat,  and  breeches  every  day,  all 
of  one  colour — drab  ;  with  leathern  gaiters  buttoned  nearly  to  the  knee. 
On  Sundays  he  wore  a  suit  of  black  silk  velvet,  and  a  frilled  shirt  of 
fine  cambric.  His  breeches  were  tied  at  the  knee  with  black  ribbon, 
in  which  was  a  plain,  glistening  steel  buckle  ;  buckles  to  match  shone 
in  his  shoes.  His  stockings  were  black,  and  in  the  winter  he  wore 
black-cloth  gaiters.  In  short,  on  Sundays  Abel  Crew  looked  like  a  fine 
old-fashioned  English  gentleman,  and  would  have  been  taken  for  one. 
The  woman  who  got  up  his  linen  declared  he  was  more  particular  over 
liis  shirt-frills  than  Sir  Peter  himself. 

I  Strangers  in  the  place  would  sometimes  ask  what  he  was.  Tlie 
answer  was  not  easy  to  give.  He  was  a  botanist  and  herbalist,  and 
made  pills,  and  mixtures,  and  perfumes,  and  sold  honey,  and  had  built 
liis  cottage  and  planted  out  his  garden,  and  lived  alone,  cooking  his 
food  and  waiting  on  himself;  doing  all  in  fact  with  his  own  hands,  and 
was  very  modest  always.  On  the  other  side,  he  had  travelled  in  his 
youth,  he  understood  paintings,  studied  the  stars,  read  his  store  of  Latin 
and  classical  books,  and  now  and  then  bought  more,  and  was  as  good  a 
doctor  as  Duflfham  himself.  Some  people  said  a  better  one.  Certain 
it  was,  that  more  than  once  when  legitimate  medical  nostrums  had 
failed — calomel  and  blisters  and  bleeding — Abel  Crew's  simple  decoc- 
tions and  leaves  had  worked  a  cure.  Look  at  young  Mrs.  Sterling  at 
the  Court.  When  that  first  baby  of  hers  came  to  town — and  a  fine 
squalling  yoimg  brat  he  was,  with  a  mouth  like  a  crocodile's ! — 
gatherings  arose  in  her  chest  or  somewhere,  one  after  another ;  it  was 
said  the  agony  was  awful.    Duffham's  skill  seemed  to  have  gone  a 
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blackbenying,  the  otlier  doctor's  also,  for  neither  of  the  two  could  do 
anything  for  her,  and  the  Court  thought  i<he  would  ha\-e  died  of  it. 
Upon  that,  some  relation  of  old  Sterling's  was  summoned  from  London 
— a  great  physician  in  great  practice.  He  came  in  answer,  and  was 
liberal  with  his  advice,  telling  them  to  try  this  and  to  try  the  otlier. 
But  it  did  no  good  ;  and  she  only  grew  worse.  When  they  were  all  in 
despair,  seeing  her  increasing  weakness  and  the  prolonged  pain,  the 
■woman  who  nursed  her  spoke  of  old  Abel  Crew ;  fdre  had  known  him 
cure  in  these  cases  when  the  doctor  could  not ;  and  the  poor  young 
lady,  willing  to  catch  at  a  straw,  told  them  to  send  for  Abel  Crew, 
Abel  Crew  took  a  prepared  plaster  of  herbs  with  him,  gi'een  leaves  of 
some  sort,  and  applied  it.  That  night  the  patient  slept  more  easily 
than  she  had  for  weeks ;  and  in  a  short  time  was  well  again. 

But,  skilful  though  he  seemed  to  be  in  the  science  of  herbs,  as 
remedies  for  sickness  and  sores,  Abel  Crew  never  obtruded  himself 
upon  the  ailing,  or  took  money  for  his  advice,  or  willingly  interfered 
with  the  province  of  Duffham  ;  he  never  would  do  it  unless  compelled 
in  the  interests  of  humanity.  The  patients  he  chiefly  treated  were  the 
l)Oor,  those  who  could  not  have  paid  Duff'ham  a  coin  worth  thinking 
about.  Duftliam  knew  this.  And,  instead  of  being  jealous  of  him,  as 
some  medical  men  might  have  been,  or  ridiculing  him  for  a  quack, 
Duft'ham  liked  and  respected  old  Abel  Crew.  He  was  simple  in  his 
habits  still:  living  chiefly  upon  bread  and  butter,  with  radishes  or 
mustard  and  cress  for  a  relish,  cooking  vegetables  for  his  dinner,  but 
rarely  meat :  and  liis  drink  was  tea  or  spring  water. 

So  that  Abel  Crew  was  rather  a  notable  character  amongst  us ;  and 
when  it  was  known  abroad  that  two  of  his  pills  had  caused  the  death  of 
Mrs.  Reed's  twins,  there  arose  no  end  of  a  commotion. 

It  chanced  that  the  same  night  this  occurred,  just  about  the  time  in 
fact  that  the  unfortunate  infants  were  taking  down  the  pills  under  the 
superintendence  of  their  mother  and  the  blacksmith's  wife,  Abel  Crew 
met  with  an  accident ;  though  it  was  curious  enough  that  it  should  be 
so.  In  taking  a  pan  of  boiling  herbs  oft'  the  fire,  he  let  one  of  the 
handles  slip  out  of  his  fingers ;  it  sent  the  pan  down  on  that  side, 
spilled  a  lot  of  the  stuff,  and  scalded  his  left  foot  on  the  instep.  There- 
fore he  was  about  the  last  person  to  hear  of  the  calamity ;  for  his  door 
was  not  open  as  usual  the  following  morning,  and  no  one  knocked  to 
tell  him  of  it. 

Duffham  was  the  first.  Passing  by  on  his  morning  rounds,  the 
doctor  heard  the  comments  of  the  people,  and  it  arrested  him.  It  was 
so  unusual  a  thing  for  Abel  Crew  not  to  be  about,  and  for  his  door  to 
be  closed,  that  some  of  them  had  been  arriving  at  a  sensible  conclusion 
— Abel  Crow,  knowing  the  mischief  his  itills  had  done,  was  shutting 
liimself  up  within  the  house,  unable  to  face  his  neighbours. 

"  liubbish ! "  said  Dufl'ham.     And  he  strode  up   the  garden-path, 
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knocked  at  tlic  door  witli  his  caiio,  and  entered.     Abel  had  dressed,  Imt 
was  lying  down  on  tlie  bed  again  to  rest  his  lame  foot. 

Duti'hara  would  have  asked  to  look  at  it,  but  that  he  knew  Abel 
Crew  was  as  good  at  burns  and  scalds  as  he  himself  was.  It  had  been 
doctored  at  once,  and  was  now  wrapped  up  in  a  handkerchief. 

"  The  fire  is  nearly  out  of  it,"  said  Abel,  "  but  it  must  have  rest ;  by 
to-night  I  shall  be  able  to  dress  it  with  my  healing-salve.  I  am  mucli 
obliged  to  you  for  coming  in,  sir :  though  in  truth  I  don't  know  how 
you  could  have  heard  of  the  accident." 

"  Ah  !  news  flies,"  said  Duffham,  evasively,  knowing  that  he  had  not 
heard  of  the  foot,  or  the  neighbours  either,  and  had  come  in  for  some- 
thing altogether  different.     "What  is  this  about  the  pills?" 

"About  the  pills?"  repeated  Abel  Crew,  who  had  got  up  out  of 
respect,  and  was  putting  on  his  coat.     "What  pills,  sir  ?  " 

The  doctor  told  him  what  had  happened.  Hester  Keed  had  given 
one  of  his  pills  to  each  of  her  babies,  and  both  had  died  of  it.  Abel 
Crew  listened  quietly  ;  his  face  and  his  ej'es  fixed  on  Duffham. 

"  The  children  cannot  have  died  of  the  pills,"  said  he,  speaking  as 
gently  as  yon  please.     "  Something  else  must  have  killed  them." 

"According  to  Hester  Heed's  account,  nothing  can  have  done  it  but 
the  pills,"  said  Duffham.  "  The  children  had  only  taken  their  ordinary- 
food  throughout  the  day,  and  very  little  of  that.  George  Eeed  came 
running  to  me  in  the  night,  but  it  was  too  late  ;  one  was  dead  before  I 
got  there.  There  could  be  no  mistaking  the  children's  symptoms — • 
that  both  were  poisoned." 

"  This  is  very  strange,"  exclaimed  Abel,  looking  troubled.  "  By 
what  kind  of  poison  ?  " 

"  Arsenic,  I  think.     I " 

But  here  they  were  interrni)ted,  Dovey,  the  blacksmith,  hear- 
ing of  the  calamity,  together  with  the  fact  that  it  was  his  wife  who  had 
assisted  in  administering  the  suspected  doses,  deemed  it  his  duty  to 
look  into  the  afifair  a  little,  and  to  resent  it.  He  had  left  his  forge  and 
a  bar  of  iron  red-hot  in  it,  and  come  tearing  along  in  his  leather  apron, 
his  shirt-sleeves  stripped  up  to  the  elbow,  and  his  arms  grimy.  A 
dark-eyed,  good-natured  little  man  in  general,  was  Dovey,  but  explod- 
ing with  rage  at  the  present  moment. 

"  Now  then,  Abel  Crew,  what  do  you  mean  by  selling  pills  to  poison 
people?"  demanded  he,  pushing  back  the  door  witli  a  bang,  and 
stepping  in  fiercely.  DutTham,  foreseeing  there  was  going  to  be  a 
contest,  and  having  no  time  to  waste,  took  his  departure. 

"  I  have  not  sold  pills  to  poison  people,"  replied  Abel. 

"  Look  here,"  said  Dovey,  folding  his  black  arms.  "  Be  you  going 
to  eat  them  pills,  or  be  you  not  ?     Come  !  " 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Dovey  ?  " 

"  What  do  I  mean !     xVin't  my  meaning  plain  ?     Do  you  own  to 
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having  selled  a  box  of  pills  to  Hester  Reed  last  winter? — be   you 
thinking  to  eat  that  there  fact,  and  deny  of  it?     Come,  Abel  Crew  !  " 

"  I  remember  it  well,"  readily  spoke  up  Abel.  "  Mrs.  Reed  came 
here  one  daj'-,  complaining  that  her  head  ached  continually,  and  her 
side  often  had  a  dull  pain  in  it,  and  asked  me  to  give  her  something. 
I  did  so  ;  I  gave  her  a  box  of  pills.  It  was  early  in  January,  I  think. 
I  know  there  was  ice  on  the  ground." 

"  Then  do  you  own  to  them  pills,"  returned  Dovey,  more  quietly,  his 
fierceness  subdued  by  Abel's  civility.    "  It  were  you  that  furnished  'em  ?  " 

"  I  furnished  the  box  of  pills  1  speak  of,  that  Hester  Reed  had 
from  me  in  the  winter.    There's  no  mistake  about  that." 

"  And  made  'em  too  ?  " 

"Yes,  and  made  them." 

"  Well,  I'm  glad  to  hear  you  say  that ;  and  now  don't  you  go  for  to 
eat  your  words  later,  Abel  Crew.  Our  Ann,  my  wife,  helped  to  give 
them  there  two  pills  to  the  children ;  and  I'm  not  a-going  to  let  her 
get  into  trouble  over  it.  You've  confessed  to  the  pills,  and  I'm  a 
witness." 

"  My  pills  did  not  kill  the  children,  Dovey,"  said  Abel,  in  a  pleasant 
tone,  resting  his  lame  foot  upon  an  opposite  chair. 

'•Not  kill 'em?" 

'•  No,  that  they  did  not.  I've  not  made  pills  all  these  years  to  poison 
children  at  last." 

"  But  what  done  it  if  the  pills  didn't  ?  " 

"  How  can  I  say?     'Twasn't  my  pills." 

''  Dr.  Duffham  says  it  was  the  pills.     And  he ^ 

"  Dr.  Duffham  says  it  was  ?  " 

"Reed  telled  me  that  the  doctor  asked  outright,  all  in  a  flurry,  w'hat 
his  Avife  had  gave  the  babies,  and  she  said  she  had  gave  'em  nothing 
but  them  there  two  pills  of  Abel  Crew's.  Duffham  said  the  pills  must 
have  had  poison  in  'em,  and  he  asked  for  the  box  ;  and  Hester  Reed, 
she  give  him  the  box,  and  he  sealed  it  up  afore  their  eyes  with  his  own 
seal." 

Abel  nodded.  He  knew  that  any  suspected  medicine  must  in  such  a 
case  be  sealed  up. 

"  And  now  that  I've  got  that  there  word  from  ye,  I'll  say  good-day 
to  ye,  neighbour,  for  I've  left  my  forge  to  itself,  and  some  red-hot  iron 
in  it.  And  I  hope  with  all  my  heart  and  mind," — the  blacksmith 
turned  round  from  the  door  to  say  more  kindly,  his  good-nature 
cropping  up  again, — "  that  it'll  turn  out  it  loarn't  the  pills,  but  some'at 
else :  our  Ann  won't  have  no  cause  to  be  in  a  fright  then."  Which 
was  as  much  as  to  say  that  Ann  Dovey  was  frightened,  you  observe. 

That  same  afternoon,  going  past  the  common,  I  saw  Abel  Crew  in 
liis  garden,  sitting  against  the  cottage  wall  in  the  sun,  his  foot  resting 
on  a  block  of  wood. 
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"  IIow  did  it  all  happen,  Abel  ?  "  I  asked,  turning  in  at  the  gate. 
**  Did  you  give  Mrs.  Keed  the  wrong  pills  ?  " 

"No, sir,"  he  answered,  "  I  gave  her  the  right  pills;  the  pills  I  make 
expressly  for  such  complaints  as  hers.  But  if  I  had,  in  one  sense,  given 
her  the  wrong,  they  could  not  have  brought  about  any  ill  effect  such  as 
this,  for  my  pills  are  all  innocent  of  poison." 

"  I  should  say  it  could  not  have  been  the  pills  that  did  the  mischief, 
after  all,  then." 

"  You  might  swear  it  as  well,  Master  Johnny,  with  perfect  safety. 
What  killed  the  poor  children,  I  don't  pretend  to  know,  but  my  pills 
never  did.  I  tried  to  get  down  as  far  as  Reed's  to  inquire  particulars, 
and  found  I  could  not  walk.  It  was  a  bit  of  jll-luck,  disabling  myself 
just  at  this  time." 

"  Shall  you  have  to  appear  at  the  inquest  to-morrow  ?  " 

He  lifted  his  head  quickly  at  the  question — as  though  it  surprised 
him.     Perhaps  not  having  cast  his  thoughts  that  way. 

"  Is  there  to  be  an  inquest.  Master  Johnny  ?  " 

"  I  heard  so  from  old  Jones.     He  has  gone  over  to  see  the  coroner." 

"  Well,  I  wish  the  investigation  was  all  over  and  done  with,"  said  he. 
"  It  makes  me  uneasy,  though  I  know  I  am  innocent." 

Looking  at  him  sitting  there  in  the  sun,  at  his  beautiful  face  with 
its  truthful  eyes  and  its  silver  hair,  it  was  next  to  impossible  to  believe 
he  could  be  the  author  of  the  two  children's  death.  Only — the  best  of 
us  are  liable  to  mistakes,  and  sometimes  make  them.    I  said  as  much. 

"  /  made  none,  Master  Johnny,"  was  his  answer.  "  AVhen  my  pills 
come  to  be  analyzed— as  of  course  they  must  lie — they  will  be  found 
wholesome  and  innocent." 


The  inquest  did  not  take  place  till  the  Friday.  Old  Jones  had  fixed 
it  for  the  Thursday,  but  the  coroner  put  it  off  to  the  next  day.  And  by 
the  time  Friday  morning  dawned,  opinion  had  veered  round,  and  was 
strongly  in  favour  of  Abel  Crew.  All  the  parish  had  been  to  see  him  ; 
and  his  protestations,  that  he  had  never  in  his  life  put  any  kind  of 
poison  hito  his  medicines,  made  a  great  impression.  The  pOls  could 
not  have  been  in  faidt,  said  everybody.  Dr.  Duffham  might  have 
sealed  them  up  as  a  matter  of  precaution,  but  tlie  mischief  would  not 
be  found  there. 

In  the  middle  of  Church  Dykely,  next  door  to  Perkins  the  butcher's, 
stood  the  Silver  Bear  Inn  ;  a  better  sort  of  public-house,  kept  by  Henry 
Rimmer.  It  was  there  that  the  inquest  was  held.  Henry  Rimmer 
himself  and  Perkins  the  butcher  were  two  of  the  jurymen.  Dobbs  the 
blacksmith  was  another.  They  all  dressed  themselves  in  their  Sunday- 
going  clothes  to  attend  it.  It  was  called  for  two  in  the  afternoon  ;  and 
soon  after  that  hour  the  county  coroner  (who  had  dashed  up  to  the 
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Silver  Bear  In  a  flist  gig,  his  clerk  driving)  and  the  jury  trooped  down 
to  George  Reed's  cottage  and  took  a  look  at  the  two  pale  little  faces 
lying  there  side  by  side.  Then  they  went  back  again,  and_the  pro- 
ceedings began. 

Of  course  as  many  spectators  want  crowding  into  the  room  as  it 
■would  hold.  Three  or  four  chairs  were  there  (besides  those  occupied 
by  the  jury  at  the  table),  and  a  leiich  stood  against  the  wall.  The 
bench  was  speedily  fought  for  and  filled ;  but  Henry  Rimmer's  brother, 
constituting  himself  master  of  the  ceremonies,  reserved  the  chairs  for 
what  he  called  the  "  big  people,"  meaning  those  of  importance  in  the 
place.  The  Squire  Avas  bowed  into  one ;  and  to  my  surprise  I  had 
another.  AVhy,  I. could  not  imagine,  miless  it  was  that  they  remem- 
bered I  was  the  owner  of  George  Reed's  cottage.  But  I  did  not  like  to 
sit  down  when  so  many  older  persons  were  standing,  and  I  would  not 
take  the  chair. 

Some  little  time  was  occupied  with  preliminaries  before  what  might 
be  called  the  actual  inquest  set  in.  First  of  all,  the  coroner  flew  into  a 
passion  because  Abel  Crew  had  not  put  in  an  appearance,  asking  old 
Jones  if  he  supposed  that  was  the  way  justice  must  be  administered  in 
England,  and  that  he  ought  to  have  had  Crew  present.  Old  Jones  who 
was  in  a  regular  fluster  with  it  all,  and  his  legs  more  gouty  than  ever, 
told  the  coroner,  calling  him  "  his  worship,"  that  he  had  understood 
Crew  meant  to  be  present.  Upon  which  the  coroner  sharply  answered 
that  "  understanding "  went  for  nothing,  and  Jones  should  know  his 
business  better. 

However,  in  walked  Abel  Crew  in  the  midst  of  the  contest.  His 
delayed  arrival  was  caused  by  his  difficulty  in  getting  his  damaged  foot 
there ;  which  had  been  accomplished  by  the  help  of  a  stick  and  some- 
body's arm.  Abel  had  dressed  himself  in  his  black  velvet  suit ;  and  as 
he  took  oft"  his  hat  on  entering  and  bowed  respectfufly  to  the  coroner, 
I  declare  he  could  not  be  taken  for  anything  but  a  court!}'  gentleman 
of  the  old  school.  Nobody  offered  him  a  chair.  1  wished  I  had  not 
given  up  mine  :  he  should  have  had  it. 

Evidence  was  first  tendered  of  the  death  of  the  children,  and  of  the 
ten-ible  pain  they  had  died  in.  Duft'ham  and  a  medical  man,  who  was 
a  stranger  and  had  helped  at  the  post-mortem,  testified  to  arsenic  being 
the  cause  of  death.  The  next  (piestion  was,  how  had  it  been  adminis- 
tered ?  A  rumour  arose  in  the  room  that  the  pills  had  been  analyzed  ; 
but  the  result  had  not  transpired.  Every  one  could  see  a  small  paper 
parcel  standing  on  the  table  before  the  coroner,  and  knew  by  its  shape 
tiiat  it  must  contain  the  pill-box. 

Hester  Reed  was  called.  She  said  (giving  her  evidence  very  quietly, 
just  a  sob  and  a  sigh  every  now  and  then  alone  betraying  what  she  felt) 
tliat  she  was  the  wife  of  George  Reed.  Her  two  little  ones — twins, 
aged  eleven  months  and  a  half— had  been  ailing  for  a  day  or  two, 
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seemed  feverish,  woiil<l  not  eat  their  food,  were  very  cross  at  times 
and  uiinatm-ally  still  at  others,  and  she  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
their  teeth  must  be  plaguing  them,  and  thought  she  would  give  them 
some  mild  physic.  Mrs.  Todhetley,  the  Squire's  lady  at  Dyke  Manor, 
had  called  in  on  the  Tuesday  afternoon,  and  agreed  with  her  that  some 
mild  physic " 

"  Confine  your  statement  to  what  is  evidence,"  interrupted  the 
coroner,  sternly, 

Hester  Reed,  looking  scared  at  the  check,  and  perhaps  not  knowing 
what  was  evidence  and  what  not,  went  on  the  best  way  she  could.  Hhe 
and  Ann  Dovey — who  had  been  neighbourly  enough  to  look  in  and 
help  her — had  given  the  children  a  pill  apiece  in  the  evening  after  they 
were  undressed,  mashing  the  pill  up  in  a  little  sugar  and  Avarm  water. 
She  then  put  them  to  bed  upstairs  and  went  to  bed  herself  not  long 
after.  In  the  night  she  and  her  husband  were  awoke  by  the  babies' 
screams,  and  they  thought  it  must  be  convulsions.  Her  husband 
lighted  the  fire  and  ran  for  Dr.  Duffham  ;  but  one  had  died  before 
the  doctor  could  get  there,  and  the  other  died  close  upon  it. 

"What  food  had  you  given  them  during  the  day?"  asked  the 
coroner. 

"  Very  little  indeed,  sir.     They  wouldn't  take  it." 

"What  did  the  little  that  they  did  take  consist  of?  " 

"  It  were  soaked  bread,  sir,  with  milk  and  some  sprinkled  sugar.  I 
tried  them  with  some  potato  mashed  up  in  a  spoonful  o'  broth  at 
midday — we'd  had  a  bit  o'  biled  neck  o'  mutton  for  dinner— but  they 
both  turned  from  it." 

"  Then  all  they  took  that  day  was  bread  soaked  in  milk  and 
sweetened  with  sugar  ?  " 

"  Yes,  it  were,  sir.  But  the  bread  was  soaked  in  warm  water  and 
the  milk  and  sugar  was  put  in  afterwards.  'Twas  but  the  veriest 
morsel  they'd  take,  poor  little  dears  !  " 

"  Was  the  bread — and  the  milk — and  the  sugai-,  the  same  that  the 
rest  of  your  household  used  ?  " 

"  In  course  it  were,  sir.  My  other  children  ate  plenty  of  it.  Their 
appetites  didn't  fail  'em." 

"  Wliere  did  you  get  the  warm  water  from  that  you  say  you  soaked 
the  bread  in  ?  " 

"  Out  o'  the  tea-kettle,  sir.  The  water  was  the  same  tJiat  I  biled  for 
our  tea  morning  and  night." 

"  The  deceased  children,  then,  had  absolutely  no  food  given  to  thorn 
apart  from  what  you  had  yourselves  ?  " 

"  Not  a  scrap,  sir.     Not  a  drop." 

"  Except  the  pills." 

"Excepting  them,  in  course,  sir.  None  o'  the  rest  of  us  wanted 
physic." 

Joliiiny  Ludlow.— IL  4 
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"  Where  did  you  procure  these  pills  ?  " 

She  went  mto  the  history  of  the  pills.  Giving  the  full 'account  of 
them,  as  already  related. 

"  By  your  own  showing,  witness,  it  must  be  three  months,  or  there- 
abouts, since  you  had  that  box  from  Abel  Crew,  spoke  the  coroner. 
"  How  do  you  know  that  the  two  pills  you  administered  to  the  deceased 
children  came  from  the  same  box?  " 

Hester  Eeed's  eyes  opened  wide.  She  looked  as  surprised  as  though 
she  had  been  asked  whether  she  had  procured  the  two  pills  from  the 
moon. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  interposed  one  of  the  jury,  "  how  do  you  know  it  was  the 
same  box?  " 

"  AVliy,  gentlemen,  I  had  no  other  box  of  pills  at  all,  save  that,"  she 
said,  when  her  speech  came  to  her.  "  We've  had  no  physic  but  that 
in  the  cottage  since  winter,  nor  for  ever  so  long  afore.  "  I'U  swear  it 
was  the  same  box,  sirs ;  there  can't  be  no  mistake  about  it." 

"  Did  you  leave  it  about  in  the  way  of  people  ?  "  resumed  the  coroner. 
"  So  that  it  might  be  handled  by  anybody  who  might  come  into  your 
cottage  ?  " 

''No,  sir,"  she  answered,  earnestly.  "  I  nevei-  kept  the  pill-box  but 
in  one  place,  and  that  Avas  on  the  top  of  the  high  press  upstairs  out  of 
harm's  way.  I  put  it  there  the  first  night  Abel  Crew  gave  it  me,  and 
when  I  wanted  to  get  a  pill  or  two  out  for  my  own  taking,  I  used  to 
step  on  a  chair — for  it's  too  high  for  me  to  reach  without — and  help 
myself.  The  box  have  never  been  took  from  the  place  at  all,  sir,  tiU 
Tuesday  night,  when  I  brought  it  downstairs  with  me.  When  I've 
wanted  to  dust  the  press-top,  I've  just  lifted  the  pill-box  with  one  hand 
and  passed  the  duster  along  under  it  with  the  other,  as  I  stood  on  the 
cliair.  It's  the  same  box,  sir;  I'U  swear  to  that  much;  and  it's  the 
same  pills." 

Strong  testimony.  The  coroner  paused  a  moment.  "You  swear 
that,  you  say?    You  are  quite  sure  ?  " 

"  Sir,  I  am  sure  and  positive.  The  box  was  never  took  from  its  place 
since  Abel  Crew  gave  it  me,  till  I  reached  up  for  it  on  Tuesday  evening 
and  carried  it  downstairs." 

"  You  had  been  in  the  habit  of  taking  these  piDs  yourself,  .you  say?  " 

"  I  took  two  three  or  four  times  when  I  first  had  'em,  sir ;  once  I 
took  three  ;  but  since  then  I've  felt  better  and  not  wanted  any." 

"  Did  you  feel  any  inconvenience  from  them  ?     Any  pain  ?  " 

"  Not  a  bit,  sir.  As  I  said  to  Ann  Dovcy  that  night,  when  she  asked 
whether  they  was  fit  pills  to  give  the  children,  they  seemed  as  mild  as 
milk." 

"  Should  you  know  the  box  again,  Avitness?" 

"  Law  yes,  sir,  what  should  hinder  me  ?  "  returned  Hester  Reed, 
inwardly  marvelling  at  what  seemed  so  superfluous  a  question. 
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Tlie  coroner  undid  the  paper,  and  handed  the  box  to  her.  She  was 
standing  close  to  him,  on  the  other  side  his  clerk — who  sat  writing  down 
the  evidence.     "  Is  this  the  box  ?  "  he  asked.     "  Look  at  it  well." 

Mrs.  Reed  did  as  she  was  bid :  turned  it  about  and  looked  "  well." 
"  Yes,  sir,  it  is  the  same  box,"  said  she.  "  That  is,  I  am  nearly  sure 
of  it." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  nearly  sure  ?  "  quickly  asked  the  coroner, 
catching  at  the  word.     "  Have  you  any  doubt  ?  " 

"  Not  no  moral  doubt  at  all,  sir.  Only  them  pill-boxes  is  all  so  like 
one  another.     Yes,  sir,  I'm  sure  it  is  the  same  box." 

"  Open  it,  and  look  at  the  pills.  Are  they,  in  your  judgment,  the 
same  ?  " 

"Just  the  same,  sir,"  she  answered,  after  taking  off  the  lid.'  "  Ono 
might  a'most  know  'em  anywhere.     Only " 

"  Only  what  ?  "  demanded  the  coroner,  as  she  paused. 

"  Well,  sir,  I  fancied  1  had  rather  more  left — six  or  seven  say. 
There's  only  five  here." 

The  coroner  made  no  answer  to  that.  He  took  the  box  from  her 
and  put  on  the  lid.  We  soon  learnt  that  two  had  been  taken  out  for 
the  purpose  of  being  analyzed. 

For  who  should  loom  into  the  room  at  that  juncture  but  Pettipher, 
the  druggist  from  Piefinch  Cut.  He  had  been  analyzing  the  pills  in  a 
hasty  way  in  obedience  to  orders  received  half-an-hour  ago,  and  came 
to  give  the  result.  The  pills  contained  arsenic,  he  said  ;  not  enough 
to  kill  a  gro^vn  person,  he  thought,  but  enough  to  kill  a  child.  As 
Pettipher  was  only  a  small  man  (in  a  business  point  of  view)  and  sold 
groceries  as  well  as  drugs,  and  spectacles  and  car-trumpets,  some  of  us 
did  not  think  much  of  his  opinion,  and  fancied  the  pills  should  have 
been  analyzed  by  Duffham.  That  was  just  like  old  Jones ;  giving  work 
to  the  wrong  man. 

George  Reed  was  questioned,  but  could  tell  nothing,  except  that  he 
had  never  touched  either  bos  or  pills.  While  Ann  Dovey  was  being 
called,  and  the  coroner  had  his  head  bent  over  his  clerk's  notes,  speak- 
ing to  him  in  an  undertone,  Abel  Crew  suddenly  asked  to  be  allowed 
to  look  at  the  pills.  The  coroner,  without  lifting  his  head,  just  pushed 
the  box  down  on  the  green  cloth ;  and  one  of  the  jury  handed  it  over 
his  shoulder  to  Abel  Crew. 

"  This  is  not  the  box  I  gave  Mrs.  Reed,"  said  Abel,  in  a  clear,  firm 
tone,  after  diving  into  it  wth  his  eyes  and  nose.  "  Nor  are  these  the 
pills." 

Up  went  the  coroner's  head  with  a  start.  He  had  supposed  the 
request  to  see  the  box  came  from  a  juryman.  It  might  have  been 
irregular  for  Abel  Crew  to  be  allowed  so  much ;  but  as  it  arose  partly 
through  the  coroner's  own  fault,  he  was  too  wise  to  make  a  commotion 
over  it. 
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"What  is  that  you  say?  "  he  asked,  stretching  out  his  hand  for  the 
box  as  eagerly  as  though  it  had  contained  gold. 

'*  That  this  box  and  these  pills  are  not  the  same  that  I  furnished  to 
Mrs.  Kced,  sir,"  replied  Abel,  advancing  and  placing  the  box  in  the 
coroner's  hand.     "  They  are  not  indeed." 

"  Not  the  same  pills  and  box  ! "  exclaimed  the  coroner.  "  Why, 
man,  you  have  heard  the  evidence  of  the  witness,  Hester  Keed ;  you 
may  see  for  yourself  that  she  spoke  nothing  but  truth.  Don't  talk  non- 
sense here." 

"But  they  are  not  the  same,  sir,"  respectfully  persisted  Abel.  "I 
know  my  own  pills,  and  I  know  my  own  boxes  :  these  are  neither  the 
one  nor  the  other." 

"  Now  that  won't  do ;  you  must  take  us  all  for  fools !  "  exploded  the 
coroner,  who  was  a  man  of  quick  temper.  "  Just  you  stand  back  and 
be  quiet." 

"Never  a  pill-box  went  out  from  my  hands,  sir,  but  it  had  my 
httle  private  mark  upon  it,"  urged  Abel.  "  That  box  does  not  bear 
the  mark." 

"  What  is  the  mark,  pray  ?  "  asked  the  coroner. 

"  Four  little  dots  of  ink  inside  the  rim  of  the  lid,  sir ;  and  four  similar 
dots  inside  the  box  near  the  edge.  They  are  so  faint  that  a  casual 
observer  might  not  notice  them ;  but  they  are  always  there.  Of  all  the 
pill-boxes  now  in  my  house,  sir — and  I  suppose  there  may  be  two  or 
three  dozen  of  them — you  will  not  find  one  but  has  the  mark." 

Some  whispering  had  been  going  on  in  different  parts  of  the  room ; 
but  this  silenced  it.  You  might  have  heard  a  pin  drop.  The  words 
seemed  to  make  an  impression  on  the  coroner :  they  and  Abel  Crew 
w'ere  both  so  earnest. 

"  You  assert  also  that  the  pills  are  not  yours,"  spoke  the  coroner, 
who  was  known  to  be  fond  of  desultory  conversations  while  holding  his 
inquests.     "  What  proof  have  you  of  that  ?  " 

"No  proof;  that  is,  no  proof  that  I  can  advance,  that  would  satisfy 
the  eye  or  ear.  But  I  am  certain,  by  the  look  of  them,  that  those  were 
never  my  pills." 

All  this  took  the  jury  aback ;  the  coroner  also.  It  had  seemed  to 
some  of  them  an  odd  thing  that  Hester  Reed  should  have  swallowed 
two  or  three  of  the  i)ills  at  once  without  their  entailing  an  ache  or  a 
pain,  and  that  one  eacli  had  poisoned  the  babies.  Perkins  the  butcher 
observed  to  the  coroner  that  the  box  must  have  been  changed  since 
Mrs.  Reed  helped  herself  from  it.  Upon  which  the  coroner,  after 
pulling  at  his  whiskers  for  a  moment  as  if  in  thought,  called  out  for 
Mrs.  Reed  to  return. 

But  when  she  did  so,  and  was  further  questioned,  she  only  kept  to 
what  she  had  said  before,  strenuously  d<5nying  that  the  box  could  have 
been  changed.     It  had  npver  been  touched  by  any  hands  but  her  owt| 
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while  it  stood  in  its  place  on  the  press,  and  had  never  been  removed 
from  it  at  all  until  she  took  it  downstairs  on  the  past  Tuesday  night. 

"  Is  the  room  where  this  press  stands  your  own  sleeping-room  ?  " 
asked  the  coroner. 

"  No,  sir.     It's  the  other  room,  where  my  three  children  sleep." 
"  Could  these  children  get  to  the  box  ?  " 
"  Dear  no,  sir !     'Twould  be  quite  impossible." 
"  Had  any  one  an  opportunity  of  handling  the  box  when  yon  took  it 
down  on  Tuesday  night  ?  "  went  on  the  coroner  after  a  pause. 
''Only  Mrs.  Dovey,  sir.     Nobody  else  was  there." 
"  Did  she  touch  it  ?  " 
"  She  laid  hold  of  it  to  look  at  the  pills." 
"  Did  you  leave  her  alone  with  it?  " 

"  No,  sir.  Leastways— yes,  I  did  for  a  minute  or  so,  while  I  went 
into  the  back'us  to  get  the  sugar  and  a  saucer  and  spoon." 
"  Had  she  the  box  in  her  hands  when  you  returned  ?  " 
"  Yes,  sir,  I  thmk  she  had.  I  think  she  was  still  smelling  at  the 
pills.  I  know  the  poor  little  innocents  was  lying  one  on  one  knee,  and 
one  on  t'other,  all  flat,  and  her  two  hands  was  lifted  with  the  box  in 
'em." 

"  It  was  after  that  that  you  took  the  pills  out  of  it  to  give  the 
children  ?  " 

"Yes,  sir;  directly  after.  But  Ann  Dovey  wouldn't  do  nothing 
wrong  to  the  pills,  sir." 

"That  will  do,"  said  the  coroner  in  his  curt  way.  Call  Ann 
Dovey." 

Ann  Dovey  walked  forward  with  a  foce  as  red  as  her  new  bonnet- 
strings.  She  had  heard  the  whole  colloquy :  something  seemed,  too, 
to  have  put  her  out.  Possessing  scant  veneration  for  coroners  at  the 
best  of  times,  and  none  for  the  jury  at  present  assembled,  she  did  not 
feel  disposed  to  keep  down  her  temper. 

The  few  first  questions  asked  her,  however,  afforded  no  opportunitv 
for  resentment,  for  they  were  put  quietly,  and  tended  only  to  extract 
confirmation  of  Mrs.  Reed's  evidence,  as  to  fetching  the  pill-box  from 
upstairs  and  administering  the  pills.  Then  the  coroner  cleared  his 
throat. 

"  Did  you  see  the  last  witness,  Hester  Reed,  go  into  the  back 
kitchen  for  a  spoon  and  saucer  ?  " 

"  I  saw  her  go  and  fetch  'em  from  somewhere,"  replied  Ann  Dovey, 
who  felt  instinctively  the  ball  was  beginning,  and  gave  the  reins  to  her 
temper  accordingl3^ 

"  Did  you  take  charge  of  the  pill-box  while  she  was  gone  ?  " 
"  I  had  it  in  my  hand,  if  you  mean  that." 
"  Did  anybody  come  into  the  kitchen  during  that  interval  ?  " 
"  No  they  didn't,"  was  the  tart  response. 
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"  You  were  alone,  except  for  the  two  infants?  " 

"I  were.    What  of  it?" 

"  Now,  witness,  did  you  do  anytliing  with  that  box  ?  Did  you,  for 
instance,  exchange  it  for  another  ?  " 

"  I  think  you  ought  to  be  ashamed  o'  yourselves,  all  on  you,  to  sit 
and  ask  a  body  such  a  thing !  "  exploded  Mrs.  Dovey,  growing  every 
moment  more  resentful,  at  being  questioned.  "  If  I  had  knowed  the 
bother  that  was  to  spring  up,  I'd  have  chucked  the  box,  pills  and  all, 
into  the  fire  first.     I  wish  I  had  !  " 

"  Was  the  box,  that  you  handed  to  Hester  Reed  on  her  return,  the 
same  box  she  left  with  you  ?     Were  the  pills  the  same  pills  ?  " 

"  Why,  where  d'ye  think  I  could  have  got  another  box  from  ? " 
shrieked  Ann  Dovey.  "  D'you  suppose,  sir,  I  carry  boxes  and  pills 
about  with  me  ?     I  hain't  so  fond  o'  physic  as  all  that  comes  to." 

"  Dovey  takes  pills  on  occasion  for  that  giddiness  of  his ;  I've  seen 
him  take  'em ;  mayhap  you'd  picked  up  a  box  of  his,"  spoke  Dobbs 
the  blacksmith,  mildly. 

That  was  adding  fuel  to  fire.  Two  of  a  trade  don't  agree.  Dovey 
and  Dobbs  were  both  blacksmiths :  the  one  in  Church  Dykely ;  the 
other  in  Piefinch  Cut,  not  much  more,  so  to  say,  than  a  stone's-throw 
from  each  other.  The  men  were  good  friends  enough ;  but  their 
respective  ladies  Avere  apt  to  regard  jealously  all  work  taken  to  the 
rival  establishment.  Any  other  of  the  jurymen  might  have  made  the 
remark  with  comparative  impvmity ;  not  so  Dobbs.  And,  besides  the 
turn  the  inquiry  seemed  to  bo  taking,  Mrs.  Dovey  had  not  been  easj'- 
about  it  in  her  mind  from  the  first ;  proof  of  which  was  furnished  l)y 
the  call,  already  mentioned,  made  by  her  husband  on  Abel  Crew. 

"  Dovey  takes  pills  on  occasion,  do  he  !  "  she  shrilly  retorted.  "  And 
what  do  you  take.  Bill  Dobbs  ?  Pints  o'  beer  when  you  can  get  'em. 
Who  lamed  Poole's  white  hoi"se  the  t'other  day  a-shoeing  him?  " 

"  Silence !  "  sternly  interrupted  the  coroner.  While  Dobbs,  conscious 
of  the  self-importance  imparted  to  him  by  the  post  he  was  now  filling, 
and  of  the  necessity  of  maintaining  the  dignity  of  demeanour  which  he 
was  apt  to  put  on  with  his  best  clothes,  bore  the  aspersion  with 
cijuaniinity  and  a  stolid  face. 

"  Attend  to  me,  witness,  and  confine  yourself  to  replying  to  the 
questions  I  put  to  you,"  continued  the  coroner.  "  Did  you  take  with 
you  any  pills  or  pill-box  of  your  own  when  you  went  to  Mrs.  Koed's 
that  evening  ?  " 

"  No,  I  fZiVZrt'^,"  returned  Ann  Dovey,  the  emphasis  culminating  in  a 
Rob :  and  why  she  should  have  set  on  to  shiver  and  shake  was  more 
than  the  jury  could  understand. 

"  Do  you  wear  pockets  ?  " 

"  What  if  I  do?"  she  said,  after  a  momentary  pauKf.  But  her  lips 
gi-ew  white,  and  I  thought  she  was  trying  to  brave  it  out. 


HESTER  reed's  PILLS.  55 

"  Had  you  a  pocket  on  tliat  evening  ?  " 

"Heaven  be  good  to  me!"  I  heard  her  mutter  under  lier  breath. 
And  if  ever  I  saw  a  woman  look  frightened  nearly  to  death,  Ann 
Dovey  looked  it  then. 

"  Had  you  a  pocket  on  that  evening,  witness  ?  "  repeated  the  coroner, 
sliarply. 

"  Y— es." 

"  AVhat  articles  were  in  it  ?     Do  you  recollect  ? 

"  It  were  a  key  or  two,"  came  the  answer  at  length,  her  very  teeth 
chattering  and  all  the  impudence  suddenly  gone  out  of  her.  "  And  my 
thimble,  sir  ; — and  some  coppers ;  and  a  part  of  a  nutmeg ; — and — and 
I  don't  remember  nothing  else,  sir." 

"  No  box  of  pills?     You  are  sure  you  had  not  that  ?  " 

"Haven't  I  said  so,  sir?  "  she  rejoined,  bursting  into  a  flood  of  tears. 
For  which,  and  for  the  sudden  agitation,  nobody  could  see  any  reason  : 
and  perhaps  it  was  only  that  which  made  the  coroner  harp  upon  the 
same  string.     Her  demeanour  had  become  suspicious. 

"You  had  no  poison  of  any  kind  in  your  pocket,  then  ?  " 

But  he  asked  the  question  in  jest  more  than  earnest.  For  when  she 
went  into  hj^sterics  instead  of  replying,  he  let  her  go.  He  was  used  to 
seeing  witnesses  scared  when  brought  before  him. 

The  verdict  was  not  arrived  at  that  day.  When  other  witnesses 
had  been  examined,  the  coroner  addressed  the  jury.  Ten  of  them 
listened  deferentially,  and  were  quite  prepared  to  return  a  verdict  of 
Manslaughter  against  Abel  Crew;  seemed  red-hot  to  do  it,  in  fact. 
But  two  of  them  dissented.  They  were  not  satisfied,  they  said ;  and 
they  held  out  for  adjourning  the  inquest  to  see  if  any  more  hglit  could 
be  thrown  upon  the  affair.  As  they  evidently  had  the  room  with 
them,  the  coroner  yielded,  and  adjoin-ncd  the  inquest  in  a  temper. 

And  then  it  was  discovered  that  the  name  was  not  Crew  but  Carew. 
Abel  himself  coiTCCted  the  coroner.  Upon  that,  the  coroner  sharply 
demanded  why  he  had  lived  under  a  false  name. 

"  Nay,  sir,"  replied  Abel,  as  dignified  as  you  please,  "  I  have  had  no 
intention  of  doing  so.  When  I  first  came  to  this  neighbourhood  I  gave 
my  name  correctly — Carew :  but  the  people  at  once  converted  it  into 
Crew  by  their  mode  of  pronunciation." 

"  At  any  rate,  you  must  have  sanctioned  it." 

"  Tacitly  I  have  done  so.  What  did  it  signify?  When  I  have  had 
occasion  to  wiite  my  name — but  that  has  been  very  rare — I  have 
wi'itten  it  Carew.  Old  Sir  Peter  Chavasse  knew  it  was  Carew,  and 
used  to  call  me  so ;  as  did  Sir  GeofFry.  Indeed,  sir,  I  have  had  no 
reason  to  conceal  my  name." 

"  That's  enough,"  said  the  coroner,  cutting  him  short.  "  Stand 
back,  Abel  Carew.    The  proceedings  are  adjourned  to  this  day  week." 


IV. 

ABEL  CREW. 

Thlst,<?  are  done  in  remote  country  places  that  would  not  be  done  in 
towns.  Whether  the  law  is  understood  by  us,  or  whether  it  is  not,  it 
often  happens  that  it  is  very  much  exceeded,  or  otherwise  not  acted 
upon.  Tliose  who  have  to  exercise  it  sometimes  show  themselves  as 
ignorant  of  it  as  if  they  had  lived  all  their  lives  in  the  wilds  of  America. 

Old  Jones  the  constable  was  one  of  these.  When  not  checked  by 
his  masters,  the  magistrates,  he  would  do  most  outrageous  things — 
speaking  of  the  law  and  of  common  sense.  And  he  did  one  in 
reference  to  Abel  Crew.  I  still  say  Crew.  Though  it  had  come  out 
that  his  name  was  Carew,  we  should  be  sure  to  call  him  Crew  to  the 
end. 

The  inquest  might  have  been  concluded  at  its  first  sitting,  but  for 
the  two  who  stood  out  against  the  rest  of  the  jury.  Perkins  the  butcher 
and  Dobbs  the  blacksmith.  Truth  to  say,  these  two  had  plenty  of 
intelligence  ;  which  could  not  be  said  of  all  the  rest.  Ten  of  the  jury 
}>ronounced  the  case  to  be  as  clear  as  daylight :  the  infants  had  been 
jioisoned  by  Abel  Crew's  pills  :  and  the  coroner  seemed  to  agi-ee  with 
them — he  hated  trouble.  But  Dobbs  and  Perkins  held  out.  They 
Avcre  not  satisfied,  they  said ;  the  pills  furnished  by  Abel  Crew  might 
not  have  been  the  pills  that  were  taken  by  the  children ;  moreover, 
they  considered  that  the  pills  should  be  "  more  officially "  analyzed. 
Pettipher  the  druggist  was  all  very  well  in  his  small  way,  but  hardly 
up,  in  their  opinion,  to  pronouncing  upon  pills  when  a  man's  life  or 
liberty  was  at  stake.  They  pressed  for  an  adjournment,  that  the  pills 
might  bo  examined  by  some  competent  authority.  The  coroner,  as 
good  as  telling  them  they  were  fools  to  their  faces,  had  adjourned  the 
inquest  in  suppressed  passion  to  that  day  week. 

"  And  I've  got  to  take  care  of  you,  Abel  Crew,"  said  old  Jones, 
floundering  up  on  his  gouty  legs  to  Abel  as  the  jury  and  crowd 
dispersed.     "  You've  got  to  come  along  o'  me." 

"  To  come  where  ?  "  asked  Abel,  who  was  hobbling  towards  home 
on  his  scalded  foot,  by  the  help  of  his  stick  and  the  arm  of  Gibbon  the 
gamekeeper. 

"  To  the  lock-up,"  said  old  Jones. 
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«  To  the  lock-up  !  "  echoed  Abel  Crew. 

"In  course,"  returned  old  Jones.  "Where  else  but  the  lock-up? 
Did  you  think  it  was  to  the  pound  ?  " 

Abel  Crew,  lifting  the  hand  that  held  his  stick  to  brash  a  speck  of 
dirt  off  his  handsome  velvet  coat,  turned  to  the  constable ;  his  refined 
fice,  a  little  paler  than  usual,  gazing  inquiringly  at  old  Jones's,  his 
silver  hair  glistening  in  the  setting  sun. 

"  I  don't  understand  you,  Mr.  Jones,"  he  said  calmly.  "  You  cannot 
mean  to  lock  me  up  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  never !  "  cried  old  Jones,  who  had  a  knack  of  considering 
every  suspected  person  guilty,  aild  treating  them  accordingly.  '■  You 
have  a  cheek,  you  have,  Abel  Crew  !  '  Not  going  to  take  me  to  the 
lock-up,  Mr.  Jones,'  says  you  !     Where  would  you  be  took  to  ?  " 

"  But  there's  no  necessity  for  it,"  said  Abel.  "  I  shall  not  run 
away.    I  shall  be  in  my  house  if  I'm  wanted  again." 

"I  dare  say  you  would!"  said  old  Jones,  ironically.  "You  might 
or  you  mightn't,  you  know.  You  be  as  good  as  committed  for  the 
killing  and  slaying  o'  them  there  two  twins,  and  it's  my  business  to  see 
as  you  daii't  make  your  escape  aforehand,  Abel  Crew." 

Quite  a  company  of  us,  sauntering  out  of  the  inquest-room,  were 
listening  by  this  time.     I  gave  old  Jones  a  bit  of  my  mind. 

"  He  is  not  yet  committed,  Jones,  therefore  you  have  no  right  to 
take  him  or  to  lock  him  up." 

"  You  don't  know  nothing  about  it,  Mr.  Ludlow.  I  do.  The 
crowner  gave  me  a  hint,  and  I'm  acting  on  it.  '  Don't  you  go  and  let 
that  man  escape,'  says  his  worship  to  me  :  '  it'll  be  at  your  peril  if  you 
do.'  '  III  see  to  him,  your  worship,'  says  I.  And  I  be  a-doing 
of  it." 

But  it  was  hardly  likely  that  the  coroner  meant  Abel  Crew  to  be 
confined  in  that  precious  lock-up  for  a  whole  week.  One  night  there 
was  bad  enough.  At  least,  I  did  not  think  he  meant  it ;  but  the  crowd, 
to  judge  by  their  comments,  seemed  divided  on  the  point. 

"  The  shortest  way  to  settle  the  question  will  be  to  ask  the  coroner, 
old  Jones,"  said  I,  turning  back  to  the  Silver  Bear.     "  Come  along." 

"You'd  be  clever  to  catch  him.  Master  Johnny,"  roared  out  old 
Jones  after  me.  "  His  worship  jumped  into  his  gig  ;  it  was  a-waiting 
for  him  when  he  come  out ;  and  his  clerk  druv  him  off  at  a  slapping 
pace." 

It  was  true.  The  coroner  was  gone;  and  old  Jones  had  it  all  his 
own  way ;  for,  you  see,  none  of  us  liked  to  interfere  with  the  edict  of 
an  official  gentleman  who  held  sway  in  the  county  and  sat  on  dead 
people.     Abel  Crew  accepted  the  alternative  meekly. 

"  Any  way,  you  must  allow  me  to  go  home  first  to  lock  my  house 
up,  and  to  see  to  one  or  two  other  little  matters,"  said  he. 

"Not  unless  you  goes  under  my  own  eyes,"  retorted  old  Jones. 
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"  You  might  be  for  destroying  your  stock  o'  pilla  for  fear  they  should 
bear  evidence  again'  you,  Abel  Crew." 

"  My  pills  are,  of  all  things,  what  I  would  not  destroy,"  said  Abel. 
"  They  would  bear  testimony  for  me,  instead  of  against  me,  for  tliey 
are  harmless." 

So  Abel  Crew  hobbled  to  his  cottage  on  the  common,  attended  by 
old  Jones  and  a  tail  of  followers.  Arrived  there,  he  attended  the  first 
thing  to  his  scalded  foot,  dressing  it  with  some  of  his  own  ointment. 
Then  he  secured  some  bread  and  butter,  not  knowing  what  the  accom- 
modation at  the  lock-up  might  be  in  the  shape  of  eatables,  and  changed 
•  his  handsome  quaint  suit  of  clothes  for  those  he  wore  every  day.  After 
that,  he  was  escorted  back  to  the  lock-up. 

NoAV,  the  lock-up  was  in  Piefinch  Cut,  nearly  opposite  to  Dovey  the 
blacksmith's.  The  Squire  remembered  the  time  when  the  lock-up  stood 
alone  ;  when  Piefinch  Cut  had  no  more  houses  in  it  than  Piefinch  Lane 
now  has ;  but  since  then  Piefinch  Cut  had  been  built  upon  and  in- 
habited ;  houses  touching  even  the  sacred  walls  of  the  lock-up.  A 
tape-and-cotton  and  sweetstuff  shop  supported  it  on  one  side,  and  a 
small  pork-butcher's  on  the  other.  Pettipher's  drug  shop,  should 
anybody  be  curious  on  the  point,  was  next  to  the  tape-and-cotton 
mart. 

To  see  Abel  Crew  amving  in  the  custody  of  old  Jones  the  constable, 
the  excited  stragglers  after  them,  astonished  Piefinch  Cut  not  a  little. 
Figg  the  pawnbroker — who  was  originally  from  Alcester — considered 
himself  learned  in  the  law.  Anyway,  he  was  a  gi-eat  talker,  and  liked 
t(;  give  his  opinion  upon  every  topic  that  might  turn  up.  His  shop 
joined  Dovey's  forge :  and  when  we  arrived  there,  Figg  was  outside, 
holding  forth  to  Dovey,  who  had  his  shirt-sleeves  rolled  up  above  his 
elbows  as  usual,  his  leather  apron  on.  Mrs.  Dovey  stood  listening 
behind,  in  the  smart  go^^^l  and  red-ribboned  bonnet  she  had  worn  at 
the  inquest. 

"  Why — what  on  earth ! — ^have  they  been  and  gone  and  took  up 
Crew  ?  "  cried  Figg  in  surprise. 

"  It  is  an  awful  shame  of  old  Jones,"  I  broke  in ;  spealdng  more  to 
Dovey  than  Figg,  for  Figg  was  no  favourite  of  mine.  "  A  whole  week 
of  the  lock-up !     Only  think  of  it,  Dovey  I  " 

"But  have  they  brought  it  in  again'  him,  Master  Johnny?"  cried 
Dovey,  unfolding  his  gi'imy  arms  to  touch  his  paper  cap  to  me  as  he 
spoke. 

"  No ;  that's  what  they  have  not  done.  The  inquest  is  adjourned 
for  a  week ;  and  I  don't  believe  old  Jones  has  a  right  to  take  him  at 
all.     Not  legally,  you  know." 

"  That's  just  what  her  l)rought  word,"  said  Dovey,  with  a  nod  in  the 
direction  of  his  wife.  "  '  Well,  how  be  it  turned,  Ann?  '  says  I  to  her 
when  her  come  back — for  I'd  a  sight  o'  work  in  to-day  and  couldn't 
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go  myself.  '  Oh,  it  haven't  turned  no  ways  yet,  Jack,'  says  her ;  '  it  l)e 
put  off  to  next  week.'    There  he  goes!  right  in." 

This  last  remark  applied  to  Abel  Crew.  After  fumbling  in  his  pocket 
fur  the  two  big  keys,  tied  together  with  string,  and  then  fumbling  at 
the  latch,  old  Jones  succeeded  in  opening  the  door.  Not  being  nnich 
used,  the  lock  was  apt  to  grow  rusty.  Then  he  stood  back,  and  with  a 
flourish  of  hands  motioned  Abel  in.     He  made  no  resistance. 

"  They  must  know  for  certain  as  'twere  his  pills  what  done  it,"  struck 
in  Mrs.  Dovey. 

"  No,  they  don't,"  said  I.  "  What's  more,  I  do  not  think  it  was  his 
pills.  Abel  Crew  says  he  never  put  poison  in  his  pills  yet,  and  I 
beheve  him." 

"  Well,  and  no  more  it  don't  stand  to  reason  as  he  would,  Mr. 
Ludlow,"  said  Figg,  a  man  whose  self-complaisance  was  not  to  be  put 
down  by  any  amount  of  discouragement.     "  I  were  just  a-saying  so  to 

Dovey Why  have  old  Jones  took  him  up  ?  "  went  on  Figg  to 

Gibbon  the  gamekeeper,  who  came  striding  by. 

"  Jones  says  he  has  the  coroner's  orders  for  it,"  answered  Gibbon. 

"  Look  here,  I  know  a  bit  about  law,  and  I  know  a  man  oughtn't 
to  be  shut  up  till  some  charge  is  brought  again'  him,"  contended 
Figg.  "  Crew's  pills  is  suspected,  but  he  have  not  been  charged 
yet." 

"  Anyway,  it's  what  Jones  has  gone  and  done,"  said  Gibbon. 
"  Perhaps  he  is  right.  And  a  week's  not  much ;  it'll  soon  pass.  But 
as  to  any  pills  of  Abel  Crew's  having  killed  them  children,  it's  just  pre- 
posterous to  think  of  it." 

"  What  d'ye  suppose  did  kill  'em,  then,  Richard  Gibbon  ?  "  demanded 
Ann  Dovey,  a  hot  flush  on  her  face,  her  tone  full  of  resentment. 

"  That's  just  what  has  to  be  found  out,"  returned  Gibbon,  passing  on 
his  way, 

"  If  it  hadn't  been  for  Dobbs  and  Butclier  Perkins  holding  out  again' 
it,  Crew  'ud  ha'  been  brought  in  guilty  safe  enough,"  said  Ann  Dovey. 
And  the  tone  was  again  so  excited,  so  bitterly  resentful  against  Dobbs 
and  Perkins,  that  I  could  not  help  looking  at  her  in  wonder.  It  sounded 
just  as  though  the  non-committal  of  Abel  were  a  wrong  inflicted  upon 
lierself. 

"  No,  he  would  not  have  been  brought  in  guilty,"  I  answered  her ; 
"  he  would  have  been  committed  for  trial ;  but  that's  a  different  thing. 
If  the  matter  could  be  sifted  to  the  bottom,  I  know  it  would  be  found 
that  the  mischief  did  not  He  witli  Abel  Crew's  pills.  There,  ]\Irs. 
Dovey ! " 

She  was  looking  at  me  out  of  the  comers  of  her  eyes — for  all  the 
world  as  if  she  were  afraid  of  me,  or  of  what  I  said.  I  could  not  make 
her  out. 

"  Why  should  you  wish  so  particularly  to  bring  it  home  to  Crew  ?  " 
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I  pointedly  asked  her;  and  Figg  turned  round  to  look  at  her,  as  if 
seconding  the  question. 

"  Me  want  particular  to  bring  it  home  to  Crew ! "  she  retorted,  her 
voice  rising  with  temper ;  or  perhaps  with  fear,  for  she  trembled  like 
an  aspen  leaf.  "  I  don't  want  to  bring  it  home  particular  to  him,  Mr. 
Ludlow.     It  were  his  pills,  though,  all  the  same,  that  did  it." 

And  with  that  she  whisked  througli  the  forge  to  her  kitchen. 


On  the  morning  following  I  got  old  Jones  to  let  me  into  the  lock-up. 
The  place  consisted  of  two  rooms  opening  into  one  another,  and  a  small 
square  space,  no  bigger  than  a  closet,  at  the  end  of  the  passage,  where 
they  kept  the  pen  and  ink.  For  that  small  space  had  a  window  in  it, 
looking  on  to  the  fields  at  the  back  ;  the  two  rooms  had  only  skylights 
in  the  roof.  In  the  inner  room  a  narrow  iron  bedstead  stood  against 
the  wall,  a  mattress  and  blanket  on  it.  Abel  was  sitting  on  that  when 
we  went  in. 

"  You  must  have  been  lively  here  last  night,  Abel !  " 

"Yes,  very,  sir,"  answered  he,  with  a  half-smOe.  "  I  did  not  really 
mind  it;  I  am  used  to  be  alone.  I  could  have  done  with  fewer  rats, 
though." 

"  Oh,  are  there  rats  here  ?  " 

"  Lots  of  them.  Master  Johnny.  I  don't  like  rats.  They  came  upon 
my  face,  and  all  about  me." 

"  Why  does  old  Jones  not  set  traps  for  them  ?  He  considers  this 
place  to  be  under  his  special  protection." 

"  There  are  too  many  for  any  trap  to  catch,"  answered  Abel. 

Old  Jones  had  gone  oft'  to  the  desk  in  tlie  closet,  having  placed  some 
bread  and  butter  and  milk  on  the  shelf  for  Abel.  His  errand  there  was 
to  enter  the  cost  of  the  bread  in  the  account-book,  to  be  settled  for 
later.  A  prisoner  in  the  lock-up  was  commonly  treated  to  bread  and 
water :  old  Jones  had  gi'aciously  allowed  this  one  to  pay  for  some 
butter  and  milk  out  of  his  own  pocket. 

"  I  don't  want  to  treat  'em  harsher  nor  I  be  obliged.  Master  Ludlow," 
he  said  to  me,  when  coming  in,  in  reference  to  the  butter  and  the  milk 
he  was  carrying.  "  Abel  Crew  have  been  known  as  a  decent  man  ever 
since  he  come  among  us  :  and  if  he  chooses  to  pay  for  the  butter  and 
the  milk,  there  am't  no  law  against  his  having  'em.  'Tain't  as  if  he  was 
a  burglar." 

"  No,  he  is  not  a  burglar,"  I  answered.  "  And  yon  must  mind  that 
you  do  not  get  into  the  wrong  box  about  him.  There's  neither  la^\ 
nor  justice  in  locking  him  up,  Jones,  before  he  is  charged." 

"  If  I  had  never  locked  up  nobody  till  they  was  charged,  I  should 
ha'  been  in  the  wrong  box  many  a  time  afore  now,"  said  old  Jones, 
doggedly.     "  Look  at  that  tliere  man  last  Ciu-istmas ;  what  I  caught 
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piowlinj:  ill  the  groiunls  at  Parrifei"  Hall,  ■with  a  whole  set  of  house- 
breakuig  tilings  concealed  in  his  pockets !  After  I'd  took  him,  and 
lodged  him  in  here  safe,  it  was  found  that  he  was  one  o'  the  woi-st 
characters  in  the  county,  only  let  out  o'  "Worcester  goal  two  days  before. 
Suppose  I'd  not  took  him,  Master  Johnny?  where  'ud  the  SDOons  at 
TaiTifer  Hall  h?;  been?" 

••  That  was  a  different  case  altogether." 

"  /  know  what  I'm  about,"  returned  Jones.  "  The  coroner,  he  just 
give  me  a  nod  or  two,  looking  at  Crew  as  he  give  it.  I  knew  what  it 
meant,  sir :  a  nod's  as  good  as  a  wink  to  a  blind  horse." 

Anyway,  Jones  had  him,  here  in  the  lock-up  :  and  had  gone  off  to 
enter  the  loaf  in  the  account-book;  and  I  wms  sitting  on  the  bench 
ojiposite  Abel. 

"  It  is  a  wicked  shame  of  them  to  have  put  you  here,  Abel." 

"  It  is  not  legal — as  I  believe,"  he  answered.  "  And  I  am  sure  it 
is  not  just,  sir.  I  swear  those  pills  and  that  box  produced  at  the  inquest 
were  none  of  mine.  They  never  went  out  of  my  hands.  Old  Jones 
thinks  he  is  doing  right  to  secure  me,  I  suppose,  and  he  is  civil  over 
it ;  so  I  must  not  grumble.  He  brought  me  some  water  to  wash  in 
this  morning,  and  a  comb." 

"  But  there's  no  sense  in  it.  You  would  not  attempt  to  escape ;  you 
would  wait  for  the  reassembUng  of  the  inquest." 

"Escape  !"  he  exclaimed.  "I  should  be  the  first  to  remain  for  it. 
I  am  more  anxious  than  any  one  to  have  the  matter  investigated. 
Truth  to  say.  Master  Johnny,  my  curiosity  is  excited.  Hester  Reed 
is  so  persistent  in  regard  to  their  being  the  pills  and  box  that  I  gave 
lier ;  and  as  she  is  a  truthful  honest  woman,  one  can't  see  where  the 
mistake  lies.     There  must  be  a  mystery  in  it  somewhere." 

''  Suppose  you  are  committed  to  take  your  trial  ?  And  found 
guilty?" 

"  That  I  shall  be  committed,  I  look  upon  as  certain,"  he  answered. 
"  As  to  being  found  guilty — if  I  am,  I  must  bear  it.  God  knows  my 
innocence,  and  I  shall  hope  that  in  time  He  will  bring  it  to  light." 

"All  the  same,  Abel,  they  ought  not  to  put  you  in  here." 

"  That's  true,  sir." 

"  And  then  there  will  be  the  hing  in  prison  until  the  assizes — two 
or  three  good  months  to  come  !     Don't  go  and  die  of  it,  Abel." 

"  No,  I  shall  not  do  tliat,"  he  answered,  smiling  a  little.  "  The  con- 
sciousness of  innocence  wnll  keep  me  up." 

I  sat  looking  at  him.  "What  light  could  get  in  through  the  dusty 
skylight  fell  on  his  silver  hair,  which  fell  back  from  his  pale  face.  He 
held  his  head  down  in  thought,  onlj-  raising  it  to  answer  me.  Some 
movement  in  the  closet  betokened  old  Jones's  speedy  approach,  and 
I  hastened  to  assure  Abel  that  all  sensible  people  would  not  doubt  his 
innocence. 
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"  No  one  need  doubt  it,  Master  Johnny,"  he  answered  firmly,  his 
eye  kindling.  "  I  never  had  a  grain  of  arsenic  in  ray  house ;  I  have 
never  had  any  olher  poison.  There  are  herbs  from  which  poison  may 
be  distilled,  but  I  have  never  gathered  them.  When  it  comes  to  people 
needing  poison — and  there  are  some  diseases  of  the  human  frame  that 
it  may  oe  gooa  lOr — i^B^  snouict  go  to  a  qualified  medical  man,  not  to 
a  herbalist.  No.  I  have  never,  never  had  poison  or  poisonous  iierbs 
withing  my  dwelling ;  therefore  (putting  other  reasons  aside)  it  is  m- 
jmssible  that  tliose  pills  can  have  been  my  pil'.s.  God  hears  me  say  it, 
and  knows  that  it  is  true." 

Old  Jones,  balancir,'^  the  keys  in  his  hand,  was  standing  within  the 
room,  listening.  Abel  Grew  was  so  respectab^3  and  coiirteous  a  prisoner, 
compared  with  those  he  generally  had  in  the  lock-up,  burglars,  tipsy 
men,  and  the  Hke,  returning  him  a  "  thank  you  "  instead  of  an  oath, 
that  he  had  already  begun  to  regard  him  with  some  favour,  and  the 
assertion  seemed  to  make  an  impression  on  him. 

"  Look  here,"  said  he.  "  Whose  pills  could  they  have  been,  if  they 
warn't  yours  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  imagine,"  returned  Abel  Crew.  "  I  am  as  curious  aboiit 
it  as  any  one  else— Master  Ludlow  here  knows  I  am.  I  dare  say  it 
will  come  out  sometime.     They  could  not  have  been  made  up  by  me." 

"  What  was  that  you  told  the  coroner  about  your  pill-boxes  being 
marked  ? "  asked  old  Jones. 

"And  so   they  are  marked;    all   of  them.     The  pill-box    I  saw, 

there '* 

"I  mean  the   stock   o'  boxes  you've  got  at  home.    Be  they  all 

marked?" 

"  Every  one  of  them.  When  I  have  in  a  fresh  lot  of  pill-boxes  the 
first  thing  I  do,  on  bringing  them  home,  is  to  mark  them." 

"  Then  look  here.  You  just  trust  me  with  the  key  of  your  place, 
and  tell  me  where  the  boxes  are  to  be  found,  and  I'll  go  and  secure 
'em,  and  lay  'em  afore  the  coroner.  If  they  be  all  found  marked,  it'll 
tell  in  your  favour" 

The  advice  sounded  good,  and  Abel  Crew  handed  over  his  key. 
Jones  looked  solemn  as  he  and  I  went  away  together. 

"  It's  an  odd  thing,  though,  Master  Johnny,  ain't  it,  how  the  pison 
could  ha'  got  into  them  there  pills,"  said  he  slowly,  as  he  put  the  big 
key  into  the  lock  of  the  outer  door. 

And  we  had  an  audience  round  us  before  the  words  were  well 
spoken.  To  see  the  lock-up  made  fast  when  there  was  a  prisoner 
within  it,  was  always  a  coveted  recreation  in  Piefinch  Cut.  Several 
individuals  had  come  running  up;  not  to  speak  of  children  from  the 
gutters.  Dovey  stood  gazing  in  front  of  his  forge ;  Figg,  who  liked 
to  be  lounging  about  outside  when  he  had  no  customers  transacting 
delicate  negotiations  ^\^thin,  backed  against  his  shop-window,  and  stared 
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in  concert  with  Dovey.  Jones  floimshing  the  formidable  keys,  crossed 
over  to' them." 

"  How  do  he  feel  to-day  ?  "  asked  Figg,  nodding  towards  the  lock-np, 

"  He  don't  feel  no  worse  appariently  than  he  do  other  days,"  replied 
old  Jones.     "  It  be  a  regular  odd  thing,  it  be." 

"  What  be  odd?  "  asked  Dovey. 

"  How  the  pison  could  ha'  got  into  them  there  pills.  Crew  saj's  he 
has  never  had  no  pison  in  his  place  o'  no  kind,  herbs  nor  else." 

"  And  I  would  pledge  my  word  that  it  is  the  truth,"  I  put  in. 

"  Well,  and  so  I  think  it  is,"  said  Dovey.  "  Last  night  George  Reed 
was  in  here  a-talking.  He  says  he  one  day  come  across  Abel  Crew 
looking  for  herbs  in  the  copse  behind  the  Grange.  Crew  was  picking 
and  choosing :  some  herbs  he'd  leave  alone,  and  some  ho  dug  up. 
Eeed  spied  out  a  fine-looking  plant,  and  called  to  him.  Up  comes 
Crew,  trowel  in  hand,  bends  domi  to  take  a  look,  and  then  gives  his 
head  a  shake.  'That  won't  do  for  me,'  says  he,  'that  plant  has 
])oisonous  properties,'  says  he ;  '  and  I  never  meddles  with  them  that 
has,'  says  he.  George  Reed  told  us  that  much  in  this  here  forge  last 
night.     Him  and  his  wife  have  a'most  had  words  about  it." 

"  Had  words  about  what  ?  "  asked  old  Jones. 

"  Why,  about  them  pills.  Reed  tells  her  that  if  it  is  the  pills  what 
poisoned  the  young  ones,  she  have  made  some  mull  o'  the  box  Abel 
give  her  and  got  it  changed.  But  he  don't  believe  as  'twere  the  pills 
at  all.  And  Hester  Reed,  she  sticks  to  it  that  she  never  made  no  mull 
o'  the  box,  and  that  the  pills  is  the  same." 

At  this  juncture,  happening  to  timi  my  head,  I  saw  Mrs.  Dovey  at 
(lie  door  at  the  back  of  the  forge,  her  face  screwed  round  the  doorpost, 
listening ;  and  there  was  a  great  fear  on  it.  Seeing  me  looking  at  her, 
she  disappeared  like  a  shot,  and  quietly  closed  the  door.  A  thought 
Hashed  across  me. 

"  That  woman  knows  more  about  it  than  she  will  say !  And  it  is 
frightening  her.     What  can  the  mystery  be  ?  " 

The  children  were  buried  on  the  Sunday  afternoon,  all  the  parish 
flocking  to  the  funeral ;  and  the  next  morning  Abel  Crew  was  released. 
Whether  old  Jones  had  become  doubtful  as  to  the  legahty  of  what  he 
had  done,  or  whether  he  received  a  mandate  from  the  coroner  by  the 
early  post,  no  one  knew.  Certaui  it  was,  that  before  nine  o'clock  old 
Jones  held  the  lock-up  doors  open,  and  Abel  Crew  walked  out.  It 
was  thought  that  some  one  must  have  written  privately  to  the  coroner 
— which  was  more  than  likely.  Old  Jones  was  down  in  the  mouth  all 
day,  as  if  he  had  had  an  official  blowing-up. 

Abel  and  his  stick  went  home.  The  rest  and  his  own  doctoring  had 
very  nearly  cured  the  instep.  On  the  Saturday  old  Jones  had  made  a 
descent  upon  the  cottage  and  cleared  it  of  the  pill-boxes.  Jones  found 
that  everj'  box  had  Abel's  private  mark  upon  it. 
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"  Well,  this  is  a  curious  start,  Crew ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Duffham, 
meeting  him  as  he  was  turning  in  at  his  gate.  "  Now  in  the  lock-up, 
and  now  out  of  it !  It  may  be  old  Jones's  notion  of  law,  but  it  is  not 
mine.    How  have  you  enjoyed  it  ?  " 

"  It  would  not  have  been  so  bad  but  for  the  rats,  sir,"  replied  Abel. 
"I  could  see  a  few  stars  shining  through  the  skylight." 


The  days  went  on  to  the  Thursday,  and  it  was  now  the  evening  before 
the  adjourned  inquest.  Tod  and  I,  in  consideration  of  the  popular 
ferment,  had  taken  the  Squire  at  a  favourable  moment,  and  extracted 
from  him  another  week's  holiday.  Opinions  were  divided :  some 
believed  in  Crew,  others  in  the  poisoned  pills.  As  to  Crew  himself,  he 
was  out  in  his  garden  as  usual,  attending  to  his  bees,  and  his  herbs  and 
flowers,  and  quietly  awaiting  the  good  or  the  ill  luck  that  Fate  miglit 
have  in  store  for  him. 

It  was  Thursday  evening,  I  say  ;  and  I  was  taking  tea  with  Duflham. 
Having  looked  in  upon  him,  when  rushing  about  the  place,  he  asked  me  to 
stay.  The  conversation  turned  upon  the  all-engrossing  topic ;  and  1 
chanced  to  mention  that  the  behaviour  of  Ann  Dovey  puzzled  me. 
Upon  that,  Duft'ham  said  that  it  was  puzzling  him.  He  had  been 
called  in  to  her  the  previous  day,  and  found  her  in  a  regular  fever, 
eyes  anxious,  breatli  hysterical,  fece  hectic.  Since  the  day  of  the 
inquest  she  had  been  more  or  less  in  this  state,  and  the  blacksmith 
told  Duffham  he  could  not  make  out  what  had  come  to  her.  "  Them 
pills  have  drove  her  mad,  sir,"  were  Dovey's  words ;  "  she  can't  get 
'em  oft' her  mind." 

The  last  cup  of  tea  was  pom-ed  out,  and  Duffhanl  was  shaking  round 
the  old  black  pot  to  see  if  he  could  squeeze  out  any  more,  when  we 
received  an  interruption.  Dovey  came  bursting  in  upon  us  straight 
from  his  forge;  his  black  hair  ruffled,  his  small  dark  face  hot  with 
flurry.  It  was  a  singular  tale  he  had  come  to  tell.  His  wife  had  been 
making  a  confession  to  him.  Driven  pretty  nearly  out  of  her  mind  by 
the  weight  of  a  secret,  she  could  hold  it  no  longer. 

To  begin  at  the  beginning.  Dovey's  house  swarmed  wth  black- 
beetles.  Dovey  himself  did  not  mind  the  animals,  but  Mrs.  Dovey 
did ;  and  no  wonder,  when  she  could  not  step  out  of  bed  in  the  night 
without  putting  her  foot  on  one.  But,  if  Dovey  did  not  dislike  black- 
beetles,  there  was  another  thing  he  did  dislike — hated  in  fact ;  and 
that  was  the  stuft"  called  beetle-powder :  which  professed  to  kill  them. 
Mrs.  Dovey  would  have  scattered  some  on  the  floor  every  night ;  but 
Dovey  would  not  allow  it.  He  forbid  her  to  bring  a  grain  of  it  into  the 
house :  it  was  nothing  but  poison,  he  said,  and  might  chance  to  kill 
themselves  as  well  as  the  beetles.  Ann  Dovey  had  her  way  in  most 
matters,  for  Dovey  was  easy,  as  men  and  husbands  go ;  but  when  once 
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he  jnit  his  veto  on  a  thing,  she  knew  she  might  as  well  try  to  turn  the 
house  round  as  turn  him. 

Now  what  did  Ann  Dovcy  do  ?  On  that  very  Easter  Tuesday,  as  it 
chanced,  as  soon  as  dusk  liad  set  in,  off  she  went  to  Dame  Chad's 
general  shop  in  Church  Dykely,  where  the  beetle-power  was  sold,  and 
bought  a  packet  of  it.  It  seemed  to  her,  that  of  the  choice  between 
two  evils — to  put  up  with  the  horrible  black  animals,  or  to  disobey  Dovey, 
the  latter  was  the  more  agreeable.  She  could  easily  shake  some  of 
the  powder  down  lightly  of  a  night ;  the  beetles  would  eat  it  up  before 
morning,  and  Dovey  would  never  know  it.  Accordingly,  paying  for 
the  powder — a  square  packet,  done  up  in  blue  paper,  on  which  Avas 
labelled  "  Poison  "  in  as  large  letters  as  the  printer  could  get  into  the 
space— she  thrust  it  into  the  depths  of  her  gown-pocket — it  w^as  her 
holiday  gown — and  set  off  home  again.  Calling  in  at  George  Keed's 
cottage  on  her  way,  she  there  assisted,  as  it  also  chanced,  in  administer- 
ing the  pills  to  the  unfortimate  cliildren.  And  perhaps  her  motive  for 
calling  in  was  not  so  much  from  a  love  of  presiding  at  physic-giving, 
as  that  she  might  be  able,  when  she  got  home,  to  say  "  At  Reed's,"  if 
her  husband  asked  her  where  she  had  been.  It  fell  out  as  she  thought. 
No  sooner  had  she  put  foot  inside  the  forge  than  Dovey  began, 
"  Where'st  been,  Ann  ?  "  and  she  told  him  at  Reed's,  helping  with  the 
sick  little  ones.  Dovey 's  work  was  over  for  the  night ;  he  wanted  his 
supper ;  and  she  had  no  opportunity  of  using  the  beetle-powder.  It 
was  left  untouched  in  the  pocket  of  her  gown.  The  following  morning 
came  the  astounding  news  of  the  children's  death ;  and  in  the  excite- 
ment caused  by  that,  Mrs.  Dovey  lost  sight  of  the  powder.  Perhaps 
she  thought  that  the  general  stir  might  cause  Dovey  to  be  more 
wakeful  than  usual,  and  that  she  might  as  well  let  the  powder  be  for  a 
short  time.  It  was  safe  where  it  was,  in  her  hung-up  gown.  Dovey 
never  meddled  with  her  pockets :  on  or  oiF,  they  were  no  concern  of 
his. 

But,  on  the  Friday  morning,  when  putting  on  this  same  holiday 
gown  to  attend  the  inquest,  to  which  she  had  been  summoned,  what 
was  her  horror  to  find  the  packet  burst,  and  her  pocket  filled  wit]i  the 
loose  powder.  Mrs.  Dovey  had  no  greater  love  for  beetle-powder  in 
itself  than  she  had  for  beetles,  and  visibly  shuddered.  She  could  not 
empty  it  out ;  there  it  had  to  remain  ;  for  Dovey,  excited  by  his  wife's 
having  to  give  evidence,  was  in  and  out  of  her  room  like  a  dog  in  a 
fair ;  and  she  went  off  perforce  with  the  stuff  in  her  pocket.  And 
when  during  her  examination  the  questions  took  the  turn  they  did 
take,  and  the  coroner  asked  her  whether  she  had  had  anj-  poison  in  her 
pocket  that  night  at  George  Reed's ;  this,  with  the  consciousness  of 
what  had  been  that  night  in  her  pocket,  of  what  was  in  her  pocket  at 
that  very  moment,  then  present,  nearly  frightened  her  into  fits.  From 
that  hour,  Ann  Dovey  had  hved  in  a  state  of  terror.     It  was  not  that 
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she  believed  anj'  of  the  beetle-powder  could  have  got  inside  the  ill-fated 
young  ones  (though  she  did  not  feel  quite  easy  on  the  point),  as  that 
she  feared  the  accusation  might  be  shifted  off  Crew's  shoulders  and  on 
to  hers.  On  this  Thursday  evening  she  could  hold  out  no  longer  ;  and 
disclosed  all  to  Dovey. 

Dovey  burst  upon  us  in  a  heat.  He  was  as  straightforward  a  man 
as  ever  lived,  of  an  intensely  honest  nature,  and  could  no  more  have 
kept  it  in,  now  that  he  knew  it,  than  he  could  have  given  up  all 
righteous  dealing  together.  His  chief  concern  was  to  tell  the  truth, 
and  to  restore  peace  to  his  wife.  He  went  through  the  narrative  to 
Duffham  without  stopping ;  and  seemed  not  in  the  least  to  care  for  my 
being  present. 

"  It  ain't  j)0ssible,  sir,  there  ain't  a  moral  ^wssibility  that  any  o'  that 
there  di'atted  powder  could  have  come  anigh  the  babies,"  wound  up 
Dovey.  "  I  should  be  thankful,  sir,  if  you'd  come  down  and  quieten 
her  a  bit ;  her  be  in  a  fine  way." 

What  with  surprise,  and  what  vntli  the  man's  rapid  speech,  Duffham 
had  not  taken  in  one-half  of  the  tale.  He  had  simply  sat  behind  the 
teapot  and  stared. 

"  My  good  felloAV,  I  don't  understand,"  he  said.     "  A  pocketful  of 
poison  !     What  on  earth  made  her  take  poison  to  George  Keed's  ?  " 
So  Dovey  went  over  the  heads  of  the  story  again. 
"  'Twas  in  her  pocket,  sir,  our  Ann's,  it's  true  ;  but  the  chances  are 
that  at  that  time  the  paper  hadn't  burst.     None  of  it  coKkhi't  ha'  got 
to  them  there  two  young  ones." 

To  see  the  blacksmith's  earnestness  was  good.  His  face  was  as 
eager,  his  tone  as  imploring,  as  though  he  were  pleading  for  his  life. 

"  And  it  'ud  be  a  work  of  charity,  sir,  if  you'd  just  stei:)  down  and 
see  her.  I'd  pay  handsome  for  the  visit,  sir ;  anything  you  please  to 
charge.     She's  like  one  going  right  out  of  her  mind." 

"  I'll  come,"  said  Duffham,  who  had  his  curiosity  upon  tlie  point. 
And  the  blacksmith  set  off  on  the  run  home  again. 
"  Well,  this  is  a  curious  thing  ! "  exclaimed  Duffham,  when  he  had 
gone. 

"  Could  the  beetle-powder  have  poisoned  the  children  ?  "  I  asked. 
"  I  don't  know,  Johnny.     It  is  an  odd  tale  altogether.     We  'will  go 
down  and  inquire  into  it." 

Wliich  of  course  implied  that  he  expected  me  to  go  with  him. 
Nothing  loath  was  I ;  more  eager  than  he. 

Finishing  what  was  left  of  the  tea  and  bread-and-butter,  w^o  went  on 
to  Piefinch  Cut.  Ann  Dovey  was  alone,  except  for  her  husband  and 
mother.  She  flung  herself  on  the  sofa  when  she  saw  us — the  black- 
smith's house  was  comfortably  off  for  furniture — and  began  to  scream. 

"Now,  just  you  stop  that,  Ann  Dovey,"  said  Duffham,  who  was 
always  short  with  hysterics.     "  I  want  to  come  to  the  bottom  of  this 
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husiness;  you  can't  tell  it  me  while  you  scream.    What  in  the  ■world 
possessed  you  to  go  about  with  your  pocket  full  of  poison?  " 

She  had  her  share  of  sen^e,  and  knew  Duffham  was  not  one  to  he 
trifled  with ;  so  she  told  the  talc  as  well  as  slic  could  for  sobbing. 

"  Have  you  mentioned  this  out  of  doors  ?  "  was  the  first  question 
Duffham  asked  when  it  was  over. 

"  No,"  interposed  Dovey.  "  I  tolled  'er  afore  I  come  to  you  not  to 
be  soft  enough  for  that.  Not  a  soul  have  heard  it,  sir,  but  me  and 
her  "—pointing  to  the  old  mother — "and  you  and  Master  Johnny. 
We  don't  want  all  the  parish  swarming  about  us  like  so  many  hornets." 

"  Good,"  said  Duffham.  "  But  it  is  rather  a  serious  thing,  I  fear. 
Uncertain,  at  any  rate." 

"  Be  it,  sir  ?  "  returned  Ann,  raising  her  heavy  eyes  questioningly. 
»  Do  you  think  so  ?  " 

"  Why,  you  see,  the  mischief  must  have  lain  between  that  beetle- 
powder  and  Crew's  pills.  As  Crew  is  so  carefvd  a  man,  I  don't  think  it 
could  have  been  the  pills  ;  and  that's  the  truth." 

"  But  how  could  the  beetle-powder  have  got  anigh  the  children  out 
of  my  pocket,  sir  ?  "  she  asked,  her  eyes  wild.  "  I  never  put  my  hand 
into  my  pocket  while  I  sat  there  ;  I  never  did." 

"  You  can't  be  sure  of  that,"  returned  Duffham.  "  We  may  put  our 
hands  into  our  pockets  fifty  times  a  day  without  remembering  it." 

"  D'you  suppose,  sir,  I  should  take  out  some  o'  that  there  beetle- 
powder  and  cram  it  down  the  poor  innocents'  throats  ?  "  she  demanded, 
on  the  verge  of  further  screaming. 

"  Where  is  the  powder  ?  "  questioned  Duffham. 

The  powder  was  where  it  had  been  all  along  :  in  the  gown-pocket. 
Want  of  opportunity,  through  fear  of  Dovey's  eyes,  or  dread  of 
touching  the  stuff,  had  kept  her  from  meddling  with  it.  When  she 
took  the  gown  off,  the  night  of  the  inquest,  she  hung  it  up  on  the 
accustomed  hook,  and  there  it  was  still.  The  old  mother  went  to  the 
bedroom  and  brought  it  forward,  handling  it  gingerly:  a  very  smart 
print  gown  with  bright  flowers  upon  it. 

Duffham  looked  round,  saw  a  tin  pie-dish,  and  turned  the  pocket 
inside  out  into  it.  A  speckled  sort  of  powder,  browai  and  white.  He 
plunged  his  fingers  into  it  fearlessly,  felt  it,  and  smelt  it.  The  blue 
paper  it  had  been  sold  in  lay  amidst  it,  cracked  all  across.  Duffham 
took  it  up. 

"  Poison !  "  read  out  he  aloud,  gazing  at  tiie  large  letters  through  his 
spectacles.  "  How  came  you  to  let  it  break  open  in  vour  pocket,  Ann 
Dovey?" 

"  I  didn't  let  it ;  it  braked  of  itself,"  she  sobbed.  "  If  you  saw  the 
black-beedles  we  gets  here  of  a  night,  sir,  you'd  be  fit  to  dance  a  horn- 
pipe, you  would.     The  floor  be  covered  with  'em." 

"If  the  ceiling  was  covered  with  'em  too,  1  wouldn't  have  that 
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there  dangerous  stuff'  brought  into  the  place— and  so  I've  telled  ye 
often,"  roared  Dovey. 

"  It's  frightful  uncomfortable,  is  black-beedles ;  mother  knows  it," 
said  his  wife,  in  a  subdued  voice — for  Dovey  in  gi-eat  things  was  master. 
"  I  thought  if  I  just  sprinkled  a  bit  on't  down,  it  'ud  take  'em  away, 
and  couldn't  hurt  nobody." 

"  And  you  went  ofl"  on  the  sly  that  there  Tuesday  night  and  bought 
it,"  he  retorted  ;  "  and  come  back  and  telled  me  you  had  been  to  Reed's 
helping  to  physic  the  babies." 

'•  And  so  I  had  been  there,  helping  to  physic  'em." 

"  Did  you  go  straight  to  Reed's  from  the  shop — with  this  powder  ?  " 
asked  Duffhani. 

''  It  was  right  at  the  bottom  o'  my  pocket :  I  put  it  there  as  soon  as 
Dame  Chad  had  served  me  with  it,"  sobbed  Ann  Dovey.  "  And  I 
can  be  upon  my  Bible  oath,  Dr.  Duffham,  that  I  never  touched  it 
after ;  and  I  don't  believe  it  had  then  burst.  A-coming  hasty  out  of 
Reed's  back -gate,  for  I  were  in  a  hurry  to  get  home,  the  pocket  swung 
again'  the  post,  and  I  think  the  blue  paper  must  ha'  burst  then.  I 
never  knowed  it  had  burst,  for  I'd  never  thought  no  more  about  the 
beedles  till  I  put  on  the  gownd  to  go  up  to  the  inquest.  Master  Johnny, 
you  be  a-staring  at  me  fearful,  but  I'm  telling  nothing  but  the  naked 
truth." 

She  did  seem  to  be  telling  the  truth.  And  as  to  my  "  staring  at  her 
fearful,"  that  was  just  her  imagination.  I  was  listening  to  the  talk 
from  tlie  elbow  of  the  wooden  chair,  on  which  I  had  perched 
myself.  Duffham  recommended  Dovey  to  put  the  tin  dish  and  its 
contents  away  safely,  so  that  it  did  not  get  near  any  food,  but  not  to 
destroy  the  stuff  just  yet.  He  talked  a  bit  with  Ann,  left  her  a  com- 
posing draught,  and  came  away. 

"  I  don't  see  that  the  powder  could  have  had  anything  to  do  with  the 
children's  death,"  I  said  to  him  as  we  went  along. 

"  Neither  do  I,  Johnny  ! " 

"  Shall  vou  have  to  declare  this  at  the  inquest  to-morrow,  Mr. 
Duffham  ?'" 

"  I  am  sure  I  don't  know,"  he  answered,  looking  up  at  the  sky 
through  his  spectacles,  just  as  a  perplexed  owl  might  do.  "  It  might 
only  serve  to  complicate  matters :  and  I  don't  think  it's  possible  it 
could  have  been  the  powder.  On  the  other  hand,  if  it  be  proved  not  to 
have  been  the  pills,  we  have  only  this  poisonous  powder  to  fall  back 
upon.     It  is  a  strange  affair  altogether,  take  it  in  all  its  bearings." 

I  did  not  answer.  The  evening  star  w^as  beginning  to  show  itself  in 
the  sky. 

"  I  must  feel  my  way  in  this,  Johnny :  be  guided  by  circumstances," 
he  resumed,  when  we  halted  at  the  stile  that  led  across  the  fields  to 
the  Manor.     "  Wo  must  watch  the  turn  matters  take  to-morrow  at  tho 
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inquest.     Of  course  if  I  find  it  necessary  to  declare  it,  I  shall  declare  it. 
Meanwhile,  lad,  you  had  better  not  mention  it  to  any  one." 
"  All  right,  Mr.  Duffham.     Good-evening." 

The  jury  went  straggling  into  the  Silver  Bear  by  twos  and  threes. 
Up  dashed  the  coroner's  gig,  as  before,  he  and  his  clerk  seated  side  by 
side.  All  the  parish  had  collected  about  the  doors,  and  were  tryin"-  to 
push  into  the  inquest-room. 

Gliding  quietly  in,  before  the  proceedings  were  opened,  came  Abel 
Crew  in  his  quaint  velvet  suit,  his  silver  hair  gleaming  in  the  sunlight, 
his  pale  face  calm  as  marble.  The  coroner  ordered  him  to  sit  on  a 
certain  chair,  and  whispered  to  old  Jones.  Upon  which  the  constable 
turned  his  gouty  legs  round,  marched  up,  and  stood  guard  over  Crew, 
just  as  though  Abel  wore  his  prisoner. 

"  Do  you  see  that,  sir  ?  "  I  whispered  to  Duff  ham. 

"Yes,  lad,  and  understand  it.  Crew's  pills  have  been  analyzed^ 
officially  this  time,  as  the  jury  put  it — and  found  to  contain  arsenic. 
Pettipher  was  right.     The  pills  killed  the  children." 

Well,  you  might  have  knocked  me  down  -with  a  feather.  I  had  been 
fully  trusting  in  Crew's  innocence. 

About  the  first  witness  called,  and  sworn,  was  the  professional  man 
from  a  distance  who  had  analyzed  the  pills.  He  said  that  they  con- 
tained arsenic.  Not  in  sufficient  quantity  to  hurt  a  grown-up  person  ; 
more  than  sufficient  to  kill  a  little  child.     The  coroner  drew  in  his  lips. 

"  I  thought  it  must  be  so,"  he  said,  apparently  for  the  benefit  of  the 
jury.  "  Am  I  to  understand  that  these  w'ere  improper  pills  to  send 
out  ? — pills  that  no  medical  man  Avould  be  likely  to  send  ?  " 

"Not  improper  at  all,  sir,"  replied  the  mtness.  "A  medical  man 
would  prescribe  them  for  certain  cases.  Not  for  children  :  to  an  infi\nt 
one  would  be  what  it  has  been  here — destruction." 

I  felt  a  nudge  at  my  elbow,  and  turned  to  see  the  Squire's  hot  face 
close  to  mine. 

"Johnny,  don't  you  ever  stand  up  for  that  Crew  again.  He  ought 
to  be  hanged." 

But  the  coroner,  after  a  bit,  seemed  puzzled ;  or  rather,  doubtful. 
Led  to  be  so,  perhaps,  by  a  question  put  by  one  of  the  jury.  It  Avas 
Perkins  the  butcher. 

"  If  these  pills  Avere  furnished  by  Abel  Crew  for  Hester  Reed,  a 
growed  woman,  and  she  Avent  and  gave  one  of  her  own  accord  to  the 
two  babies,  ought  Crew  to  be  held  responsible  for  that  ?  " 

Upon  which  there  ensued  some  cavilling.  Some  of  the  jury  holding 
that  he  was  not  responsible ;  others  that  he  was.  The  coroner  re- 
minded them  of  wdiat  Hester  Reed  had  stated  in  her  evidence — that 
she  had  asked  Crew's  opinion  about  the  suitability  of  the  pills  for 
children,  and  lie  had  told  her  they  were  suitable. 
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Hester  Reed  was  called.  As  the  throng  parted  to  make  way  for  her 
to  advance,  I  saw  Ann  Dovey  seated  at  the  back  of  the  room,  looking 
more  dead  than  alive.  Dovey  stood  by  her,  having  made  himself 
spruce  for  the  occasion.  Ann  would  have  gone  off  a  mile  in  some 
opposite  direction,  but  old  Jones's  orders  to  all  the  witnesses  of  the 
former  day,  to  appear  again,  had  been  peremptory.  They  had  been 
wanted  before,  he  told  them,  and  might  be  wanted  again. 

"  You  need  not  look  such  a  scarecrow  with  fright,"  I  whispered  in 
Ann  Dovey's  ear,  making  my  way  to  her  side  to  reassure  her,  the 
woman  was  so  evidently  miserable.  "It  Av^as  the  pills  that  did  the 
mischief,  after  all — didn't  you  hear?  Nothing  need  come  out  about 
your  pocket  and  the  powder." 

"  Master  Johnny,  I'm  just  about  skeered  out  o'  my  life,  I  am.  Fit 
to  go  and  drowm  myself." 

"  Nonsense !    It  will  be  all  right  as  far  as  you  are  concerned." 

"  I  said  it  was  Crew's  pills,  all  along,  I  did ;  it  couldn't  have  been 
anything  else,  sir.     All  the  same,  I  wish  I  was  dead." 

As  good  try  to  console  a  post,  seemingly,  as  Ann  Dovey.  I  went 
back  to  my  standing-place  between  the  Squire  and  Dufiham.  Hester 
Reed  was  being  questioned  then. 

"Yes,  sir,  it  were  some  weeks  ago.  My  little  boy  was  ailing,  and  I 
ran  out  o'  the  house  to  Abel  Crew,  seeing  the  old  gentleman  go  past 
the  gate,  and  asked  whether  I  might  give  him  one  of  them  there  same 
pills,  or  whether  it  would  hurt  the  child.  Crew  said  I  might  give  it 
freely  ;  he  said  two  even  wouldn't  hurt  him." 

"And  did  you  give  the  pill  ?  "  asked  the  coroner. 

"  No,  sir.  He's  a  rare  bad  one  to  give  physic  to,  Gregory  is,  and  I 
let  him  get  well  without  it." 

"How  old  is  he?" 

"  Turned  of  three,  sir." 

"  You  are  absolutely  certain,  jMrs.  Reed,  that  these  pills,  from  which 
you  took  out  two  to  give  the  deceased  children,  were  the  very  self- 
same pills  you  had  from  Abel  Crew?" 

"  I  be  sure  and  certain  of  it,  sir.  Nobody  never  put  a  finger  upon 
the  box  but  me.  It  stood  all  the  while  in  the  corner  o'  the  press- 
shelf  in  the  children's  bedroom.  Twice  a  week  when  I  got  upon  a 
chair  to  dust  the  shelf,  I  see  it  there.  There  was  nobody  in  the  house 
but  me,  except  tlie  little  ones.  My  husband  don't  concern  himself 
with  the  places  and  things." 

Circumstantial  evidence  could  not  well  go  farther.  ]\Irs.  Reed  was 
dismissed,  and  the  coroner  told  Abel  Crew  to  come  near  the  table.  He 
did  as  he  was  bid,  and  stood  there  upright  and  manly,  a  gentle  look  on 
his  face. 

"  You  have  heard  the  evidence,  Abel  Crew,"  said  the  coroner. 
'*  The  pills  have  been  analyzed  and  found  to  contain  a  certain  portion 
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of  arsenic — a  great  deal  more  than  enough  to  kill  a  cliild.  What  have 
you  to  say  to  it  ?  " 

"Only  this,  sir;  only  wht  I  said  before.  That  the  pills  analyzed 
were  not  my  pills.  The  pihs  I  gave  to  Mrs.  Keed  contained  neither 
arsenic  nor  any  other  poison." 

"It  is  showing  great  obstinacy  on  your  part  to  repeat  that,"  returned 
the  coroner,  impatiently.  "  Mrs.  Eeed  swears  that  the  piUs  were  the 
same  pills  ;  and  she  evidently  speaks  the  truth." 

"  I  am  sure  she  thinks  she  speaks  it,"  replied  Abel,  gently. 
"  Nevertheless,  sir,  I  assure  you  she  is  mistaken.  In  some  way  the 
pills  must  have  been  changed  whilst  in  her  possession,  box  and  all." 

"  Why,  man,  in  Avhat  manner  do  you  suppose  they  could  have  been 
changed  ?  " 

"I  don't  know,  sir.  All  I  do  know  is,  that  the  pills  and  the  box 
produced  here  last  week  were  not,  either  of  them,  the  pills  and  the 
box  she  had  from  me.  Never  a  box  went  out  from  me,  sir,  but  had 
my  private  mark  on  it — tiie  mark  I  spoke  of.  Jones  the  constable 
searched  my  place  whilst  I  was  detained  in  the  lock-up,  and  took  away 
all  the  piU-boxes  out  of  it.  Let  him  testify  whether  he  found  one 
without  the  mark." 

At  this  juncture  a  whole  cargo  of  pill-boxes  were  shot  out  of  a  bag 
on  the  table  by  old  Jones,  some  empty,  some  filled  with  pills.  The 
coroner  and  jury  began  to  examine  them,  and  found  the  mark  on  all, 
lids  and  boxes. 

"  And  if  you'd  be  so  good  as  to  cause  the  pills  to  be  analyzed,  sir, 
they  would  be  found  perfectly  free  from  poison,"  resumed  Abel. 
"  They  are  made  from  herbs  that  possess  healing  properties,  not 
n'ritant ;  a  poisonous  herb,  whether  poisonous  in  itself,  or  one  from 
which  poison  may  be  extracted,  I  never  plucked.  Believe  me,  sir,  for 
I  am  telling  the  truth  ;  the  truth  before  Heaven." 

The  coroner  said  nothing  for  a  minute  or  two  :  I  think  the  words 
impressed  him.  He  began  lifting  the  hd  again  from  one  or  two  of  the 
boxes. 

"  What  are  these  pills  for  ?     All  for  the  same  disorder?  " 

"  They  were  made  up  for  diflerent  disorders,  sir." 

"  And  pray  how  do  you  distinguish  them  ?  " 

"I  cannot  distinguish  them  now.  They  have  been  mixed.  Even 
if  retiu'ued  to  me  I  could  not  use  them.  I  have  a  piece  of  furniture  at 
home,  sir,  tliat  I  call  my  pill-case.  It  has  various  drawers  m  it,  each 
drawer  1)eing  labelled  with  llie  sort  of  pills  kept  in  it:  camomile, 
dandelion,  and  so  on.     Mr.  Jones  must  be  able  to  corroborate  this." 

Old  Jones  nodded.  He  had  never  seen  nothing  neater  nor  more 
exact  in  all  his  life,  than  the  keeping  o'  them  there  pills.  He,  Mr. 
Jones,  had  tumbled  the  drawerfuls  indiscriminately  into  his  bag,  and 
80  mixed  them. 
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"  And  they  wll  be  so  much  loss  to  me,"  quietly  observed  Abel.  "  It 
does  not  matter." 

"  Were  you  brought  up  to  the  medical  profeswion  ? "  cried  the 
coroner — and  some  of  us  thought  he  put  the  question  in  irony. 

"  No,  sir,"  replied  Abel,  taking  it  seriously.  "  I  have  learnt  the 
hcalin"-  art,  as  supplied  by  herbs  and  roots,  and  I  know  their  value. 
Herbs  will  cure  sometimes  where  the  regular  doctor  fails.  I  have 
myself  cured  cases  with  them  that  the  surgeons  could  not  cure  ;  cases 
that  but  for  me,  under  God,  might  never  have  been  cured  in  this 
world.  I  make  no  boast  of  it ;  any  one  else  might  do  as  much  who 
had  made  herbs  a  study  as  I  have." 

"  Are  you  making  a  fortmie  by  it  ?  "  went  on  the  coroner. 

Abel  shook  his  head. 

"  I  have  a  small  mcome  of  my  own,  sir,  and  it  is  enough  for  my 
simple  wants.  What  Kttle  money  I  make  by  my  medicines,  and  honey, 
and  that — it  is  not  much — I  find  uses  for  in  other  ways.  I  indulge  in 
a  new  book  now  and  then ;  and  there  are  many  poor  people  around 
wlio  need  a  bit  of  help  sometimes." 

"  You  '  read '  the  stars,  I  am  told,  Abel  Crew.  What  do  you  read 
in  them  ?  " 

"  The  same  that  I  read,  sir,  in  all  other  of  nature's  works :  God's 
wonderful  hand.     His  wisdom.  His  power.  His  providence." 

Perhaps  the  coroner  thought  to  bring  Abel  to  ridicule  in  his  replies  : 
if  so,  it  was  a  mistake,  for  he  seemed  to  be  getting  the  worst  of  it 
himself.  At  any  rate,  he  quitted  the  subject  abruptly,  brushed  his 
energy  up,  and  began  talking  to  the  jury. 

The  drift  of  the  conversation  was,  so  far  as  the  room  could  hear  it, 
that  Crew's  pills,  and  only  Crew's,  could  have  been  the  authors  of  the 
mischief  to  the  two  deceased  children,  whose  bodies  they  were  sitting 
upon,  and  that  Crew  must  be  committed  to  take  his  trial  for  man- 
slaughter. "  Hester  Reed's  evidence,"  he  continued,  "  is  so  clear  and 
positive,  that  it  quite  puts  aside  any  suspicion  of  the  box  of  pills  having 
been  changed " 

"  The  box  had  not  my  mark  upon  it,  sir,"  respectfully  spoke  Abel 
Crew,  his  tone  anxious. 

"  Don't  inteiTupt  me,"  rebuked  the  coroner,  sharply.  "  As  to  the 
box  not  having  what  he  calls  his  private  mark  upon  it,"  he  added  to 
the  jury,  "  that  in  my  opinion  tells  little.  Because  a  man  has  put  a 
mark  on  fifty  pill-boxes,  he  is  not  obliged  to  have  put  it  on  the  fifty- 
first.     An  unintentional    omission   is   readily   made.      It  ajjpears  to 

me " 

"  Am  I  in  time  ?     Is  it  all  over  ?     Is  Abel  Crew  found  guilty?  " 
Tin's  unceremonious  interni])tion  to  the  official  speech  came  from  a 
woman's  vuice.     The  door  of  the  room  was  thrown  open  with  a  fling, 
considerably  discomposing  those  wlio  liad  tlieir  backs  against  it  and 
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were  taken  unawares,  and  they  were  pushed  right  and  left  by  the 
struggles  of  some  one  to  get  to  the  front.  The  coroner  looked  daggers  ; 
old  Jones  lifted  his  staff;  but  the  intruder  forced  her  way  forward  with 
resolute  equanimity.  Cathy  Eeed :  we  never  remembered  to  call  her 
Parrifer.     Cathy  in  her  Sunday-going  gown  and  a  pink  bonnet. 

"  How  dare  you  ?  "  cried  the  coroner.  "  What  do  you  mean  by 
this?     Who  are  you?" 

"  I  have  come  rushing  over  from  Tewkesbury  to  clear  Abel  Crew," 
returned  Cathy,  recovering  her  breath  after  the  fight.  "  The  pills  that 
killed  the  children  were  my  pills." 

The  commotion  this  avowal  caused  in  the  room  Avas  beyond 
describing.  The  coroner  stared,  the  jury  all  turned  to  look  at  the 
speaker,  the  crowd  trod  upon  one  another. 

"  And  sorry  to  my  heart  I  am  that  it  should  have  been  so,"  went  on 
Cathy.  "  I  loved  those  two  dear  little  ones  as  if  they  were  my  own, 
and  I'd  rather  my  pills  had  killed  myself.  Just  look  at  that,  please, 
Mr.  Coroner." 

Tlie  ease  with  which  Cathy  spoke  to  the  ofBcial  gentleman,  tlie 
coolness  with  which  she  put  down  a  pill-box  on  the  green  cloth  before 
him,  took  the  room  by  surprise.  As  Ann  Dovey  remarked,  later, 
"  She  must  ha'  learnt  that  there  manner  in  her  travels  with  young 
Parrifer." 

"  What  is  this  ?  "  questioned  the  coroner,  curtly,  picking  up  the  box. 

"  Perhaps  you'll  ask  Mr.  Crew  whether  he  knows  it,  sir,  before  I  say 
what  it  is,"  returned  Cathy. 

The  coroner  had  opened  it.  It  contained  seven  pills  ;  just  the  size 
of  the  other  pills,  and  looking  exactly  like  them.  On  the  lid  and  on 
the  box  was  the  private  mark  spoken  of  by  Abel  Crew. 

"  That  is  my  box,  sir  ;  and  these — I  am  certain  of  it — are  my  pills," 
spoke  Abel,  earnestly,  bending  over  the  shoulder  of  the  first  jurj-man 
to  look  into  the  box.  "  The  box  and  the  pills  that  I  gave  to  Mrs. 
Reed." 

"And  so  they  are,  Abel  Crew,"  rejoined  Cathy,  emphatically.  "  The 
week  before  last,  which  I  was  spending  at  home  at  father's,  I  changed 
the  one  pill-box  for  the  other,  inadvertent,  you  see  " — with  a  nod  to 
the  coroner — "  and  took  the  wrong  box  away  with  me.  And  I  wish 
both  boxes  had  been  in  the  sea  before  I'd  done  it." 

Cathy  was  ordered  to  give  her  account  more  clearly,  and  did  so. 
She  had  been  suffering  from  illness,  accompanied  by  neuralgia,  and  a 
doctor  at  Tewkesbury  had  prescribed  some  pills  for  it,  one  to  be  taken 
occasionally.  The  chemist  who  made  them  up  told  her  they  contained 
arsenic.  He  w'as  about  to  write  the  directions  on  the  box,  when  Cathy, 
who  was  in  a  hurry,  snatched  it  from  him,  saying  she  could  not  wait 
for  that  bother,  flung  down  the  money,  and  departed.  This  box  of 
pills  she  had  brouglit  wth  her  on  her  visit  to  her  fiUher's,  lest  sh© 
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should  find  occasion  to  take  one  ;  and  she  had  put  it  on  the  shelf  of  the 
press,  side  by  side  with  the  other  pill-box,  to  be  out  of  the  way  of  the 
children.  Upon  leaving,  she  took  up  the  \\Tong  box  inadvertently: 
carrying  away  Abel  Crew's  pills,  leaving  her  own.  There  lay  the  ex- 
planation of  the  mystery  of  the  fatal  mistake.  Mrs.  Eeed  had  not 
known  that  Cathy  had  any  pills  with  her ;  the  girl,  who  was  just  as 
light-headed  as  ever,  not  having  chanced  to  mention  it ;  and  Cathy  had 
the  grace  to  dust  the  room  herself  whilst  she  was  there. 

"  When  father  and  his  wife  sent  me  word  about  the  death  of  the  two 
little  tvnns,  and  that  it  was  some  pills  of  Abel  Crew's  that  had  done  it, 
I  never  once  thought  o'  my  pills,"  added  Cathy.  "  They  didn't  as 
much  as  come  into  my  head.  But  late  last  night  I  got  lent  to  me  last 
Saturday's  WorceMer  Herald,  and  there  I  read  the  inquest,  and  what 
Crew  had  said  about  the  marks  he  put  on  his  pill-boxes,  and  mother's 
evidence  about  never  having  sMfted  the  pill-box  from  its  place  on  the 
press.  '  Sure  and  I  couldn't  have  changed  the  boxes,'  thought  I  to 
myself;  and  upstairs  I  ran  in  a  fright  to  look  at  the  box  I  had  brought 
away.  Yes,  there  it  was — Abel  Crew's  box  with  the  marks  on  it ;  and 
I  knew  then  that  I  had  left  my  own  pills  at  home  here,  and  that  they 
had  killed  the  babies.  As  soon  as  I  could  get  away  this  morning — 
which  was  not  as  soon  as  I  wanted  to — I  started  to  come  over.  And 
that's  the  history — and  the  blessed  truth." 

Of  course  it  was  the  truth.  Abel's  beautiful  face  had  a  glow  upon 
it.  "  I  knew  I  should  be  cleared  in  God's  good  time,"  he  breathed. 
The  Squire  pounced  upon  him,  and  shook  both  his  hands  as  if  he  would 
never  let  them  go  again.     Duff  ham  held  out  his. 

So  that  was  the  end  of  the  story.  Cathy  was  reprimanded  by  the 
coroner  for  her  carelessness,  and  biu'st  into  tears  in  his  face. 

"  And  thee  come  off  home  \vV  thee,  and  see  me  chuck  that  there 
powder  into  the  fire  ;  and  don't  go  making  a  spectacle  o'  th'  self  again," 
cried  Dovey,  sharply,  in  his  -wdfe's  ear.  "  Thee  just  let  me  catch  thee 
bringing  in  more  o'  the  dratted  stuff;  that's  all." 

"  I  shall  never  look  at  a  black-beedle  again,  Jack,  without  shivering," 
she  answered ;  going  in  for  a  slight  instalment  of  shivering  there  and 
then.  "  It  might  ha'  come  to  hanging.  Leastways,  that's  what  I've 
been  dreaming  of." 


V. 

KOBEET  ASHTON'S  WEDDING-DAY. 

The  hall-clock  was  strikint^  half-past  five  as  we  went  out  into  the  sharp 
niglit-ah- :  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Todhetley,  I,  and  Tod.  We  were  spending 
Christmas  that  j^ear  at  Crabb  Cot.  Old  Coney's  dinner  was  fixed  for 
six :  but  country  people  don't  observe  the  fashion  of  dashing  in  at  the 
last  stroke  of  the  hour.  The  weather  was  cold,  and  no  mistake  ;  the 
snow  lay  on  the  ground  ;  the  stars  shone  like  silver.  This  was  Tuesday, 
New  Year's  Day ;  and  to-morrow,  the  second  of  January,  Jane  Coney 
would  be  married  to  Robert  Ashton  of  Timberdale.  The  Ashtons  were 
to  dine  to-night  at  the  Farm,  and  we  had  been  asked  to  meet  them. 
If  every  one  stood  upon  his  own  level,  Ave  should  shoot  up  some  degrees 
over  the  Coneys'  heads  in  the  scale  of  the  world's  ladder ;  for  old 
Coney  was  only  a  plain  farmer ;  and  you've  learnt  by  this  time  what 
the  Squire  was.  But  the  Coneys  were  right-down  good  people,  and 
made  the  best  neighbours  in  the  world. 

We  had  only  to  cross  the  road  slantwise,  and  old  Coney  had  had  it 
swept  for  us.  It  was  an  old-fashioned  farm-house,  full  of  nooks  and 
angles,  Avith  one  ugly,  big  room  in  it,  oak-panelled.  The  cloth  was 
laid  there  for  to-night,  the  breakfast  would  be  for  the  morrow.  Old 
Coney  and  Mrs.  Coney  came  out  of  the  drawing-room  to  meet  us : 
that  was  small  and  snug,  with  a  running  pattern  of  pale  roses  on  its 
white-watered  walls.     He  was  jolly ;  she,  plain,  homely,  and  sensible. 

Jane  was  quiet,  like  her  mother ;  very  well  she  looked,  standing  on 
the  carpet  in  her  pretty  blue  silk  dress.  Her  brother  Tom,  a  tall, 
strong  young  fellow  with  a  red  face,  lifted  her  out  of  the  way  by  the 
waist,  that  he  might  shake  hands  all  round.  The  eldest  daughter, 
Mary  West,  was  staying  there  -with  her  nurse  and  baby ;  she  looked 
ill,  and  got  up  only  for  a  minute  from  her  chair  by  the  fire.  Her 
husband  was  a  lawyer,  in  practice  at  Worcester.  Another  young  lady 
was  sitting  near,  with  light  frizzed  hair  :  ]\Irs.  James  Ashton. 

Before  we  had  settled  down,  wheels  were  heard.  It  was  Kol)ert 
Ashton's  dog-cart,  bringing  his  two  brothers,  Charles  and  James ;  and 
Mary  West's  husband.  Miss  Jane's  cheeks  turned  as  red  as  a  rose  for 
nothing  :  Robert  Ashton  had  not  come  with  them. 

I  had  better  say  who  the  Ashtons  were.    Old  Ashton  (fclift  htlxn:] 
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had  lived  at  Timberdale  Court  always.  It  was  one  of  the  best  farms 
in  all  Worcestershire.  Old  Ashton  lived  in  good  style,  educated  his 
children,  and  started  them  well  in  life.  Lucy,  the  only  girl,  married  a 
Captain  Bird,  who  turned  out  to  be  a  frightful  scamp.  Robert  remained 
on  the  form  with  his  father ;  Charles  was  a  clergyman ;  James  a  doctor 
in  Worcester.  Everybody  respected  Mr.  Ashton.  It  was  about  three 
years  now  since  he  died,  and  he  left  a  good  pot  of  money  behind  him. 
Robert  succeeded  to  the  farm,  and  it  was  he  who  was  to  marr}'  Jane 
Coney  to-morrow. 

They  went  upstairs  with  their  carpet-bags,  having  come  direct  from 
Worcester  by  train ;  Robert  Ashton's  dog- cart  had  been  waiting,  as 
arranged,  at  Timberdale  Station  to  bring  them  on.  Mrs.  James  Ashton 
came  over  earlier  in  the  day  with  Mrs.  West.  Robert  and  Charles 
Ashton  were  both  fine  young  men,  but  the  doctor  was  slight  and  short. 
Now  I  hope  all  that's  clear ;  because  it  was  necessary  to  say  it. 

What  with  talking  and  looking  at  the  presents,  the  time  passed. 
They  were  laid  out  on  a  table  against  the  wall,  on  a  snow-white 
damask  cloth  of  rare  beauty. 

"  Look  here,"  whispered  Mrs.  Coney,  taking  up  a  scented  blue-and- 
white  case  of  satin  ribbon  and  beads  for  holding  pocket-handkerchiefs. 
"  Poor  Lucy  Bird  sent  this.  She  must  have  made  it  herself .  a  thing 
like  this,  bought,  would  be  as  much  as  fifteen  or  sixteen  shillings.  It 
came  almost  anonymously  :  '  With  best  love  and  ever  kind  wshes  for 
Robert  and  Jane,'  WTitten  on  it ;  but  we  knew  Lucy's  handwriting." 

"  Where  are  they  now  ? "  asked  Mrs.  Todlietley,  in  the  same 
mysterious  whisper. 

"  I  fancy  they  are  staying  somewhere  in  Worcester.  We  should 
have  Hked  to  have  Lucy  over  for  the  wedding ;  but — you  know  how  it 
is  :  we  could  not  ask  him." 

Mrs.  Todhetley  nodded.  She  wore  her  grey  silk  gown  that  night, 
which  always  seemed  to  make  her  look  taller  and  thinner  than  ever, 
and  a  white  lace  cap  with  pink  ribbons.  A  pink  bow  was  in  her  light 
hair,  and  she  had  put  on  her  beautiful  earrings. 

There  is  some  thorn  in  most  families,  and  Lucy  was  the  one  in  that 
of  Ashton.  She  was  educated  at  the  best  school  in  Worcester,  and 
came  home  at  eighteen  brimful  of  romance.  It  lay  in  her  nature. 
You'd  hardly  have  found  so  prcttj'  and  sentimental  a  girl  in  the  county. 
Because  her  name  was  Lucy  Ashton,  she  identified  herself  with  Scott's 
Lucy  Ashton,  and  looked  out  for  a  Master  of  Ravenswood.  These 
sentimental  girls  sometimes  come  to  grief,  for  they  possess  only  three 
parts  of  their  share  of  plain  common-sense.  The  Master  of  Ravens- 
wood  came  in  the  shape  of  Captain  Bird,  a  tall,  dark  man,  with  a 
flaming  coat  and  fierce  moustache.  He  ])aid  com-t  to  Lucy,  and  she 
fell  in  love  with  him  before  a  week  was  over.  The  Ashtons  turned 
theii  backs  upon  him  :  thei'e  was  soniething  in  the  man  they  did  not 
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like,  in  s[nto  of  the  red  coat  and  the  black  moustache.  But  he  won 
Lucy  over— he  had  heard  of  her  fortune,  you  see— and  she  promised 
to  many  him.  She  was  a  gentle,  yielding,  timid  girl  then  ;  but  her 
love  was  strong,  and  she  ran  away.  She  ran  away  and  was  married 
the  same  morning  at  St.  Helen's  church  in  Worcester,  in  which  parish 
Bird  had  been  staying.  It  was  the  talk  of  the  county  ;  but  when  the 
commotion  had  subsided,  every  one  began  to  pity  Lucy,  saying  she 
would  have  plenty  of  time  and  cause  for  repentance.  After  all,  he 
was  not  a  real  captain  now.  He  had  sold  out  of  the  army  ;  and  there 
arose  a  rumour  that  he  had  done  something  wrong  and  was  obliged  to 
sell  out. 

Mr.  Ashton  had  loved  Lucy  better  than  all  his  children.  He 
forgave  the  marriage  for  Lucy's  sake,  and  had  them  home  on  a  visit, 
and  presented  her  with  a  handsome  sum.  But  he  made  a  great 
mistake  —I've  heard  the  Squire  say  it  often — in  not  settling  it  upon 
her.  Bird  spent  it  as  soon  as  he  well  could ;  and  he  would  have  spent 
some  more  that  came  to  Lucy  when  her  father  died,  only  that  it  was 
left  in  Robert  Ashton's  hands  to  be  paid  to  her  quarterly.  People 
called  Bird  a  blackleg :  said  he  was  about  the  worst  man  that  ever 
stepped.  Robert  liad  offered  Lucy  a  home  at  Timberdale  Court,  but 
she  woxild  not  leave  her  husband  :  she  had  married  him,  she  said,  for 
better  or  worse.  If  he  came  to  be  transported — and  he  was  going  on 
for  it— the  chances  were  that  Lucy  would  follow  him  to  Van  Diemen's 
Land. 

"  I  say,  there's  six  o'clock  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Coney,  as  the  hour 
struck.     "  Jane,  what  have  you  done  with  Robert  ?  " 

"  Not  anything,  papa.  He  said  he  should  be  here  half-an-hour 
before  dinner." 

"  And  it  will  soon  be  half-an-hour  after  it,"  returned  old  Coney. 
"  If  he  does  not  make  haste,  we  shall  sit  down  without  him." 

The  clock  on  the  mantelpiece  went  ticking  on,  and  struck  half-past 
six.  Dinner.  The  Squire  led  off  the  van  with  Mrs.  Coney.  Tod  laid 
hold  of  Jane. 

"  I'll  take  Robert's  place  whilst  I  can,  Jenny." 

The  oak-room  was  a  surprise.  It  looked  beautiful.  The  dark  walls 
were  quite _  covered  with  holly  and  ivy,  mixed  with  the  blossoms  of 
laurustinus  and  some  bright  flowers.  Old  Thomas  (borrowed  from  us) 
and  the  maids  stood  by  the  sideboard,  which  glittered  with  silver.  The 
Coneys  had  their  stores  as  well  as  other  people,  and  did  things  well 
when  they  did  them  at  all.  On  the  table  was  a  large  codfish,  garnished 
with  horse-radish  and  lemon.  Our  names  were  before  our  places,  and 
we  took  them  without  bustle,  Robert  Ashton's,  next  to  Jane,  being  left 
vacant. 

"  For  what " 

A  famt  shriek  interrupted  the  Reverend  Mr.  Ashton,  and  the  grace 
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was  interrupted.     Lifting  his  head  towards  the  quarter  whence  the 
shriek  came,  he  saw  his  sister-in-law  with  a  scared  face. 

"  We  are  thirteen !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  James  Ashton.  "  I  beg  your 
pardon,  Charles — 1  beg  everybody's  pardon  ;  but  indeed  we  must  not  sit 
down  thirteen  to  dinner  on  New  Year's  Day.   I  would  not  for  any  money." 

"  What  nonsense,  my  dear ! "  cried  her  husband,  rather  crossly. 
"  Robert  will  be  here  directly." 

It  was  of  no  use.  The  ladies  took  her  part,  saying  they  ought  not 
to  sit  down.  And  there  we  all  stood,  uncertain  what  to  do,  the  dinner 
hovering  in  mid-air  like  Mahomet's  coffin,  and  not  to  be  eaten. 

"  There  are  two  days  in  the  year  when  it  is  not  well  to  sit  down 
thirteen  :  New  Year's  Day  and  Christmas  Day,"  said  Mrs.  Todhetley, 
and  the  rest  held  with  her. 

"  Are  we  all  to  go  back  to  the  drawing-room,  and  leave  our  dinner?  "  ■ 
demanded  old   Coney,   in  wrath.     "  Where  the  plague  is  Robert? 
Look  here  :  those  that  won't  sit  down  thirteen  can  go,  and  those  that 
don't  mind  it  can  stop." 

"  Hear,  hear  !  "  cried  the  Squire. 

But  Jane  Coney  went  gliding  to  her  mother's  side.  "  I  will  wait  for 
Robert  in  the  drawing-room,  mamma,  and  you  can  sit  down  twelve.  Yes, 
please  ;  it  is  best  so.     Lideed  I  could  not  eat  anything  if  I  stayed." 

"  Shall  we  send  you  some  dinner  in,  child?  "  asked  Mr.  Coney. 

"No,  thank  you,  papa.  I  should  like  best  to  take  it  with  Robert 
when  he  comes." 

"  All  right,"  said  old  Coney.  "Johnny,  you  go  over  to  that  side,  to 
make  the  table  even.     We'll  have  the  grace  now,  parson." 

And  the  parson  said  it. 

It  was  a  dinner  that  pleased  the  Squire's  heart.  He  had  a  mortal 
objection  to  what  he  called  kickshaws,  meaning  the  superfluous  dishes 
you  find  at  a  modern  entertainment.  The  Coneys  never  had  kick- 
shaws, only  a  plain,  substantial  dinner,  the  best  of  its  kind. 

"  Coney,  I  never  taste  such  oyster-sauce  as  yours,  go  where  I  will," 
cried  the  Squire.     "  It  can't  be  matched." 

Old  Coney  winked,  as  much  as  to  say  he  knew  it.  "  The  missis 
gives  an  eye  to  that,  you  see,  Squire,"  he  answered,  in  a  side  whisper. 
"  She  had  been  in  the  kitchen  till  you  came." 

The  Sqiu'rc  took  another  ladleful.  He  went  once  or  twice  to  every 
dish,  and  drank  clianipagnc  with  all  of  us.  But  still  Robert  Ashtoii 
did  not  come. 

I  slipped  round  to  Mrs.  Coney  when  the  plum-pudding  appeared, 
whispering  that  I  would  take  a  slice  to  Jane. 

"  So  you  shall,  Johiniy,"  she  said,  giving  me  some  on  a  plate,  and 
putting  a  mincc-pie  beside  it.  "  She  will  have  no  luck  unless  she  eats 
a  little  of  both  ])udding  and  pic  on  the  first  day  of  the  year."  \ 

Jane  sat  in  a  low  elbow-chair  before  the  fire,  her  head  leaning  on  her 
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hand,  her  liah-  a  little  tumbled.  It  was  very  pretty  hair,  dark  chestnut, 
and  her  eyes  were  hazel.  Robert  Ashton  was  fair-haired  and  blue- 
eyed  ;  Saxon  all  over,  and  very  good-looking. 

"  I  have  brought  you  some  pudding,  Jane." 

"Oh,  Johnny!  why  did  you  leave  the  table?     I  can't  eat  it." 

"  But  Mrs.  Coney  says  you  arc  to  ;  and  some  mince-pie  also,  or  you'll 
have  no  luck." 

As  if  in  obedience  she  ate  a  little  of  the  pudding,  cut  a  quarter  of  the 
mince-pie  with  her  fork,  and  ate  that. 

"  There,  Johnny,  that's  quite  enough  for  '  luck.'  Go  back  now  to 
your  dinner  ;  I  dare  say  you've  not  had  any  pudding  yourself." 

"  I'll  stay  with  you,  and  finish  this :  as  it  is  going  begging." 
-  She  neither  said  yes  nor  no.     She  was  looking  frightfully  uneasy. 

"  Are  you  vexed  that  Robert  Ashton's  not  here,  Jane?  " 

"I  am  not  vexed,  because  I  know  he  would  have  been  here  if  he 
could.     I  think  something  has  happened  to  him." 

I  stared  at  her.  "What!  because  he  is  a  little  late  in  coming? 
Why,  Jane,  you  must  be  nervous." 

She  kept  looking  into  the  fire,  her  e3'es  fixed.  I  sat  on  a  stool  on 
the  other  side  of  the  hearth ;  the  empty  pudding-plate  standing  on  the 
rug  between  us,  where  I  had  put  it. 

"  Robert  was  sure  to  come  for  this  dinner,  Johnny,  all  being  well, 
and  to  be  in  time." 

"  Tell  me  what  you  fear,  Jane — and  why  ?  " 

"  I  tliink  I  will  tell  you,"  she  said,  after  a  pause.  "  I  should  like  to 
tell  some  one.     I  wish  I  had  told  Robert  when  he  called  this  morning  ;  '^^ 

but  I  was  afraid  he  would  laugh  at  me.     You  will  laugh  too."  ^^ 

And  Jane  Coney  told  it.     In  a  low,  dread  voice,  her  eyes  staring       ^ 
into  the  fire  as  before,  just  as  though  they  could  see  through  the  blaze     /^ 
into  the  future.  ^      ,' 

Early  that  morning   she   had   had  a  dream ;   a  disagreeable,  ugly         !j 
dream  about  Robert  Ashton.     She  thought  he  was  in  some  frightful  C^    p 
peril,  that  she  cried  to  him  to  avoid  it,  or  it  would  stop  their  marriages  .    hi 
He  seemed  not  to  take  the  least  notice  of  her,  but  to  go  right  on  to  ilT  u 
and  in  the  alarm  this  brought  her,  she  awoke.     I  listened  in  silence,  D 
saying  nothing  to  the  end  ;  no,  nor  then.  ^ 

"The  dream  was  so  intensely  real,  Johnny.  It  seemed  to  bo  to-day  f* 
this  very  day  then  dawnhig ;  and  we  both  of  us  knew  that  it  was ;  the 
one  before  our  marriage.  I  woke  up  in  a  fever ;  and  but  that  it  was 
night  and  not  day,  should  have  had  difficulty  in  persuading  mj'self  at 
first  that  we  were  not  really  enacting  the  scene — it  was,  as  I  saj',  so 
vividly  real.     And  Robert  went  out  to  the  peril,  never  heeding  me." 

"  What  was  the  peril  ?  " 

"  That's  what  I  can't  tell.  A  consciousness  lay  upon  me  that  it  was 
something  very  bad  and  frightful ;  but  of  its  nature  I  saw  nothing.    I 
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did  not  go  to  sleep  again  :  it  must  have  been  about  six  o'clock,  but  the 
mornings  are  very  dark,  you  know.  I  got  up  soon:  what  with  this 
dinner-party  and  other  things,  there  has  been  a  great  deal  to  do  to-day, 
and  I  soon  forgot  my  dream.  Robert  called  after  breakfast,  and  the 
sight  of  him  put  me  in  mind  of  it.  I  felt  a  great  inclination  to  tell  him 
to  take  especial  care  of  himself;  but  he  would  only  have  laughed  at 
me.  He  drove  away  direct  to  the  Timberdale  Station,  to  take  the  train 
for  Worcester." 

She  did  not  say,  though,  what  he  had  gone  for  to  "Worcester.  To 
get  the  ring  and  licence. 

"  I  have  not  felt  the  smallest  fear  of  the  dream  all  along,  Johnny, 
since  I  awoke.  Excepting  for  the  few  minutes  Robert  was  here,  I 
don't  remember  even  to  have  thought  of  it.  But  when  his  brothers 
and  Mr.  West  came  in  without  him  to-night,  it  flaslied  into  my  mind 
like  a  dart.  I  felt  sure  then  that  something  had  happened.  I  dare  say 
■we  shall  never  be  married  now." 
"  Jane ! " 

"  Well,  Johnny  Ludlow,  I  think  it." 

To  me  it  seemed  to  be  gi-owing  serious.  There  might  be  nothing  at 
all  in  what  she  had  said ;  most  people  would  have  said  there  was 
nothing ;  but,  sitting  there  in  the  quiet  room  listening  to  her  earnest 
voice,  seeing  her  anxious  face,  a  feeling  came  over  me  that  there  was. 
What  had  become  of  Robert  Ashton  ?     Where  could  he  be  ? 

"  I  wish  you  would  give  me  that  shawl  of  mamma's,"  she  said,  point- 
ing to  one  on  a  chair.     "  I  feel  cold." 

She  was  shivering  when  I  put  it  over  her  pretty  white  shoulders  and 
arms.     And  yet  the  fire  was  roaring  to  the  very  top  of  the  grate. 

"  Alone  here,  while  you  were  at  dinner,  I  went  over  all  sorts  of 
probabilities,"  she  resumed,  drawing  the  shawl  round  her  as  if  she  were 
out  in  the  snow.  "  Of  course  there  are  five  hundred  things  that  might 
happen  to  him,  but  I  can  only  think  of  one." 

"  Well  ?  "  for  she  had  stopped.  She  seemed  to  be  speaking  very  un- 
willingly. 

"  If  he  walked  he  would  be  almost  sure  to  take  the  near  way,  across 
the  Ravine." 

Was  she  ever  coming  to  the  point  ?  I  said  nothing.  It  was  better 
to  let  her  go  on  in  her  own  way. 

"  I  dare  say  you  will  say  the  idea  is  far-fetched,  Johnny.  What  I 
think  is,  that  he  may  have  fallen  down  the  Ravine,  in  coming  here." 

Well,  I  did  think  it  fur-fetched.  I'd  as  soon  have  expected  her  to 
say  fallen  down  the  chimney. 

"  Those  zigzag  paths  are  not  very  safe  in  good  weather,  especially  the 
one  on  the  Timberdale  side,"  she  went  on.  "  With  the  snow  on  tiiem, 
j)crhaps  ice,  they  arc  positively  dangerous.  One  false  step  at  the  top 
-—and  the  fall  might  kill  him." 
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Put  in  this  way,  it  seemed  feasible  enough.  But  yet — somehow  I 
did  not  take  to  it. 

"  Robert  Ashton  is  strong  and  agile,  Jane.  He  has  come  down  the 
zigzag  hundreds  of  times." 

"  I  seem  to  see  him  lying  there,  at  the  bottom  of  the  Ravine,"  she 
said,  staring  as  before  into  the  fire.  ''  I — wish — -some  of  you  would  go 
and  look  for  him." 

"  Perhaps  we  had  better.     I'll  make  one.     Who's  this?" 

It  was  Tom  Coney.  His  mother  had  sent  him  to  see  after  me.  I 
thought  I'd  tell  him — keeping  counsel  about  the  dream — that  Robert 
Ashton  might  have  come  to  grief  in  the  Ravine, 

"  What  kind  of  grief  ?  "  asked  Tom. 

"  Turned  a  summersault  down  the  zigzag,  and  be  lying  with  a  leg 
broken." 

Tom's  laugh  displayed  his  small  white  teeth :  the  notion  amused 
him  excessively.     "  What  else  would  you  like  to  suppose,  Johnny  ?  " 

"  At  any  rate,  Jane  thinks  so." 

She  turned  round  then,  the  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  went  up  to  Tom  in 
an  outburst  of  grief.     It  took  him  aback. 

"  Tom !  Tom !  if  no  one  goes  to  see  after  him,  I  think  I  must  go 
myself.     I  cannot  bear  the  suspense  much  longer !  " 

"  Why,  Jenny  girl,  what  has  taken  you  ?  " 

That  had  taken  her.  The  fear  that  Robert  Ashton  might  be  lying 
disabled,  or  dead,  in  the  Ravine.  Tom  Coney  called  Tod  quietly  out 
of  the  dining-room,  and  we  started.  Putting  on  our  dark  great-coats 
in  silence,  we  went  out  at  the  back-door,  which  was  nearest  the  Ravine. 
Jane  came  with  us  to  the  gate.  I  never  saw  eyes  so  eager  as  hers 
were,  as  she  gazed  across  the  snow  in  the  moonlight. 

"  Look  here,"  said  Tom,  "  we  had  better  turn  our  trousers  up." 

The  expedition  was  not  pleasant,  I  can  assure  you,  especially  the 
going  down  the  zigzag.  Jane  was  right  about  its  being  slippery :  we 
had  to  hold  on  by  the  trees  and  bushes,  and  tread  cautiously.  When 
pretty  near  the  bottom.  Tod  made  a  false  step,  and  shot  down  into  the 
snow. 

"  Murder  !  "  he  roared  out, 

"  Any  bones  broken  ?  "  asked  Tom  Coney,  who  could  hardly  speak 
for  laughing.     Tod  growled,  and  shied  a  handful  of  snow  at  him. 

But  the  slip  brought  home  to  us  the  probability  of  the  fear  about 
Robert  Ashton.  To  slip  from  where  Tod  did  was  fun  ;  to  slip  from  the 
top  of  the  opposite  zigzag,  quite  another  thing.  The  snow  here  at  the 
bottom  Avas  up  to  our  calves,  and  our  black  evening  trousers  got  rolled 
up  higher.  The  moonlight  lay  cold  and  white  on  the  Ravine :  tlic 
clustering  trees,  thick  in  summer,  were  leafless  now.  Had  any  fellow 
been  gazing  down  from  the  top,  we  must  have  looked,  to  him,  like 
three  black- coated  undertakers,  gliding  along  to  a  funeral. 

Johnny  Ludlow.— II.  6 
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"  I'll  tell  you  what,"  cried  Tod :  "  if  Aslitoii  did  lose  his  footing,  he 
wouldn't  come  to  such  mortal  grief.  The  depth  of  snow  would  save 
him." 

"  I  don't  believe  he  did  fall,"  said  Tom  Coney,  stoutly.  "  Bob 
Ashton's  as  sure-footed  as  a  hare.  But  for  Jane's  being  so  miserable^ 
I'd  have  said,  flatly,  I  wonlda't  come  out  on  any  such  wild-goose  errand." 

On  we  went,  wading  through  the  snow.  Some  of  us  looked  round 
for  the  ghost's  light,  and  did  not  see  it.  But  rumour  said  that  it  never 
came  on  a  bright  moonlit  night.  Here  we  were  at  last ! — at  the  foot 
of  the  other  zigzag.  But  Robert  Asliton  wasn't  here.  And,  the  best 
proof  that  he  had  not  fallen,  was  the  unbroken  surface  of  the  snow. 
Not  so  much  as  a  rabbit  had  scudded  across  to  disturb  it. 

"  I  knew  it,"  said  Tom  Coney.  "  He  has  not  come  to  grief  at  all. 
It  stands  to  reason  that  a  fellow  must  have  heaps  to  do  the  day  before 
his  wedding,  if  it's  only  in  burning  his  old  letters  from  other  sweet- 
hearts. Bob  had  a  heap  of  them,  no  doubt ;  and  couldn't  get  away  in 
time  for  dinner." 

"  We  had  better  go  on  to  the  Court,  and  see,"  I  said. 

"  Oh,  that  be  hanged !  "  cried  the  other  two  in  a  breath. 

"  Well,  I  shall.  It's  not  much  farther.  You  can  go  back,  or  not,  as 
you  like." 

This  zigzag,  though  steeper  than  the  one  on  our  side,  was  not  so 
slippery.  Perhaps  the  sun  had  shone  on  it  in  the  day  and  melted  the 
snow.  I  went  up  it  nearly  as  easily  as  in  good  weather.  Tod  and 
Coney,  thinking  better  of  the  turning  back,  came  after  me. 

We  should  have  been  at  Timberdale  Court  in  five  minutes,  taking 
the  short-cut  over  hedges  and  ditches,  but  for  an  adventure  by  the 
way,  which  I  have  not  just  here  space  to  tell  about.  It  had  nothing  to 
do  with  Robert  Ashton.  Getting  to  the  Court,  we  hammered  at  it  till 
the  door  was  opened.     The  servant  started  back  in  surprise. 

"  Goodness  me !  "  said  she,  "  I  thought  it  was  master." 

"  Where  is  the  master?  "  asked  Tom. 

"  Not  come  home,  sir.  He  has  not  Iwen  in  since  he  left  this 
morning." 

It  was  all  out.  Instead  of  pitchpolling  into  Crftbb  Ravine  and 
breaking  his  limbs.  Bob  Ashton  had  not  got  back  from  Worcester.  It 
was  very  strange,  though,  what  could  be  keeping  him,  and  the  Court 
was  nearly  in  a  commotion  over  it. 

When  we  got  back  to  the  Farm,  they  were  laying  the  table  for  the 
wedding-breakfast.  I'lenty  of  kickshaws  now,  and  some  lovely  flowers. 
The  ladies,  helping,  had  their  gowns  turned  up.  This  helping  had  not 
been  in  the  evening's  programme ;  but  things  seemed  to  have  been 
turned  upside  down,  and  they  were  glad  to  seize  upon  it.  Jane  and 
her  sister,  Mrs.  West,  sat  alone  by  the  drawing-room  fire,  never  saying 
a  word  to  one  another. 
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"Johnny,  I  don't  half  like  this,"  whispered  Mrs.  Todhetley  to  r.ic. 

"  Like  what,  good  mother  ?  " 

"  This  absence  of  Robert  Ashton." 

I  don't  know  that  I  liked  it  either. 


Morning  came.  In  an  uncertainty  such  as  this,  people  go  to  each 
other's  houses  indiscriminately.  The  first  train  came  in  from  Worcester 
before  it  was  well  light ;  but  it  did  not  bring  Robert  Ashton.  As  to 
the  snow  on  the  gi'ound,  it  was  pretty  well  beaten  now. 

"  He  wouldn't  travel  by  that  slow  parliamentary  thing :  he'll  come 
by  the  express  to  South  Crabb  Junction,"  said  Tom  Coney,  thiakino- 
he  would  cheer  away  the  general  disappointment.  Jane  we  had  not 
seen. 

The  express  would  be  at  the  Junction  between  nine  and  ten.  A 
whole  lot  of  us  went  down  there.  It  was  not  farther  ofif  than  Timber- 
dale  Station,  but  the  opposite  way.  I  don't  think  one  of  us  was  more 
eager  than  another,  unless  it  was  the  Squire.  The  thing  was  getting 
serious,  he  told  us ;  and  he  went  puffing  about  like  a  man  looking  for 
his  head. 

To  witness  the  way  he  seized  upon  the  doors  when  the  express 
steamed  in,  and  put  his  old  red  nose  inside  all  the  carriages,  looking  for 
Robert  Ashton,  was  a  rare  sight.  The  guard  laid  hold  of  his  arm, 
saying  he'd  come  to  damage.     But  Robert  Ashton  was  not  in  the  train. 

"  He  may  come  yet,"  said  old  Coney,  looking  fit  to  cry.  *'  There'll 
be  a  train  in  again  at  Timberdale.     Or,  he  may  drive  over." 

But  every  one  felt  that  he  would  not  come.  Something  told  us  so. 
It  was  only  making  believe  to  one  another,  saying  he  would. 

"  I  shall  go  to  Worcester  by  the  next  down  train,"  said  the  Squire 
to  old  Coney. 

"  The  next  does  not  stop  here." 

"  They'd  better  stop  it  for  me,"  said  the  Squire,  defiantly.  "  You 
can't  come,  Coney.     You  must  remain  to  give  Jane  awaj'." 

"  But  if  there's  no  bridegroom  to  give  her  to  ?  "  debated  old  Coney. 

"  There  may  be.     You  must  remain  on  the  strength  of  it." 

The  doAHi  train  came  up,  and  obeyed  the  signal  to  stop  made  by  the 
station-master.  The  Squire,  Tod,  and  Tom  Coney  got  in,  and  it 
steamed  on  again. 

"  Now  mind,  I  shall  conduct  this  search,"  the  Squire  said  to  the 
others  with  a  frown.  "  You  young  fellows  don't  know  your  right  hand 
from  your  left  in  a  business  of  this  sort.  We  nmst  go  al)0ut  it 
systematically,  and  find  out  the  different  places  that  Robert  Ashton 
went  to  yesterday,  and  the  people  he  saw."  Tod  and  Torn  Coney  told 
us  this  later. 

AVhen  they  arrived  at  Worcester,  the  first  man  they  saw  at  Shrubb 
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Hill  Station  was  Hany  Coles,  who  had  been  seeing  somebody  off  by 
the  train,  which  was  rather  curious ;  for  his  brother,  Fred  Coles,  was 
Robert  Ashton's  great  chum,  and  was  to  be  groom's-raan  at  the 
wedding.  Harry  Coles  said  his  brother  had  met  Ashton  by  appoint- 
ment the  previous  day,  and  went  with  him  to  the  Registrar's  office  for 
the  marriage  licence — which  was  supplied  to  them  by  Mr.  Clifton 
himself.  After  that,  they  went  to  the  jeweller's,  and  chose  the 
wedding-ring. 

"  Well,  what  after  that?  "  cried  the  impatient  Squire. 
Harry  Coles  did  not  know  what.     His  brother  had  come  back  to 
their  office  early  in  the  afternoon — about  one  o'clock — saying  Ashton 
was  going,  or  had  gone,  home. 

"  Can't  you  tell  which  he  said — going,  or  gone  ?  "  demanded  the 
Squire,  getting  red. 

"  No,  I  can't,"  said  Harry  Coles.  *'  I  was  busy  with  some  estimates, 
and  did  not  pay  particular  attention  to  him." 

"  Then  you  ought  to  have  paid  it,  sir,"  retorted  the  Squire.  "  Your 
brother  ? — where  is  he  ?  " 

"  Gone  over  to  Timberdale  ages  ago.  He  started  the  first  thing  this 
morning.  Squire  ;  a  big  coat  thrown  over  his  wedding  toggery." 

The  Squire  growled,  as  a  relief  to  his  feelings,  not  knowing  what  in 
the  world  to  do.  He  suddenly  said  he'd  go  to  the  Registrar's  office, 
and  started  for  Edgar  Street. 

Mr.  Clifton  was  not  there,  but  a  clerk  was.  Yes,  Mr.  Ashton  of 
Timberdale  had  been  there  the  previous  day,  he  said,  in  answer  to  the 
Squire,  and  had  got  his  licence.  The  governor  (meaning  Mr.  Clifton, 
who  knew  the  Ashtons  and  the  Coneys  well)  had  joked  a  bit  with 
young  Ashton,  when  he  gave  it.  As  to  telling  where  Ashton  of 
Timberdale  and  Mr.  Coles  had  gone  to  afterwards,  the  clerk  did  not 
know  at  all. 

So  there  was  nothing  to  be  gathered  at  the  Registrar's  office,  and  the 
Squire  turned  his  steps  up  the  town  again.  Tod  and  Coney  following 
him  like  two  tame  lambs ;  for  he  wouldn't  let  them  make  a  suggestion 
or  put  in  a  word  edgeways.  He  was  on  his  way  to  the  jeweller's  now : 
but  as  he  had  omitted  to  ask  Harry  Coles  which  of  the  jewellers'  shops 
the  ring  was  bought  at,  he  took  them  all  in  succession,  and  hit  upon 
the  right  one  after  some  difficulty. 

He  learnt  nothing  there,  cither.  Mr.  Ashton  of  Timberdale  had 
bought  the  ring  and  keeper,  and  jiaid  lor  them,  the  master  said.  Of 
course  every  one  knew  the  yoiuig  lady  was  Miss  Jane  Coney :  he  had 
brought  one  of  her  rings  as  a  guide  for  size :  a  chased  gold  ring,  with 
small  garnet  stones  in  it. 

"  I  am  not  asking  for  rings  and  stones,"  interrupted  the  Squire, 
wrathfully.  "  I  want  to  know  if  Mr.  Ashton  said  where  he  was  going 
to  afterwards  ?  " 
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"  He  said  never  a  word  about  it,"  returned  the  mastei*.  "  When 
they  went  out  of  here — young  Fred  Coles  was  with  him — they  took 
the  way  towards  the  Hop  Market." 

The  Squire  went  to  the  Crown  next — the  inn  used  by  the  Aslitons 
of  Timberdale.  Robert  Ashton  had  called  in  the  previous  day,  about 
one  o'clock,  the  waiter  said,  taking  a  little  bread-and-cheese,  observing 
that  he  had  no  time  for  anything  else,  and  a  glass  of  table-beer.  Mr. 
Coles  had  come  down  Broad  Street  with  liim,  as  far  as  the  inn  door, 
when  they  shook  hands  and  parted  ;  Mr.  Coles  going  back  again.  The 
waiter  thought  Mr.  Ashton  was  not  in  the  house  above  five  minutes  at 
the  most. 

"  And  don't  you  know  where  he  went  to  next  ? "  urged  the 
Scjuire. 

"  No,"  the  waiter  replied.  The  impression  on  his  mind  was,  that 
Mr.  Ashton's  business  in  Worcester  was  over,  and  that  he  was  returning 
home  again. 

The  Squire  moved  slowly  up  Broad  Street,  more  gloomy  than  an 
owl,  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  his  nose  blue.  He  boasted  of  his 
systematic  abilities,  as  applied  to  seekings  and  searchings,  but  he  knew 
no  more  what  to  be  at  next  than  the  man  in  the  moon.  Turning  up 
the  Cross,  he  came  to  an  anchor  outside  the  linen-draper's  shop ; 
propping  his  back  against  the  window,  as  if  the  hanging  silks  had 
offended  him.  There  he  stood  staring  up  at  St.  Nicholas's  clock 
opposite. 

"  Tom,"  said  he,  virtually  giving  in,  "  1  think  we  had  better  talk  to 
the  police.     Here's  one  coming  along  now." 

When  the  policeman  was  abreast,  the  Squire  took  liis  hands  from  his 
pockets,  and  pinned  the  man  by  his  button-hole. 

"Mr.  Ashton  of  Timberdale? — oh,  he  has  got  into  trouble,  sir,"  was 
the  man's  ready  answer.  He  is  before  tlie  magistrates  now,  on  a 
charge  of " 

The  railway  omnibus,  coming  along  at  the  moment,  partially  drowned 
the  word. 

"Charge  of  what? '"  roared  the  Squire. 

The  policeman  repeated  it.  The  omnibus  was  making  a  frightful 
rattle,  and  the  Squire  only  just  caught  it  now.  With  a  great  cry  he 
dashed  over  to  the  fly-stand,  got  into  one,  and  ordered  it  to  gallop 
away  with  him.  Tom  Coney  and  Tod  barely  escaped  having  to  hang 
on  behind. 

"  Drive  like  mad ! "  stamped  the  Squire. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  man,  obeying.     "  Where  to  ?  " 

"  Go  on,  will  you,  sir !     To  the  deuce." 

"To  the  police-court,"  corrected  Tom  Coney. 

Arrived  there,  the  Squire  left  them  to  pay  the  fare,  and  fought  his 
way  inside.     The  first  thing  his  spectacles  caught  sight  of  distinctly 
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was  the  fair  Saxon  face  and  fine  form  of  Robert  Ashton,  standing,  a 
prisoner,  in  tlie  criminal  dock. 


At  the  Ji'arm,  things  were  in  a  state  more  easily  imagined  than 
described.  The  carriages  came  bowling  up,  bringing  the  guests.  The 
four  bridesmaids  wore  pale-blue  silk,  trimmed  with  white  fur.  Jane 
was  dressed.  In  passing  her  door,  I  saw  her.  They  had  sent  me  up 
to  fetch  something  from  Tom's  room. 

"Is  it  not  a  mockery,  Johnny?"  she  said,  letting  me  enter.  And 
her  poor  pale  face  looked  more  lit  for  a  burying  than  a  wedding,  and 
her  eyes  had  dark  circles  round  them. 

"  If  you  mean  your  dress,  Jane,  I  never  saw  anything  less  like  a 
mockery,  or  more  like  a  princess's  in  a  fairy  tale."  , 

It  was  of  rich  white  silk.;  a  delicate  wreath  of  myrtle  and  orange- 
blossoms  on  her  chestnut  hair.     The  veil  lay  upon  the  bed. 

"  You  know  what  I  mean,  Johnny.  There  will  be  no  wedding  at 
North  Crabb  Church  to-day— and  nothing  can  have  been  more  foolish 
than  to  prepare  me  for  it.  Oh,  Johnny !  if  I  could  only  go  to  sleep  till 
ten  years  hence,  and  never  wake  up  between  !  " 

Before  the  gate  waited  the  carriages,  their  postillions  in  scarlet 
jackets ;  the  company,  in  their  fine  j^lumage,  jostled  each  other  in  the 
nooks  and  corners  of  the  house  ;  the  maids,  wearing  a  bright  uniform 
of  purple  gowns  and  white  muslin  aprons,  ran  about  wildly.  Every 
two  minutes,  old  Coney  went  up  to  a  staircase  window  that  faced 
Timberdale,  looking  out  to  see  whether  Robert  Ashton  was  coming — 
like  Sister  Anne,  in  "  Bluebeard." 

Twelve  o'clock  !  It  was  like  a  knell  booming  out ;  and  the  carriages 
went  away  with  the  company.     A  fine  ending  to  a  wedding ! 

I  was  standing  at  the  back-door,  disconsolate  as  the  moaning  wind, 
when  the  Timberdale  Station  fly  came  rattlmg  along.  A  gentleman 
put  his  head  out  of  it,  to  tell  the  driver  to  stop.  He  got  down,  and 
came  limping  up  to  me.  It  was  Mr.  West's  partner,  old  Lawyer 
Cockermuth,  who  had  declined  an  invitation  to  the  wedding,  because 
of  gout. 

"  Look  here,"  said  he,  catching  me  by  the  shoulder,  "  I  want  to  say 
half-a-dozen  words  to  Mr.  Coney.  Can  you  manage  to  bring  him  out 
to  me,  or  smuggle  me  into  any  little  place  where  we  can  be  alone  ?  I 
suppose  the  house  is  chock-full  of  wedding-people." 

"  You  have  brought  bad  news  of  Robert  Ashton  !  "  I  said,  in  sudden 
conviction,     "  What  is  it  ?  " 

"  Well,  so  I  Z(«ve,"  he  answered  confidentially.  "  It  will  soon  be 
known  to  every  one,  but  I  should  like  to  break  it  to  Coney  first.  I've 
come  over  to  do  it.     Robert  Ashton  is  in  custody  for  murder  !  " 

I  felt  my  face  turn  as  pale  as  a  girl's.    "  For  murder  f  " 
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01(1  Cockermuth's  face  gi'ew  long  as  he  nodded.  "  He  is  in  custody 
for  nothing  less  than  the  murder  of  his  brother-in-law,  Bird.  Yester- 
day  " 

A  smothered  cry  behind  us,  and  I  turned  sharply.  There  stood 
Jane.  She  had  seen  Cockermuth's  arrival,  and  came  down,  knowing 
he  must  have  brought  bad  news.  The  white  robe  and  wreath  were 
gone,  and  she  wore  an  everyday  dress  of  violet  merino. 

"  Now,  my  dear !  my  dear,  be  calm ! "  cried  the  old  law3'er,  in  a 
fright.  "  For  goodness'  sake  shut  us  in  somewhere,  Johnny  Ludlow ! 
We  shall  have  the  whole  pack  out  upon  us." 

Some  of  the  pack  did  come,  before  he  could  be  shut  up.  And  there 
we  were — ^hearing  that  Kobert  Ashton  had  been  taken  up  for  murder. 

It  appeared  that,  after  quitting  the  Crown  on  the  previous  day,  he 
met  his  sister's  husband.  Captain  Bird — from  habit,  people  still  accorded 
him  his  title.  Captain  Bird  told  him  Lucy  was  dangerously  ill,  and 
asked  hiin  to  go  and  see  her.  Robert  went  at  once  to  their  lodgings. 
What  exactly  happened  there,  no  one  as  yet  knew ;  but  Robert  and 
Bird  got  quarrelling.  Robert  did  not  come  out  again.  In  the  morning 
(this  morning)  the  neighbours  heard  a  hue-and-cry;  and  on  the  door 
being  opened  by  two  policemen.  Bird  was  found  lying  in  the  passage 
dead,  as  was  supposed,  and  Robert  Ashton  was  given  into  custody  for 
his  murder. 

Jane  touched  me  on  the  arm,  and  I  followed  her  into  the  large, 
empty  dining-room.  That  miserable  breakfast !  waiting  for  those  who 
could  not  sit  down  to  it.  The  evergreens  [on  the  walls  seemed  to  look 
faded ;  the  flowers  on  the  table  to  have  lost  their  first  freshness. 

"You  see  I  was  right,  Johnny,"  she  said.  "That  dream  was  a 
dream  of  warning.     And  sent  as  one." 

It  did  look  like  it.  But  dreams  are  things  you  can't  lay  hold  of;  no, 
nor  altogether  believe  in.  Standing  by  the  cold  grate,  she  began  te 
shiver.     In  the  confusion,  the  servants  had  let  the  fire  go  out. 

"  I  would  forget  the  dream,  if  I  were  you,  Jane.  Where's  the  use  of 
people  having  dreams " 

"  Say  warnings,  Johnny." 

" if  they  cannot  see  how  to  make  use  of  them?     Call  them 

warnings,  an  you  like  the  word  better.     They  are  of  no  good  at  all." 

"  Oh,  Johnny,  if  I  could  only  die  !  It  was  hard  enough  to  bear  when 
he  was  only  missing ;  but  now— — - " 

It  was  just  as  though  she  never  meant  to  leave  off  shivering.  I  went 
to  lumt  for  some  sticks,  and  saw  our  cook,  Molly,  in  the  kitchen 
amongst  the  maids.  Trust  her  for  being  in  the  thick  of  any  gossip. 
Bringing  the  sticks  back,  I  pushed  them  in,  and  they  soon  crackled  up 
into  a  blaze.     Jane  sat  down  and  watched  them. 

"  I  wouldn't  be  afraid,  Jane,  if  I  were  you.  There  must  be  some 
mistake." 
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"I'm  not  afraid — in  one  sense.  That  Robert  has  clone  nothing 
wrong  willingly,  I  know.  But — he  is  rather  passionate  ;  and  there's  no 
telling  how  they  might  provoke  him.  If  there  is  much  prolonged 
suspense ;  a  trial,  or  anything  of  that  sort — well,  I  suppose  I  shall  live 
through  it." 

How  hopeless  she  looked  !  her  head  bent,  her  eyes  cast  down.  Just 
tlien  there  was  a  cry  outside  for  Jane.     "  Jane  !  " 

"  Go  out,  Johnny,  and  say  I  am  all  right.  Pray  to  them  to  leave 
me  alone.  Tell  mamma  not  to  come  in  ;  I  am  easier  by  myself — and 
the  tire's  burning  up.  They  have  gone  calling  upstairs ;  they  wouldn't 
think  I  am  here." 

"Was  there  anything  incoherent  in  her  words?  I  looked  at  her 
narrowly.    I  suppose  that  they  sounded  something  like  it. 

"Ono  lias  been  coming  to  soothe  me,  and  another  has  been  coming; 
I  haven't  known  bow  to  bear  it.  They  mean  it  in  kindness — gi-eat 
kindness ;  but  I  would  so  much  rather  be  alone.  You  go  now, 
Johnny." 

So  I  shut  her  in.  And  whispered  to  Mrs.  Coney  that  she  was  pray- 
ing to  be  left. 

I  don't  know  how  the  day  went  on,  except  that  it  was  miserably 
uncomfortable.  We  had  some  cold  beef  in  the  everyday  dining-room, 
and  old  Coney,  after  saying  he'd  have  given  a  thousand  pounds  out  of 
his  pocket  for  it  not  to  have  happened,  went  and  smoked  a  pipe  with 
Cockermuth  in  the  best  kitchen.    Dusk  began  to  come  on. 

Why  !  who  was  that — driving  up  in  Robert  Ashton's  dog-cart  ? 
Robert !  Robert  himself?  Yes,  it  was  ;  and  the  Squire,  and  Tod,  and 
Tom  Coney  with  him.  The  dog-cart  had  gone  to  the  station  to  wait  for 
the  Squire  and  the  other  two  :  they  came,  bringing  Robert  Ashton. 

"Is  it  all  right,  Mr.  Ashton?  " 

"Quite  right,  Johimv.  You  did  not  think  it  could  be  wrong,  did 
you?" 

"  You  are  out  on  hail?  " 

"Out  for  good.  There  has  been  no  real  damage  done.  I  wonder 
where  Jane  is  ?  " 

"  I'll  take  you  to  her.     She  has  been  wishing  she  was  dead." 

No  one  in  the  house  scented  his  presence.  I  opened  the  door  of  the 
large  oak-room.  Jane  was  kneeling  on  the  hearthrug,  her  face  buried 
in  the  cushion  of  the  arm-chair.  She  started  up  at  the  noise,  and 
stood  like  one  turned  to  stone. 

"  RohfH  f  " 

I  do  believe  she  thought  it  was  not  real — his  ghost,  or  something. 
He  wont  up  in  silence,  slightly  smiling — he  was  always  a  quiet- 
mannored  man — and  holding  out  his  hand. 

"  It  is  I,  myself,  Jane.     You  look  as  though  you  doubted  it.'' 

With  a  great  cry  she  fell  forward.     Robert  caught  her  to  his  breast. 
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I  was  going  away  when  he  liastily  called  to  mo.  For  the  first  time  in 
her  life  she  had  fainted  away.     The  thing  had  been  too  much  for  lier. 

''Get  some  water,  Johnny.    Don't  call  any  one.    She'll  soon  come  to." 

There  was  water  on  the  table ;  wine  too.  He  gave  Jane  some  of 
both.  And  then  slie  listened  to  his  story,  leaning  on  In's  arm,  and  crying 
as  softly  and  peacefully  as  a  little  child. 

Those  outside  were  listening  to  the  wonderful  tale.  When  I  went 
out,  they  liad  gathered  in  the  best  kitchen,  round  the  Squire,  who  had 
gone  there  in  search  of  old  Coney.  The  Squire's  glowing  face  was  a 
sight  to  be  seen.  Mrs.  Coney  had  sat  down  on  the  mahogany  bench  • 
her  hands  lifted.  Coney  stood  with  his  pipe  held  at  arm's-length.  As 
to  Mrs.  Todhetley,  the  tears  were  running  down  lier  cheeks  in  a  stream. 

It  was  quite  true  that  Lucy  Bird  was  very  ill.  Robert  saw  her  in 
bed.  As  he  was  leaving,  Bird  began  upon  the  old  grievance— that  he 
should  have  some  of  Lucy's  money  advanced  in  a  lump.  He  wanted 
it  for  his  cards  and  dice,  you  see.  Robert  told  him,  No  :  as  he  had 
told  him  all  along.  An  associate  of  Bird's  was  there  ;  a  very  bad  man, 
named  Dawler.  They  got  Robert  to  take  a  friendly  glass'  of  wine— 
which  purported  to  be  sherry :  and  from  that  moment  he  lost  all  power, 
and  partly  consciousness.  The  wine  was  drugged.  Their  object,  no 
doubt,  had  been  to  partly  stupefy  him,  and  so  induce  him  to  sign  an 
undertaking  to  hand  over  the  money  to  Bird.  But  they  had  made  the 
potion  a  trifle  too  strong,  not  calculating  the  effect  it  would  take  on 
a  young  and  habitually  sober  man.  Robert  fell  into  a  deep  sleep,  from 
Avhich  it  was  impossible  to  arouse  him  all  night :  as  to  writing,  his  hands 
were  as  if  dead.  Late  in  the  morning  he  awoke ;  and,  bit  by  bit, 
realized  where  he  was  and  what  had  passed.  He  was  a  little  stupid 
even  then,  but  sensible  enough  to  remember  that  it  was  his  wedding- 
day,  and  to  foresee  that  he  might  have  some  trouble  to  get  away  from 
the  house.  On  attempting  to  leave.  Bird  and  Dawler  placed  themselves 
in  the  passage  to  prevent  him.  There  was  a  hot  contest.  Robert 
Ashton,  a  stronger  man  than  cither  of  the  others,  but  aware  that  all  his 
strength  was  not  then  at  his  own  command,  seized  a  knotted  stick,  or 
club,  that  was  lying  in  a  corner,  and  lifted  it  to  fight  his  way  through. 
Dawler  struck  at  it,  to  get  it  out  of  his  hand,  and  struck  it  against 
Bird's  head  with  frightful  force.  The  fellow  dropped  as  one  dead,  and 
the  door  was  burst  open  by  the  neighbours  and  policemen.  The  excite- 
ment, perhaps  the  exertion,  acting  on  Robert  Ashton's  only  partly 
recovered  state,  turned  him  stupid  again :  the  people  took  him  to  be 
drunk,  and  Dawler  gave  him  in  charge  for  murder. 

That  was  the  history.  "When  the  Squire  had  got  into  the  police- 
court,  Robert  Ashton  (who  was  nearly  himself  again  through  the 
remedies  the  doctor  had  given  him  in  the  police-station)  was  telling  his 
tale,  Dawler  was  contradicting  him,  and  swearing  hard  and  last  that 
it  was  a  case  of  deliberate  murder.    The  magistrates  invited  the  Squire 
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to  a  seat  beside  them :  and  the  first  thing  he  did  was  to  break  into  a  hot 
tantrum,  vowing  Eobert  Ashton  couldn't  be  guUty.  How  it  would  have 
terminated  no  one  knew,  but  Lucy  saved  him. 

Lucy  saved  him.  A  wan,  haggard  young  woman  wi'apped  in  an  old 
shaAvl,  staggered  into  the  justice-room,  to  the  front  of  the  room.  It 
was  Lucy  Bird.  She  had  come  crawling  through  the  streets  to  tell  the 
truth. 

"  My  brother  Kobert  did  not  attempt  to  strike  any  one,"  she  said  in 
low,  Aveak,  earnest  tones.  He  only  held  the  club  in  his  hand.  I  saw 
it  all,  for  I  stood  by.  It  was  Dawler  who  threw  his  weight  upon  the 
club,  and  struck  down  my  husband.  Kobert  fell  too;  pushed  down  by 
Dawler,     This  is  the  sole  truth,  before  Heaven  ! " 

They  believed  her.  The  best  was,  that  Bird  was  not  dead  at  all, 
only  stunned ;  and  the  next  to  appear  in  court  was  himself,  with  a  big 
white  plaister  on  his  forehead.  Discovering  his  wife's  flight  to  the 
magistrates,  he  thought  it  well  to  go  after  her :  there  was  no  knowing 
what  plots  might  be  in  the  wind.  He  had  the  grace  to  acknowledge  that 
the  blow  was  an  accident.  The  whole  bench  shook  hands  with  Robert 
Ashton,  telling  Bird  and  the  othor  man  significantly  tliat  they  had 
better  take  care  what  they  were  about  for  the  future :  and  the  Squire 
brought  him  home  in  triumph. 

"  But  where  is  Robert  ?  "  asked  old  Coney  and  the  rest.  Why,  in 
there  with  Jane  :  where  else  should  he  be  ?  They  burst  into  the  oak- 
room  in  a  body,  and  found  him  trying  on  the  ring. 

"Why  shouldn't  we  have  a  dinner  to-night?"  asked  old  Coney. 
"  Last  night's  was  only  half  a  dinner,  through  one  bother  or  another." 
"  Hear,  hear  !  "  cried  the  Squire.     "  Why  not  ?  " 
The  only  thing  against  it  was — as  Mrs.  Coney  said — that  no  dinner 
was  prepared.     Unless  they  could  put  up  with  a  cold  one. 

"  And  glad  to  do  so,"  spoke  up  everybody.  So  the  cold  meats  were 
brought  from  the  larder,  and  the  fowls  from  the  breakfast-table,  and 
laid  in  the  everyday  dining-parlour.  The  ladies  were  in  their  ordinary 
gowns,  and  there  was  no  room  for  elbows,  but  we  made  up  with, 
laughter.  Sixteen  this  evening;  Fred  Coles  being  there,  and  old 
Cockermuth,  who  sat  down  in  spite  of  the  gout.  Afterwards  we  went 
oir  by  the  light  of  the  stars  to  summon  the  company  to  the  morrow's 
wedding;  it  was  good  to  go  knocking  at  the  doors  with  the  news. 
Whilst  the  servants  at  the  Farm,  with  Molly  to  help  them,  began 
cooking  fresh  foAvls  for  the  breakfast-table. 

And  that's  about  all.  There  was  never  a  better  wedding  seen,  and 
the  scarlet  jackets  of  the  post-boys  dazzled  one's  eyes  in  the  morning 
sun.  Robert  Ashton  was  calm  and  quiet  in  church ;  Jane  too,  and  not 
a  bit  nervous.  The  chief  speech  at  the  breakfast  was  undertaken  by 
the  Squire,  so  you  may  give  a  guess  what  it  was  like ;  but  it  didn't 
spoil  tlie  wedding-cake. 
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Jane  was  shut  up  with  her  mother  when  the  time  came  for  starting, 
and  came  out  in  a  flood  of  tears.  She  was  leaving  her  childhood's 
home,  you  see.  Robert  would  have  hurried  her  straight  to  the  carriage, 
but  the  company  wouldn't  be  done  out  of  their  leave-taking.  I  was 
the  last. 

"  Thank  you  for  all,  Johnny,"  she  cried,  wringing  my  hand  as  she 
went  down  the  path.  "  They  were  all  very  kind  to  me  yesterday,  but 
it  seemed  that  you  were  kindest." 

In  the  next  minute,  both  of  them,  with  the  door  shut,  and  the 
carriage  away  towards  South  Crabb  Junction.  The  people  cheered, 
the  cocks  crew,  and  the  old  shoes  flew  after  them  in  a  shower. 


VI. 
HARDLY  WORTH  TELLING. 

You  remember  what  I,  Johnny  Ludlow,  said  in  the  last  paper— that 
on  our  way  to  Timberdale  Court  we  met  with  an  adventure,  which  I 
had  not  then  time  to  tell  of.     It  was  this. 

After  our  race  through  Crabb  Kavine  by  moonlight,  looking  for 
Robert  Ashton,  we  went  on  to  Timberdale  Court  as  fast  as  the  snowy 
groimd  would  admit  of,  Joseph  Todhetley  and  Tom  Coney  rushing  on 
in  front,  I  after  them — they  were  older  and  stronger  than  I  was.  Not 
by  the  ordinary  highway,  but  over  fields  and  hedges  and  ditches, 
straight  as  the  crow  Hies,  wishing  to  save  time.  Instead  of  saving  time, 
we  lost  it,  for  though  the  road,  had  we  taken  it,  Avas  longer,  the  snow 
was  beaten  there ;  whereas  it  was  lying  deep  across  the  country  and 
liad  to  be  waded  through.  But  you  can't  always  bring  common-sense 
to  bear  at  the  moment  it's  wanted.  And  if  we  had  looked  like  three 
undertakers  at  a  funeral,  stalking  after  one  another  in  the  Ravine,  with 
our  dark  coats  showing  out  against  the  white  snow,  I'm  sure  we  must 
liave  looked  still  more  like  it  in  the  open  gi'ound. 

At  the  far  corner  of  the  square  meadow  was  a  cow-shed,  unused  since 
the  autumn,  when  Ashton  of  Timberdale  had  caused  the  fields  about 
here  to  be  ploughed.  Beyond  the  shed,  touching  its  walls,  ran  a  brook  ; 
and  it  brought  us  up.  We  had  meant  to  take  it  at  a  flying  leap  ;  but 
the  snow  had  melted  there,  and  the  brook  was  swollen.  It  was  not 
agreeable  to  run  the  chance  of  pitching  in,  and  it  seemed  that  we 
should  have  to  make  for  the  gate,  lower  down.  Standing  for  a  moment 
to  reconnoitre,  there  broke  on  our  ears  a  low  moan ;  and  then  another. 

"  I  say,"  cried  Tod,  "  is  that  the  ghost?  "  I  said  in  that  last  paper, 
as  any  one  may  see,  that  we  had  looked  out  for  the  ghost  in  the  Ravine. 
The  moaning  came  again. 

"  If  I  don't  believe  it  is  in  the  cow-slied !  "  exclaimed  Tom  Coney. 
And  he  went  round  to  the  door  and  shook  it  open. 

Pitch  dark  inside  and  the  same  moaning,  soft  and  low.  Tom  Coney 
liad  some  lights  in  his  pocket,  and  struck  one.  Well !  we  were 
astonished.  On  the  ground  lay  a  woman^^or  girl — and  a  very  little 
eliild.  She  had  a  young  face,  with  anxious  eyes  and  feverish  cheeks. 
She  said  she  was  dpng,  and  so  answered  our  questions ;  but  we  had  to 


HARDLY    WORTH   TELLING.  93 

kneel  down  to  hear  her.  She  had  walked  across  the  country  from  some- 
where in  Gloucestershire,  canying  her  baby  of  a  fortnight  old,  but  the 
weakness  and  fever  overtook  her.  Two  nights  ago  she  had  crept  into 
tlie  shed,  and  lain  there,  unsuspected,  ever  since. 

"  But  Avhy  did  you  leave  your  home  ?  "  inquired  Tod. 

"  I  coultln't  stay  for  the  shame,"  was  the  nearly  inaudible  answer : 
and  but  that  our  ears  were  good  ones,  we  should  not  have  caught  it. 
If  we  would  but  fetch  her  a  drop  of  water  for  the  love  of  Christ,  she 
said,  as  we  got  up. 

It  was  impossible  to  help  wondering  whether  God  had  not  allowed 
Robert  Ashton  to  be  lost  on  purpose  to  bring  us  round  there.  But  for 
our  passing,  both  she  and  the  baby  must  very  soon  have  died,  for  the 
shed  was  quite  out  of  the  reach  of  any  road  likely  to  be  traversed. 
We  must  have  seemed  to  her  like  angels  of  mercy.  Perhaps  we 
were  made  use  of  as  such  that  night. 

"  Have  you  lain  here  all  that  time — two  nights  and  daj's — without 
food  ? "  asked  Tod,  in  his  softest  voice. 

"WithoTjt  food,  sir,  and  without  drink.  Oli,  for  a  drop  of  water! 
If  you  could  only  bring  it  me,  I  should  die  easier." 

We  got  some  clean  snow  and  moistened  her  lips  with  it.  She  gave 
a  sobbing  cry  as  it  trickled  down  her  throat :  Tom  Coney  said  it  was 
choking,  but  I  thought  it  was  joy.  To  a  poor  creature  in  a  burning 
fever,  lying  Avithout  any  sort  of  drink  for  days  and  nights,  the  fresh 
cold  snow  must  have  tasted  like  dew  from  heaven.  She  motioned 
that  the  baby  should  have  some,  but  we  were  afraid :  it  looked  to  be 
dying. 

What  could  be  done  with  her  ?  To  carry  her  away  was  not  prac- 
ticable— and  she  seemed  too  ill  besides.  Tom  Coney  ottered  to  cover  up 
the  baby  under  his  coat  and  take  it  to  the  Court  for  food  and  shelter ; 
but  she  clutched  it  closer  to  her  side  as  it  lay  on  her  arm,  and  faintly 
said  it  couldn't  do  without  her.  Shutting  the  shed  door  again,  we  got 
quickly  to  Timberdale  Court,  found  Robert  Ashton  was  not  at  home,  as 
you  heard,  and  asked  for  the  housekeeper,  Mrs.  Broom. 

She  was  sitting  in  her  little  carpeted  room,  off  the  big  kitchen,  with 
one  of  the  maids.  They  were  sewing  white  bows  on  a  lot  of  caps,  and 
wondering  what  had  become  of  the  master.  To  be  burst  in  upon  by 
us,  all  three  telling  the  story  at  once  of  the  woman  and  child,  pretty 
nearly  scared  good  old  Mother  Broom's  senses  away. 

"  You  are  just  i)laying  a  trick  upon  me,  young  gentlemen." 

"  It  is  as  true  as  that  we  arc  here,  Mrs.  Broom ;  it  is  true  as  gospel. 
They'll  both  be  dead  if  something's  not  done  for  them." 

"  Well,  I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing,"  she  exclaimed,  beginning  to 
stir  about.  "  Lying  in  that  cow-shed  for  two' days  without  help  !  You 
ought  to  have  brought  the  poor  baby  away  with  you,  sirs." 

"  She  wouldn't  let  it  come." 
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"  I  wouldn't  have  minded  her  saying  that.  A  fortnight-old  baby 
lying  in  the  shed  in  this  cold !  " 

"  I  don't  think  it  will  make  much  difference  in  the  long-run,  whether 
the  baby  stays  in  the  shed  or  comes  out  of  it,"  said  Tom  Coney.  "  If 
it  sees  to-morrow's  dawn,  I  shall  wonder." 

"  Well,  this  is  a  fine  start !  "  cried  Mother  Broom.  "  And  the  master 
never  to  have  come  home — that's  another,"  she  went  on.  For,  what 
to  do,  she  didn't  know  the  least  in  the  world,  and  was  like  a  woman 
with  a  lost  head. 

We  left  the  matter  to  her,  carrying  some  things  to  the  shed  as  we 
passed  it  on  our  way  home — blankets  and  a  pillow,  fresh  water,  milk- 
and-water  for  the  baby,  and  a  candle  and  matches.  One  of  the  women- 
servants  was  to  come  after  us,  with  hot  broth  and  wine. 

When  we  reached  Crabb  Cot,  the  dismay  there  at  hearing  Robert 
Ashton  had  not  turned  up,  was  diversified  by  this  news,  which  we  told 
of.  Not  that  they  thought  very  much  of  it :  the  woman  was  only  a 
poor  tramp,  they  said ;  and  such  things — fevers,  and  that — happen  to 
poor  tramps  every  day. 

"  Do  you  think  the  baby's  dying  ? "  asked  Charles  Ashton,  the 
parson. 

"  I'm  nearly  sure  it  is,"  said  Tom  Coney. 

"  That's  a  kind  of  woman,  you  know,  that  ought  to  be  committed 
for  fourteen-days'  hard  labour,"  observed  the  Squire,  fiercely,  who  was 
in  a  frightfully  cross  mood  with  the  various  mishaps  and  uncertainties 
of  the  evening.  "  Seems  to  be  very  sickly  and  humble,  you  say, 
Mr.  Johnny !  Hold  your  tongue,  sir ;  what  should  you  know  about 
it?  These  women  tramps  bring  death  on  their  infants  through 
exposure." 

"  And  that's  true,"  said  old  Coney.  "  I'd  punish  'em,  Squire,  if  I 
were  a  magistrate  like  you." 

But  what  do  you  think  Parson  Ashton  did  ?  When  the  dog-cart 
had  taken  him  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Ashton  to  the  Court — where 
they  were  to  stay  all  night — he  started  oft"  for  the  shed,  and  did  not 
come  away  from  it  until  he  had  baptized  the  baby. 

We  heard  nothing  more  about  it  until  the  next  day — and  I  don't 
suppose  any  one  has  forgotten  what  sort  of  a  miserable  day  that  was, 
at  old  Coney's  Farm.  How  the  wedding  never  took  place,  and  Robert 
Ashton  was  still  missing,  and  Jane  Coney  was  dressed  in  her  bridal 
robes  for  nothing,  and  the  breakfast  could  not  be  eaten,  and  we  guests 
staring  in  each  other's  faces  like  so  many  helpless  dummies.  What 
news  we  had  of  it  then,  came  from  Charles  Ashton :  he  had  been  to 
the  shed  again  that  morning.  Whilst  the  carriages  stood  wailing  at 
the  gate,  the  post-boys'  Hcarlet  jackets  flaming  in  the  sun,  and  the 
company  indoors  sat  looking  hopelessly  for  the  bridegroom.  Parson 
Ashton  talked  about  it  in  a  corner  to  Mrs.  Coney  and  the  Squire's  wife : 
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both  of  them  in  their  grand  silk  plumage  then,  one  plum-coloured,  the 
other  sea-gi'een,  with  feathers  for  top-knots. 

The  little  baby  was  dead,  Charles  Ashton  said.  The  mother  had 
been  removed  to  a  shelter  in  Timberdale  village,  and  was  being  cared 
for.  The  doctor,  called  in  to  her,  Darbyshire,  thought  she  might  get 
over  it. 

"  You  baptized  the  child,  I  hear,  Charles  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Coney,  to  the 
parson. 

"Oh  yes." 

*'  "Wliat  did  you  name  it?  " 

"Lucy.  Something  in  the  mother's  face  put  me  in  mind  of  my 
sister,  and  it  was  the  name  I  first  thought  of.  I  asked  the  mother  what 
she  would  have  it  called.  Anything,  she  answered  ;  it  did  not  matter. 
Neither  did  it,  for  the  Httle  thing  was  dying  then.  Hot- water  bottles 
and  other  remedies  were  tried  last  night  as  soon  as  they  could  bo  had, 
to  get  warmth  into  the  child — to  renew  its  life,  in  fact ;  but  nothing 
availed." 

"  Where  was  the  woman  taken  to  ?  " 

"  To  Jael  Batty's.     Jael  consented  to  take  her  in." 

"  I  suppose  it  is  but  another  case  of  the  old,  sad  story  ?  "  gi'oaned 
Mrs.  Todhetley. 

"  Nothing  else.     And  she,  poor  thing,  is  not  much  more  than  a  girl." 

"  Now,  Charles,  I  tell  you  what.  It  may  be  all  very  consistent  for 
you  clergymen — lyen  of  forgiveness,  and  that — to  waste  your  compas- 
sion over  these  poor  stray  creatures,  but  I  think  it  might  do  more  good 
sometimes  if  you  gave  them  blame,"  spoke  Mrs.  Coney,  severely. 

"  There  are  times  and  seasons  when  you  cannot  express  blame,  how- 
ever much  it  may  be  deserved,"  he  answered.  "  The  worst  of  it  in 
these  cases  is,  that  we  rarely  know  there  exists  cause  for  censiu'e  before 
it  is  too  late  for  any  censure  to  avail,  or  avert  the  evil." 

What  with  the  astounding  events  of  the  day,  connected  with  the 
interrupted  wedding,  nothing  more  was  said  or  thought  of  the  affair. 
Except  by  Jane.  When  she  and  I  were  in  the  big  dining-room 
together — I  trying  to  blow  up  the  fire,  and  she  in  full  dread  that 
Robert  Ashton  would  have  to  be  tried  for  his  life  at  the  Worcester 
Spring  Assizes,  and  lie  in  prison  until  then — she  suddenly  spoke  of  it, 
interrupting  the  noise  made  by  the  crackling  of  the  wood. 

"  So  that  poor  baby's  dead,  Johnny  !  What  a  happy  fate — not  to 
gi-ow  up  to  trouble.  Charles  named  it  Lucy,  I  hear.  I  should  like  to 
see  the  poor  mother." 

"  See  her  for  what,  Jane  ?  " 

"  She  is  in  distress,  and  so  am  I.  I  don't  suppose  she  has  a  corner 
to  turn  to  for  comfort  in  the  wide  world.     I  have  not." 

It  was  not  so  very  long  after  this  that  her  distress  was  over.  Kobert 
Ashton  arrived  in  triumph,  and  so  put  an  end  to  it.     One  might  sup- 
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pose  Jane  would  no  longer  have  remembered  that  other  one's  distress ; 
what  with  the  impromptu  dinner,  Avhere  Ave  had  no  room  for  our 
elbows,  and  the  laughter,  and  the  preparations  for  the  next  day's 
wedding. 

But  the  matter  had  taken  hold  of  Jane  Conej^'s  mind,  and  she 
reverted  to  it  on  the  morrow  before  going  away.  When  the  wedding- 
breakftist  was  over,  and  she — nevermore  Jane  Coney,  but  Jane  Ashton 
■ — had  changed  her  dress  and  was  saying  good-bye  to  her  mother 
upstairs,  she  suddenly  spoke  of  it. 

"  Mamma,  I  want  to  ask  you  to  do  something  for  me." 

*'  Well,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  Will  you  see  after  that  poor  voung  woman  who  was  found  in  the 
shed  ?  " 

Naturally  Mrs.  Coney  was  taken  by  surprise.    She  didn't  much  like  it. 

"  After  that  young  woman,  Jane  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  for  me." 

"  Mrs.  Broom  has  seen  to  her,"  returned  Mrs.  Coney,  in  a  voice  that 
sounded  very  frozen. 

"Mother,  dear,"  said  Jane,  "I  was  comparing  myself  with  lier 
yesterday ;  wondering  which  of  us  was  the  worst  off,  the  more 
miserable.  I  thought  I  was.  I  almost  felt  that  I  could  have  changed 
places  with  her." 

"  Jane !  "  angrily  interjected  Mrs.  Coney. 

"  I  did.  She  knew  the  extent  of  her  trouble,  she  could  see  all  that 
it  involved ;  I  did  not  see  the  extent  of  mine.  I  suppose  it  is  always 
thus — that  other  people's  sorrows  seem  light  when  compared  with  our 
own.  The  reason  must  no  doubt  be  that  we  cannot  realize  theirs, 
whilst  we  realize  ours  only  too  keenly. 

"  My  dear,  I  don't  care  to  talk  of  this." 

"  Nor  I  much — but  hear  me  for  a  miiuite,  Tiiother.  God  has  been  so 
merciful  to  me,  and  she  is  still  as  she  was,  that  I — I  should  like  to  do 
what  I  can  for  her  when  we  come  back  again,  and  comfort  and  keep 
her." 

"  Keep  her  !  " 

''  Keep  her  from  want,  I  mean." 

"  But,  child,  she  has  been — you  don't  know  what  she  has  been," 
gravely  rebuked  Mrs.  Coney. 

"  I  think  I  do,  mother." 

"  She  is  a  poor  outcast,  Jane ;  with  neither  home  to  go  to,  nor 
friends  to  look  upon  her." 

Jane  burst  into  tears  :  they  had  been  hardly  kept  down  since  slie 
had  begun  to  speak. 

"  Just  80,  mother.  But  what  was  T  yesterday  .-*  If  Robert  liad  been 
tried  lor  his  life,  and  condemned,  I  should  have  felt  like  an  outcast ; 
perhaps  been  looked  upon  as  no  better  than  one  by  the  world." 
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"  Goodness,  Jane,  I  wish  j-ouM  exercise  your  common  sense,"  cried 
Mrs.  Cone}',  losing  patience.  ''  I  tell  you  she  is  an  outcast,  and  has 
forfeited  home  and  friends.     She  has  been  a  great  sinner." 

"  Mother,  if  she  had  a  home  and  friends,  there  would  be  no  need  to 
succour  her.  As  to  sin — perhaps  we  can  save  her  from  that  for  the 
future.  My  gratitude  for  the  mercy  shown  to  7ne  is  such  that  I  feci 
as  if  I  could  take  her  to  my  bosom  ;  it  seems  to  my  mind  that  I  ought 
to  do  something  for  her,  that  she  has  been  thrown  in  my  w-ay  that  I 
should  do  it.  Mother,  it  is  my  last  petition  to  you :  see  after  her  a 
little  for  me  until  we  come  back  again." 

"  Very  well,  dear ;  as  you  make  this  point  of  it,"  concluded  Mrs. 
Coney,  relenting  just  a  little.  And  then  Jane  began  to  cry  hysterically  ; 
and  Tom  Coney  knocked  at  the  door,  saying  time  was  up. 

Mrs.  Coney  was  not  a  hard-hearted  woman,  just  the  opposite  :  but 
only  those  who  live  in  rural  parts  of  the  country  can  imagine  the 
tricks  and  turns  of  regular  tramps,  and  what  a  bad  lot  some  of  them 
are.  They  deceive  you  with  no  end  of  a  plausible  tale,  and  stare 
pitifully  in  your  face  whilst  they  tell  it.  Not  long  before  this,  a  case 
had  happened  where  both  our  house  and  the  Coneys'  had  been  taken 
in.  A  woman  in  jagged  widows'  garments  presented  herself  at  the 
door  of  Crabb  Cot  and  asked  to  see  the  Squire.  Her  shoes  wanted 
mending,  and  one  side  of  her  face  was  bandaged  up.  Mrs.  Todhetley 
went  to  her.  Of  all  pitiable  tales  that  poor  woman  told  the  most :  it 
Avould  have  melted  a  heart  of  stone.  She  came  from  near  Droitwich, 
she  said  :  her  husband  had  worked  under  Sir  John  Pakington ;  that  is, 
had  been  a  labourer  on  part  of  his  estate,  Westwood  Park.  She  lost 
her  husband  and  grown-up  son  the  past  autumn  with  fever ;  she  caught 
it  herself,  and  was  reduced  to  a  skeleton,  lost  her  cottage  home  through 
the  things  being  seized  for  rent,  and  went  to  live  Avith  a  married 
daughter  in  Oxfordshire.  Cancer  had  appeared  in  her  cheek,  the 
daughter  could  not  keep  her,  for  she  and  all  her  chikh-en  were  down 
with  sickness,  and  the  husband  had  no  work — and  she,  the  widow,  was 
making  her  way  by  easy  walking-stages  to  Worcester,  there  to  try  and 
get  into  the  infirmary.  What  she  wanted  at  Crabb  Cot  was — not  to 
beg,  either  money  or  food :  money  she  could  do  without,  food  she  could 
not  eat — but  to  im]>lore  the  gentleman  (meaning  the  Squire)  to  give 
her  a  letter  to  the  infirmary  doctors,  so  that  they  might  take  her  in. 

I  can  tell  you  that  she  took  us  in — every  one  of  us.  The  Squire, 
coming  up  during  the  conference,  surrendered  without  tight.  Questions 
were  put  to  her  about  Droitwich  and  Ombersley,  which  she  aiiswcred 
at  once.  There  could  be  no  mistaking  that  she  knew  all  the  neigh- 
bourhood about  there  well,  and  Sir  John  and  Lady  Pakington  into  the 
bargain.  I  think  it  was  that  that  threw  us  oft  our  guard.  Mrs.  Tod- 
hetley, brimming  over  with  compassion,  offered  her  some  light  refresh- 
ment, broth  or  milk.    She  said  she  could  not  swallow  either,  "it  went 
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against  her,"  but  she'd  be  thankful  for  a  drink  of  water.  Molly,  the 
greatest  termagant  to  tramps  and  beggars  in  general,  brought  out  a 
half-pint  bottle  of  store  cordial,  made  by  her  own  hands,  of  sweetened 
blackberry  juice  and  spice,  for  the  woman  to  put  in  her  pocket  and  sip, 
on  her  journey  to  Worcester.  Mrs.  Todhetley  gave  her  a  pair  of  good 
shoes  and  some  shillings,  and  two  old  linen  handkerchiefs  for  the  face ; 
and  the  Squire,  putting  on  his  writing  spectacles,  wrote  a  letter  to  Mr. 
Garden,  begging  him  to  see  if  anything,  in  the  shape  of  medical  aid, 
could  be  done  for  the  bearer.  The  woman  burst  into  tears  of  thank- 
fulness, and  went  away  ■with  her  presents,  including  the  letter,  Molly 
the  cross-grained  actually  going  out  to  open  the  back-gate  for  her. 

And  now  would  anybody  believe  that  this  v.'oman  had  only  then 
come  out  of  the  Coneys'  house — where  she  had  been  with  the  same 
tale  and  request,  and  had  received  nearly  the  same  relief  ?  We  never 
saw  or  heard  of  her  again.  The  note  did  not  reach  Mr.  Garden ;  no 
such  patient  applied  to  the  infirmary.  She  was  a  clever  impostor ; 
and  we  got  to  think  that  the  cheek  had  only  been  rubbed  up  with  a 
little  blistering-salve.  Many  another  similar  thing  I  could  tell  of — and 
every  one  of  them  true.  So  you  must  not  wonder  at  Mrs.  Coney's 
unwillingness  to  interfere  mth  this  latest  edition  in  the  tramp  line. 

But  she  had  given  her  promise  :  perhaps,  as  Jane  put  it,  she  could 
not  do  otherwise.  And  on  the  morning  after  the  wedding  she  went 
over  to  Timberdale.  I  was  sliding  in  the  Eavine — for  there  was  ice 
still  in  that  covered  spot,  though  the  frost  had  nearly  disappeared 
elsewhere — when  I  saw  Mrs.  Coney  come  down  the  zigzag  by  the  lielp 
of  her  umbrella,  and  her  every  da  j^  brown  silk  gown  on. 

"  Are  you  here,  Johnny  !     Shall  I  be  able  to  get  along  ?  " 

"  If  I  help  you,  you  will,  Mrs.  Coney." 

"  Take  care.  I  had  no  idea  it  would  be  slippery  here.  But  it  is  a 
long  way  round  to  walk  by  the  road,  and  the  master  has  taken  out  the 
pony-chaise." 

"  What  whid  is  blowing  you  to  Timberdale  to-day  ?  " 

"  An  eiTand  that  I'm  not  at  all  pleased  to  go  upon,  Johnny ;  only 
Jane  made  a  fuss  about  it  before  leaving  yesterday.  If  I  told  the 
master  he  would  be  in  a  fine  wa3^  I  am  going  to  see  the  woman  that 
you  boys  found  in  the  shed." 

"  I  fancied  Jane  seemed  to  think  a  good  deal  about  her." 

"Jane  did  think  a  good  deal  about  her,"  returned  Mrs.  Coney. 
"  She  has  not  had  the  experience  of  this  sort  of  people  that  I  have, 
Johnny  ;  and  girls'  sympathies  are  so  easily  aroused." 

"  There  was  a  romance  about  it,  you  see." 

"  Romance,  indeed  ! "  wrathfully  cried  Mrs.  Coney.  "  That's  what 
leads  girls'  heads  away :  I  wish  they'd  think  of  good  plain  sense 
instead.  It  was  nothing  but  romance  that  led  poor  Lucy  Ashton  to 
marry  that  awful  man,  Bird." 
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"  Why  does  Lucy  not  leave  him  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  it's  easier  to  talk  about  leaving  a  man  than  to  do  it,  once  he's 
your  husband.     You  don't  understand  it  yet,  Johnny." 

"  And  shall  not,  I  suppose,  until  I  am  married  myself.  But  Lucy 
has  never  talked  of  leaving  Bird." 

"  She  won't  leave  him.  Robert  has  offered  her— ^ — •  Goodness  me, 
Jolniny,  don't  hurry  along  like  that !  It's  nothing  but  ice  here.  If  I 
were  to  get  a  tumble,  I  might  be  lamed  for  life." 

"  Nonsense,  Mrs.  Coney!    It  would  be  only  a  Christmas  gambol." 

"  It's  all  very  well  to  laugh,  Johnny.  Christmas  gambols  mean  fun 
to  you  young  fellows  with  your  supple  limbs  ;  but  to  us  fifty-year-old 
people  they  may  be  something  else.  I  wish  I  had  tied  some  list  round 
my  boots." 

We  left  the  ice  in  the  Ravine,  and  she  came  up  the  zigzag  path 
easily  to  the  smooth  road,     I  offered  to  take  the  umbrella. 

"  Thank  you,  Johnny ;  but  I'd  rather  carry  it  myself.  It's  my  best 
silk  one,  and  you  might  break  it.  I  never  dare  trust  ray  umbrellas  to 
Tom  :  he  drives  them  straight  out  against  trees  and  posts,  and  snaps 
the  sticks." 

She  turned  into  Timberdale  Court,  and  asked  to  see  Mrs.  Broom. 
Mrs.  Broom  appeared  in  the  parlour  with  her  sleeves  turned\ip  to  the 
elbow,  and  her  hands  floury.  She  had  been  housekeeper  during  old 
Mr.  Ashton's  time. 

"  Look  here,"  said  Mrs.  Coney,  dropping  her  voice  a  little :  "  I've 
come  to  ask  a  word  or  two  about  that  woman— from  the  shed,  you 
know.     Who  is  she  ? — and  Avhat  is  she  ?  " 

But  the  dropping  of  Mrs.  Coney's  voice  was  as  nothing  to  the 
dropping  of  the  housekeeper's  face.  The  questions  put  her  out 
uncommonly. 

"  I  wish  to  my  very  heart,  ma'am,  that  the  woman — she's  but  a  poor 
young  thing  at  best ! — had  chosen  any  part  to  fall  ill  in  but  this  !  It's 
like  a  Fate." 

"  Like  a  what  ?  "  cried  Mrs.  Coney. 

"  And  so  it  is.     A  Fate  for  this  house.     'Tis  nothing  less." 

"  Why,  what  do  you  mean.  Broom?  " 

Mother  Broom  bent  her  head  forward,  and  said  a  word  or  two  in 
Mrs.  Coney's  ear.  Louder,  I  suppose,  than  she  thought  for,  if  she  had 
intended  me  not  to  hear. 

"  Raves  about  Captain  Bird  !  "  repeated  Mrs.  Coney. 

"  He  is  all  her  talk,  ma'am — George  Bird.  And  considering  that 
George  Bird,  blackleg  though  he  has  turned  out  to  bo,  married  the 
young  lady  of  this  house.  Miss  Lucy  Ashton,  why,  it  goes  against  the 
grain  for  me  to  hear  it." 

Mrs.  Coney  sat  down  in  a  sort  of  bewilderment,  and  gave  me  the 
silk  umbrella.     Folding  her  hands,  she  stared  at  Mother  Broom. 
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"  It  seems  as  though  we  were  always  hearing  fresh  news  about  that 
man,  Broom  ;  eacli  time  it  is  something  worse  than  the  last.  If  he 
took  all  the  young  women  within  his  reach,  and — and — cut  their  heads 
off,  it  would  he  only  like  him." 

"  '  George  ! '  she  moans  out  in  her  sleep.  That  is,  in  her  dreaming, 
or  her  fever,  or  whatever  it  is.  '  George,  you  ought  not  to  have  left 
me  ;  you  should  have  taken  care  of  me.'  And  then,  ma'am,  she'll  be 
quiet  a  bit,  save  for  turning  her  head  about ;  and  begin  again, 
'  Where's  my  baby  ?  where's  my  baby  ?  '  Goodness  knows  'twould  be 
sad  enough  to  hear  her  if  it  was  anybody's  name  but  Bird's." 

"  There  might  be  worse  names  than  his,  in  the  matter  of  giving  us 
pain,"  spoke  Mrs.  Coney.  "  As  to  poor  Lucy — it  is  only  another  cross 
in  her  sad  life." 

"I've  not  told  this  to  anybody,"  went  on  j\Iother  Broom.  "Jael 
Batty's  three  parts  deaf,  as  the  parish  knows,  and  may  not  have  caught 
Bird's  name.  It  will  vex  my  master  frightfully  for  Miss  Lucy's  sake. 
The  baby  is  to  be  buried  to-day.     Mr.  Charles  lias  stayed  to  do  it." 

"  Oh,  indeed ! "  snapped  Mrs.  Coney,  and  got  up,  for  the  baby 
appeared  to  be  a  sore  subject  with  her.  "  I  suppose  the  girl  was  coming 
across  the  country  in  search  of  Bird  ?  " 

Broom  tossed  her  head.  "  Whether  she  was  or  not,  it's  an  odd 
thing  that  this  house  should  be  the  one  to  have  to  succour  her." 

"  I  am  going,"  said  Mrs.  Coney,  "  and  I  half  wish  I  had  never  come 
in.     Broom,  I  am  sorry  to  have  hindered  you.     You  are  busy." 

"  I  am  making  my  raised  pies,"  said  Broom.  "  It's  the  second  batch. 
What  with  master's  coming  marriage,  and  one  thing  and  another,  I  did 
not  get  'em  done  before  the  new  year.  Your  Molly  says  hers  boat 
mine.  Master  Ludlow ;  but  I  don't  believe  it" 

"  She  does,  does  she !  It's  just  like  her  boasting.  Mrs.  Todhetley 
often  makes  the  pork-pies  herself." 

"  Johnny,"  said  Mrs.  Coney,  as  we  went  along,  she  in  deep  thought : 
"  that  poor  Lucy  Bird  might  keep  a  stick  for  cutting  notches — as  it  is 
said  some  prisoners  used  to  do,  to  mark  their  days — and  notch  oif  her 
dreadful  cares,  that  are  ever  recurring.  Why,  Johnny,  what's  that 
crowd  for  ?  " 

The  church  stood  on  the  right  between  Timberdale  Court  and  the 
village.  A  regular  mob  of  children  seemed  to  be  pressing  round  the 
gate  of  the  churchyard.     I  went  to  look,  leaving  ]\Irs.  Coney  standing. 

Charles  Ashton  was  coming  out  of  the  church  in  his  surplice,  and 
the  clerk,  old  Sam  Mullet,  behind  him,  carrying  a  little  coffin.  The 
grave  was  in  the  corner  of  the  burial-ground,  and  Mr.  Ashton  went 
straight  to  it,  and  continued  the  service  begun  in  the  church.  If  it  had 
been  a  lord's  child,  he  could  not  have  done  it  all  in  better  order. 

But  there  were  no  mourners,  unless  old  ^lullet  could  be  called  one. 
He  put  the  coffin  on  the  grass,  and  was  in  a  frightful  temper.     I  took 
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off  my  hat  and  waited :  it  would  have  looked  so  to  run  away  wlicn 
there  was  no  one  else  to  stand  there  :  and  IMrs.  Coney's  face,  as  cross 
as  old  Mullet's,  might  be  seen  peering  through  the  hedge. 

"It's  come  to  a  pretty  pass,  when  tramps'  brats  have  to  be  put  in 
the  ground  like  honest  folks's,"  grunted  Sam,  when  Mr.  Ashton  had 
walked  away,  and  he  began  to  fling  in  the  spadefuls  of  earth.  "  What 
must  he  needs  go  and  baptize  that  there  young  atom  for  ? — he  ain't 
our  parson  ;  he  don't  belong  to  we  in  this  parish.  I  dun-no  what  the 
•world  be  a-coming  to." 

Mr.  Ashton  was  talking  to  Mrs.  Coney  when  1  got  up.  I  told  him 
what  a  way  Sam  Mullet  was  in. 

"  Yes,"  said  he.  "  I  believe  what  1  did  has  not  given  satisfaction  in 
all  quarters ;  so  I  waited  to  take  the  service  mj'self,  and  save  other 
people  trouble." 

"In  what  name  is  the  dead  child  registered,  Charles ? "  asked  Mrs. 
Coney. 

"Lucy  Bird." 

"Lucy  Bird!     DirdV 

"It  Avas  the  name  the  mother  gave  me  in  one  of  her  lucid  intervals," 
answered  the  clergyman,  shortly. 

He  hastened  away,  saying  he  must  catch  a  train,  for  that  his  own 
parish  was  wanting  him  ;  but  I  fancied  he  did  not  care  to  be  further 
questioned.  Mrs.  Coney  stood  still  to  stare  after  him,  and  would  have 
liked  to  ask  him  how  much  and  how  little  he  knew. 

Lucy  Bird !  It  did  sound  strange  to  hear  the  name — as  if  it  were 
the  real  Lucy  Bird  we  knew  so  well.    I  said  so  to  Mrs.  Coney. 

"  The  impudence  of  the  woman  must  pass  all  belief,"  she  muttered  to 
herself.  "  Let  us  get  on,  Johnny  ?  I  would  rather  run  a  mile  any 
other  way  than  go  to  see  her." 

Leaving  me  on  the  wooden  bench  outside  Jael  Batty 's  door,  she 
went  in.  It  was  remarkably  lively :  the  farrier's  shop  opposite  to  look 
at,  five  hay-ricks,  and  a  heap  of  children  who  strolled  after  us  from  the 
churchyard,  and  stayed  to  stare  at  me.  Mrs.  Coney  came  out  again 
soon. 

"  It's  of  no  use  my  remaining,  .Tt)hnny.  She  can't  understand  a  word 
said  to  lier,  only  lies  there  rambling,  and  asking  people  to  bring  her 
baby.  If  she  had  any  sense  left  in  her,  she  might  just  go  down  on  lier 
knees  in  thankfulness  that  it's  gone.  Jael  Batty  says  she  has  done 
nothing  else  but  wail  for  it  all  the  blessed  morning." 

"Well,  it  is  only  natural  she  should." 

"  Natural !  Natural  to  mourn  for  that  baby  !  Don't  you  say  stupid 
things,  Johnny.  It's  a  great  mercy  that  it  has  been  taken ;  and  you 
must  know  that  as  well  as  any  one." 

"  1  don't  say  it  isn't ;  babies  must  make  no  end  of  noise  and  work ; 
but  you  see  mothers  care  for  thern." 
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"  Don't  be  a  simpleton,  Johnny.  If  you  take  to  upholding  tramps 
and  infants  dying  in  sheds,  goodness  knows  what  you'll  come  to  in 
time." 


At  the  end  of  a  fortnight,  Asliton  of  Timberdale  and  his  wife  came 
home.  It  was  a  fine  afternoon  in  the  middle  of  January,  but  getting 
dusk,  and  a  lot  of  us  had  gone  over  to  the  Court  to  see  them  arrive. 
Jane  looked  as  happy  as  a  queen. 

'•  Johnny,"  she  whispered,  whilst  we  were  standing  to  take  some  tea 
that  Mothei-  Broom  (with  a  white  cockade  in  her  cap)  brought  in  upon 
a  silver  trav,  "how  about  that  poor  woman?  She  is  not  dead,  I 
hope  ?  " 

I  told  Jane  that  she  was  better.  The  fever  had  gone  down,  but  she 
was  so  weak  and  reduced  that  the  doctor  had  not  allowed  her  to  be 
questioned.  We  knew  no  more  of  who  she  was  than  we  had  known 
before.  Mrs.  Coney  overheard  what  I  was  sa}ang,  and  took  Jane 
aside. 

There  seemed  to  be  a  bit  of  a  battle :  ]\Irs.  Coney  remonstrating 
with  a  severe  face,  Jane  holding  out  and  flushing  a  little.  She  was 
telling  Jane  not  to  go  to  Jael  Batty's,  and  representing  w'hy  she  ought 
not  to  go.  Jane  said  she  must  go — her  heart  was  set  upon  it :  and 
began  to  re-tie  her  bonnet-strings. 

"  Mother  dear,  don't  be  angry  with  me  in  this  the  first  hour  of  enter- 
ing on  my  new  home — it  would  seem  like  a  bad  omen  for  me.  You 
don't  know  how  strongly  I  have  grown  to  think  that  my  duty  lies  in 
seeing  this  poor  woman,  in  comforting  her  if  I  can.     It  cannot  hurt 


me." 


"  What  do  you  suppose  Kobert  would  say  ?  It  is  to  him  you  owe 
obedience  now,  Jane,  not  to  me." 

"  To  him  first,  and  to  you  next,  my  mother ;  and  I  trust  I  shall  ever 
yield  it  to  you  lioth.  But  Robert  is  quite  willing  that  I  should  go  :  he 
knows  all  I  think  about  it." 

"  Jane,  I  wouldn't  have  said  a  word  against  it ;  indeed  I  had  made  up 
my  mind  tliat  it  was  a  good  wish  on  your  part ;  but  now  that  wc  lia\-c 
discovered  she  is  in  some  way  connected  with — with  tlie  Birds — why, 
I  don't  think  Robert  will  like  you  to  meddle  with  it.  I'm  sure  I  shrink 
from  telling  him." 

Jane  Coney — Ashton  I  mean  :  one  can't  get  out  of  old  names  all  at 
once— looked  down  in  distress,  thinking  of  the  pain  it  would  cause 
her  husband  for  his  sister's  sake.     Then  she  took  her  mother's  hand. 

"  Tell  Robert  what  you  liavo  told  me,  niannua.  He  will  still  let  me 
go,  I  think;  for  he  knows  how  much  I  wish  it." 

Tliey  had  their  conference  away  from  us ;  Mrs.  Conej',  Robert 
Ashton,  and  .Tano.     Of  course  lie  was  friglitfully  put  out;  but  Jane 
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was  right — he  said  she  should  go  all  the  same.  Mrs.  Coney  shut  her 
lips  tight,  and  made  no  further  comment. 

"  I  promised  her,  you  see,  Mrs.  Coney,"  he  urged.  "  She  has  an  idea 
in  her  head  that — I'm  sure  I  scarcely  know  wliat  it  is,  except  that  her 
going  is  connected  with  Gratitude  and  Duty,  and — and  Heaven's  bless- 
ing. Why,  do  you  know  we  might  have  stayed  away  another  week, 
but  for  this?    I  could  have  spared  it;  but  she  would  come  home." 

"  I  never  knew  Jane  take  a  thing  up  like  this  before,"  said  Mrs. 
Coney. 

"  Any  way,  I  suppose  it  is  I  who  shall  have  to  deal  with  it — for  the 
sake  of  keeping  it  from  Lucy,"  was  Kobert's  answer.  "  I  wish  with  all 
my  heart  Bird  had  been  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea  before  his  ill-omened 
steps  brought  him  to  Timberdale  !  There's  not,  as  I  believe,  another 
such  scamp  in  the  world." 

Jane  waited  for  nothing  else.  Shielded  by  the  dusk  of  the  evening, 
she  went  hastening  to  Jael  Batty's  and  back  again. 

"  I'll  go  down  for  her  presently,"  said  llobert.  But  she  was  back 
again  before  he  started. 

"  I  came  back  at  once  to  set  the  misapprehension  right,"  said  Jane, 
her  eyes  bright  with  eagerness,  her  cheeks  glowing.  "  Mother  dear— 
Eobert — Johnny — listen,  all  of  you  :  that  poor  sick  woman  is  George 
Bird's  sister." 

"  Jane ! " 

"  Indeed  she  is.  Captain  Bird  used  to  talk  to  Lucy  of  his  little  sister 
Clara — I  have  heard  you  say  so,  Eobert — in  the  old  days  when  he  first 
came  here.    It  is  she  who  is  l>ing  at  Jael  Batty's — Clara  Bird." 

The  company  sat  down  like  so  many  lambs,  Mrs.  Coney's  mouth 
and  eyes  alike  opening.     It  sounded  wonderful. 


"  But — Jane,  child— there  was  still  the  baby 


"  Well — yes— I'm  afraid  so,"  replied  Jane,  in  an  uncomfortable  hurry. 
"  I  did  not  like  to  ask  her  about  that,  she  cries  so.  But  she  is  Clara 
Bird ;  Captain  Bird's  sister,  and  Lucy's  too." 

"  Well,  I  never  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Coney,  rubbing  her  face.  "  Poor  mis- 
guided young  thing — left  to  the  guardianship  of  such  a  man  as  that,  he 
let  her  go  her  own  way,  no  doubt.  This  accounts  for  what  Broom 
heard  her  say  in  the  fever — '  George,  you  should  have  taken  care 
of  me.'" 

"  Is  she  being  taken  care  of  now  in  her  sickness,  do^\^l  at  Jael 
Batty's?  "  spoke  up  Eobert. 

"  Yes.    For  Jael,  though  three-parts  deaf,  is  a  kind  and  excellent 


nurse." 


Eobert  Ashton  wrote  that  night  to  Worcester ;  a  sharp  letter ;  bidding 
Captain  Bird  come  over  and  see  to  his  sister.  Tlie  poor  thing  took  to 
Jane  wonderfully,  and  told  her  more  than  she'd  have  told  any  one  else. 

"I  am  twenty,"  she  said,  "and  George  is  six-and-thirty ;  there  is  all 


104  JOHNNY   LUDLOW. 

that  difterence  between  us.  Our  father  and  mother  were  dead,  and  I 
lived  with  my  aunt  in  Gloucestershire :  where  George  Hved,  I  did  not 
know.  He  had  been  adopted  by  a  wealthy  relative  in  London,  and 
went  into  the  army.  My  mother  had  been  a  lady,  but  married  beneath 
her,  and  it  was  her  family  who  took  to  George  and  brought  him  up  a 
gentleman.  Mine  was  a  hard,  dull  life.  My  aunt — she  was  my  father's 
sister — counted  ever-so-many  children,  and  I  had  to  nurse  and  see  to 
them.  Her  husband  was  a  master  plumber  and  glazier.  One  day — it 
is  fifteen  months  ago  now — -I  shall  never  forget  it — my  brother  George 
arrived.  I  did  not  know  him  :  I  had  not  seen  him  since  I  was  thirteen, 
and  then  he  was  a  fine  handsome  gentleman  in  an  officer's  regimentals. 
He  was  rather  shabby  now,  and  he  had  come  to  see  if  he  could  borrow 
money,  but  my  aunt's  husband  would  not  lend  him  any ;  he  told  him 
he  had  much  ado  to  keep  his  own  fomily.  I  cried  a  good  deal,  and 
George  said  he  would  take  me  to  London  to  his  wife.  I  think  he  did 
it  to  spite  them,  because  of  their  not  lending  the  money,  as  much  as  to 
please  me — he  saw  that  I  should  be  a  loss  there.  "We  went  up — and 
oh  how  nice  I  thought  his  wife  !  She  was  a  kind,  gentle  lady,  formerly 
j\Iiss  I-ucy  Ashton;  but  nearly  always  ailing,  and  afraid  of  George. 
George  had  gay  acquaintances,  men  and  women,  and  he  let  me  go  to 
theatres  and  balls  with  them.  Lucy  said  it  was  wrong,  that  they  were 
not  nice  friends  for  me ;  but  I  grew  to  like  the  gaiety,  and  she  could 
do  nothing.  One  night,  upon  going  home  from  church,  I  found  both 
George  and  Lucy  gone  from  the  lodgings.  I  had  been  spending  the 
Sunday  with  some  people  they  knew,  the  quietest  of  all  their  friends. 
There  lay  a  note  on  the  table  from  Lucy,  saying  they  were  obliged  to 
leave  London  unexpectedly,  and  begging  me  to  go  at  once — on  the 
morrow — back  to  Gloucestershire,  for  which  she  enclosed  a  sovereign. 
I  did  not  go :  one  invited  me,  and  another  invited  me,  and  it  was  two 
months,  good,  before  I  went  down.  Ah  me !  I  heard  no  more  of 
George ;  he  had  got  into  some  trouble  in  London,  and  was  afraid  to  let 
it  be  known  where  he  was.  I  have  never  heard  of  him  or  his  wife  to 
this  hour.  My  aunt  was  glad  to  see  me  for  the  help  I  should  be  to 
her ;  but  I  felt  ill  always  and  could  not  do  so  much  as  I  used.  I  didn't 
know  what  ailed  me ;  I  didn't  indeed ;  I  did  not  think  it  could  be 
much ;  and  then,  when  the  time  went  on  and  it  all  happened,  and  they 
knew,  and  I  knew,  I  came  away  with  the  baby  because  of  the  reproach 
and  the  shame.  But  George  ought  not  to  have  left  me  to  myself  in 
London." 

And  when  Jane  Ashton  repeated  all  this  to  Robert,  he  said  Bird 
deserved  to  be  hanged  and  quartered. 

There  came  no  answer  from  Captain  Bird.  Perhaps  Ashton  of 
Timberdale  did  not  really  expect  any  would  come. 

But  on  the  Sunday  afternoon,  from  the  train  that  passed  Timberdale 
from  Worcester  abuut  the  time  folks  came  out  of  church,  there  descended 
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a  poor,  weak  woman  (looking  like  a  girl  too)  in  a  worn  «liawl  that  was 
too  thin  for  the  weather.  She  waited  until  the  roads  should  he  clear, 
as  if  not  wanting  to  be  seen,  and  then  wrapjied  the  shawl  close  around 
her  arms  and  went  out  with  her  black  veil  down.  Jt  was  Lucy  Bird. 
And  she  was  so  pretty  still,  in  spite  of  the  wan  thin  cheeks  and  the 
fiidcd  clothes  !  There  were  two  ways  of  getting  to  Jael  Batty's  from 
the  station.  She  took  the  long  and  obscure  one,  and  in  turning  the 
corner  of  the  lane  between  the  church  and  Timberdale  Court,  she  met 
Kobert  Ashton. 

But  for  her  own  movement,  he  might  never  have  noticed  her.  It 
was  growing  dusk ;  and  when  she  saw  him  coming,  she  turned  sharp 
off  to  a  stile  and  stood  as  if  looking  for  something  in  the  field.  There's 
not  much  to  stare  at  in  a  ploughed  field  at  dusk,  as  Ashton  of  Timber- 
dale  knew,  and  he  naturally  looked  at  the  person  who  had  gone  so  fast 
to  do  it.  Something  in  the  cut  of  the  shoulders  struck  him  as  being 
familiar,  and  he  stopped. 

"Lucy!     Is  it  you?" 

Of  course  it  was  no  use  her  saying  it  was  not.  She  burst  into  tears, 
trembling  and  shaking.  Robert  passed  round  her  his  good  strong  arm. 
lie  guessed  what  had  brought  her  to  Timberdale. 

"  Lucy,  my  dear,  have  you  come  over  from  Worcester?  " 

"Yes,"  she  sobbed.  "I  shall  be  better  in  a  minute,  Kobert.  I  am 
a  little  tired,  and  the  train  shook  me." 

"  You  should  have  sent  me  word,  and  I  would  have  had  a  fly  at  the 
station." 

Sent  him  word  !  It  was  good  of  Robert  to  pretend  to  say  that ;  but 
he  knew  that  she  wouldn't  have  presumed  to  do  it.  It  was  that  feeling 
on  Lucy's  part  that  vexed  him  so  much.  Since  Bird  had  turned  out 
the  villain  that  he  had,  Lucy  acted,  even  to  her  own  family,  as  though 
she  had  lost  caste,  identifying  herself  with  her  husband,  and  humbling 
herself  to  them.  What  though  she  was  part  and  parcel  with  the 
fellow,  as  Robert  said,  she  was  not  responsible  for  his  ill-doings. 

"  Lean  on  me,  Lucy.     You  must  have  a  good  rest." 

"  Not  that  way,"  she  said  at  the  bottom  of  the  lane,  as  he  was  turning 
to  the  Court.     "  I  am  going  to  Jael  Batty's." 

"  When  you  have  had  some  rest  and  refreshment  at  home." 

"  I  cannot  go  to  your  home,  Robert." 

"  Indeed  but  you  can  ;  and  will,"  he  answered,  leading  her  on. 

"  I  would  rather  not.    Your  wife  may  not  care  to  receive  me." 

"  Come  and  try  her." 

"  Rol)ert,  I  am  not  fit  to  see  any  one  ;  I  am  not  indeed.  I\Iy  spirits 
are  low  now,  and  I  often  burst  into  tears  for  nothing.  I  have  been 
praying,  all  the  way  over,  not  to  meet  you.  After  what  was  done  to 
you  at  our  house  but  a 'week  or  two  ago,  I  did  not  expect  ever  to  have 
been  noticed  by  you  again.     Jape  must  hate  me." 
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"  Does  she  !  Jane  and  I  have  been  concocting  a  charming  little  plot 
about  you,  Lucy.  We  are  going  to  have  your  old  room  made  ready, 
and  the  sweet-scented  lavender  sheets  put  on  the  bed,  and  get  you 
over  to  us.  For  good,  if  you  will  stop ;  long  enough  to  recruit  your 
health  if  you  will  not.  Don't  you  remember  how  you  used  to  talk  in 
the  holidays  about  the  home  sheets ;  saying  you  only  got  them  smelling 
of  soap  at  school?  " 

A  faint  smile,  like  a  shade,  flitted  over  Lucy  Bird's  face  at  the 
reminiscence. 

"  I  should  not  know  the  feel  of  fine  white  linen  sheets  now :  coarse 
calico  ones  have  had  to  content  me  this  many  a  day.  Let  me  turn, 
Kobert !     For  my  own  sake,  I  would  rather  not  meet  your  wife.    You 

cannot  know  how  I  feel  about  seeing  old  friends ;  those  who — who " 

Those  who  once  knew  me,  she  meant  to  say ;  but  broke  down  with 
a  sob.  Eobert  kept  walking  on.  Lucy  was  a  great  deal  younger  than 
he,  and  had  been  used  to  yield  to  him  from  the  time  she  was  a  child. 
Well  for  her  would  it  have  been,  that  she  had  yielded  to  his  opinion 
when  Captain  Bird  came  a-courting  to  Timberdale. 

"  You  have  company  at  your  house,  perhaps,  Kobert  ?  " 
"  There's  not  a  soul  but  Jane  and  me.     The  Coneys  asked  us  to  dine 
there  to-day,  but  we  thought  we'd  have  the  first  Sunday  to  ourselves. 
We  went  to  church  this  morning ;  and  I  came  out  after  dinner  to  ask 
after  old  Arkwright :  they  fear  he  is  dying." 

She  made  no  further  opposition,  and  Eobert  took  her  into  the  Court, 
to  the  warm  dining-room.  Jane  was  not  there.  Eobert  put  her  into 
the  arm-chair  that  used  to  be  their  father's,  and  brought  her  a  glass  of 
wine. 

"  No,  thank  you,"  she  faintly  said. 
"  You  must  take  it,  Lucy." 
"  I  am  afraid.    My  head  is  weak." 

"  A  sign  you  want  something  good  to  strengthen  it,"  he  urged  ;  and 
she  drank  the  Avine. 

"  And  now  take  oft"  your  bonnet,  Lucy,  and  make  yourself  at  home, 
whilst  I  go  to  seek  Jane,"  said  he. 

"  Lucy  is  here,"  he  whispered,  when  he  had  found  his  wife.     "  The 
merest  shadow  you  over  saw.     A  wan,  flxded  thing  that  one's  heart 
])lee(ls  to  look  upon.     We  must  try  and  keep  her  for  a  bit,  Jane." 
"  Oh,  Kobert,  if  we  can  !     And  nurse  her  into  health." 
"  And  deliver  her  from  that  brute  she  calls  husband — as  I  should 
prefer  to  put  it,  Jane.     Her  life  with  him  must  be  somethmg  Avoeful." 

Wlien  they  got  in,  she  was  leaning  forward  in  the  cliair,  cr3'ing 
silently.  In  the  dear  old  room,  with  all  its  familiar  features  about  her, 
memory  could  only  have  its  most  painful  sway.  Her  grand  old  father 
with  his  grand  old  white  liair  used  to  sit  where  she  was  sitting;  her 
brothers  had  each  his  appointed  place  ;  and  she  Avas  a  lovely  bright  child 
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amongst  them,  potted  by  all;  the  sentimental  girl  with  her  head  as 
brimful  of  romance  as  ever  the  other  Lucy  Ashton's  had  been,  when  she 
went  out  to  her  trysts  with  the  Master  of  Ravenswood.  Which  had 
been  the  more  bitter  fate  in  after-life — that  Lucy's  or  this  one's? 

Mrs.  Ashton  went  quietly  up,  put  her  arms  round  Lucy,  and  kissed 
her  many  times.  She  imtied  the  bonnet,  which  Lucy  had  not  done, 
and  gave  it  with  the  shawl  to  Robert,  standing  behind.  The  bright  hair 
fell  down  in  a  shower — the  bonnet  had  caught  it — and  she  put  her 
feeble  hand  up  as  if  to  feel  the  extent  of  the  disaster.  It  made  her 
look  so  like  the  sweet  young  sister  they  had  all  prized,  that  Robert 
turned  to  the  window  and  gave  a  few  stamps,  as  if  his  boots  were  cold. 

How  she  cried  ! — tears  that  came  from  the  very  heart.  Putting  lier 
face  down  on  the  arm  of  the  chair,  she  let  her  grief  have  its  Avay. 
Jane  held  her  hand  and  stroked  it  lovingly.  Robert  felt  inclined  to  dash 
his  arms  through  the  dark  window-panes  on  which  the  fire-light  played, 
in  imaginary  chastisement  of  the  scamp.  Bird. 

"Could  you  lend  me  a  shawl  of  your  own,  Jane?  "  she  asked,  by- 
and-by,  when  Robert  said  they  would  have  tea  in — and  she  glanced 
down  at  her  shabby  brown  gown.  "  I  don't  wish  the  servants  to  see 
me  like  this." 

Jane  flew  out  and  brought  one.  A  handsome  cashmere  of  scarlet 
and  gold-colour,  that  her  mother  had  given  her  before  the  wedding. 

"  Just  for  an  hour  or  two,  until  I  leave,"  said  Lucy,  as  she  covered 
herself  up  in  it. 

"  You  will  not  go  out  of  this  house  to-night,  Lucy." 

"  I  must,  Robert.  You  can  guess  who  it  was  I  came  to  Timberdale 
to  see." 

"  Of  course  I  can.  She  is  going  on  all  right  and  getting  stronger  ; 
so  there's  no  immediate  haste  about  that.  Mr.  Bird  would  not— not 
come,  I  suppose." 

Lucy  did  not  answer.  Robert  was  right — Bird  would  not  come  :  his 
young  sister  might  die  where  she  was  or  be  sheltered  in  the  workhouse, 
for  all  the  concern  he  gave  himself.  For  one  thing,  tlie  man  was  at 
his  wits'  end  for  money,  and  not  too  sure  of  his  own  liberty.  But  Lucy's 
conscience  had  not  let  her  be  still :  as  soon  as  she  had  scraped  together 
the  moans  for  a  third-class  ticket,  she  came  over. 

"  The  poor  girl  has  lain  like  a  weight  upon  my  mind,  since  the  time 
when  we  abandoned  her  in  London,"  confessed  Lucy. 

"  Why  did  you  abandon  her  ?  " 

"  It  was  not  my  fault,"  murmured  Lucy  ;  and  Robert  felt  vexed  to 
have  asked  the  hasty  question.  "  I  hoped  she  went  home,  as  I  desired 
her ;  but  I  did  not  feel  sure  of  it,  for  Clara  was  tliouglitless.  And  those 
unsuspicious  country  girls  cainiot  take  care  of  themselves  too  well. 
Robert,  whatever  has  happened  I  regard  as  our  fault,"  she  added, 
looking  up  at  him  with  some  fever  in  her  eyes. 
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"  As  Mr.  Bird's  fault ;  not  yours,"  corrected  Kobert— who,  strange 
perbajjs  to  say,  observed  courtesy  of  speech  towards  Bird  when  talking 
with  Lucy  :  giving  him  in  general  a  handle  to  his  name.  It  might 
have  souiaded  ironical,  but  that  he  couldn't  help.  "  Did  you  never 
write  to  ascertain  what  had  become  of  her,  Lucy  ?  " 

"  My  husband  would  not  let  me.  He  is  often  in  diiticnlties  :  and  wc 
never  have  a  settled  home,  or  address.  What  will  be  done  with  her, 
Kobert?  " 

"  She  will  stay  where  she  is  until  she  is  strong ;  Jane  wishes  it ;  and 
then  we  shall  see  about  the  future.  Something  will  turn  up  for  her  in 
some  place  or  other,  I've  little  doubt." 

Jane  glanced  at  her  husband  and  smiled.  Robert  had  given  her 
a  promise  to  help  the  girl  to  an  honest  living.  But,  as  he  frankly  told 
his  wife,  had  he  known  it  was  a  sister  of  Bird's,  he  might  never  have 
done  so. 

"About  yourself,  Lucy;  that  may  be  the  better  theme  to  talk  of  just 
now,"  he  resumed.  "Will  you  remain  here  for  good  in  your  old 
home  ?  " 

The  hot  tears  rushed  to  her  eyes,  the  hot  flush  to  her  cheeks.  She 
looked  deprecatingly  at  both,  as  if  craving  pardon. 

"  I  cannot.     You  know  I  cannot." 

"  Shall  I  tell  vou  what  Bird  is,  Lucy  ?  And  what  he  most  likely 
will  be  ?  " 

"  To  what  end,  Eobert  ?  "  she  faintly  asked.     "  I  knov/  it  without." 

"Then  you  ought  to  leave  him — for  your  own  sake.  Leave  him 
before  you  are  compelled  to  do  so." 

"  Not  before,  Eobert." 

"  But  why  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Robert,  don't  you  see?  "  she  answered,  breaking  down.  "  He 
is  my  husband." 

And  nothing  else  could  they  get  from  her.  Though  she  cried  and 
sobbed,  and  did  not  deny  that  her  life  was  a  fear  and  a  misery,  yet  she 
would  go  back  to  him ;  go  back  on  the  morrow  ;  it  was  her  duty.  In 
the  moment's  anger  Eobert  Asbton  said  lie  would  wash  his  hands  of  her 
as  well  as  of  Bird.     But  Jane  and  Lucy  knew  better. 

"  What  can  have  induced  you  and  Eobert  to  take  up  this  poor  Clara 
in  the  way  you  arc  doing — and  mean  to  do  ?  "  she  asked  when  she  was 
alone  with  Jane  at  the  close  of  the  evening. 

"  I — owe  a  debt  of  gratitude  ;  and  I  thought  I  could  best  pay  it  in 
this  way,"  was  Mrs.  Ashton's  timid  and  rather  unwilling  answer, 

"  A  debt  of  gratitude  !     To  Clara  ?  " 

"  No.    To  Heaven." 
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CHARLES   VAN  EHEYN. 

I  SHALL  always  say  it  was  a  singular  tiling  that  I  should  chance  to  go 
back  to  school  that  time  the  day  before  the  quarter  opened.  Singular, 
because  I  heard  and  saw  more  of  the  boy  I  am  going  to  tell  of  than  I 
otherwise  might  have  heard  and  seen.  I  was  present  at  his  arrival ; 
and  I  was  i»reseiit  at  his — well,  let  us  say,  at  his  departure. 

The  midsummer  holidays  were  nearly  up  when  Hugh  was  taken  ill. 
Duffham  was  uncertain  what  the  illness  was  going  to  be  :  so  he  pitched 
upon  scarlatina.  Upon  that,  the  Squire  and  Mrs  Todhetley  packed  me 
back  to  school  there  and  then.  Not  from  any  fear  of  my  taking  it ;  I 
had  had  it,  and  Tod  too  (and  both  of  us  were  well  again,  I  recollect, 
within  a  week  or  so) ;  but  if  once  the  disease  had  really  shown  itself, 
Dr.  Frost  would  not  have  liked  us  to  return  lest  we  might  convey  it  to 
the  school.  Tod  was  in  Gloucestershire.  He  was  written  to,  and  told 
not  to  return  home,  but  to  go  straight  to  school. 

Dr.  Frost  was  surprised  to  see  me.  He  said  my  coming  back  was 
quite  right ;  and  I  am  sure  he  tried  to  put  me  at  ease  and  make  me 
comfortable.  Not  a  single  boy  had  stayed  the  holidays  that  summer, 
and  the  doctor  and  I  were  alone.  The  school  would  open  the  following 
day,  when  masters  and  boys  were  alike  expected  to  return.  1  had 
dinner  with  the  doctor — he  usually  dined  late  during  the  holidays— and 
we  played  at  chess  afterwards. 

Breakfast  was  just  over  the  next  morning  when  the  letters  came  in. 
Amongst  them  was  one  from  France,  bearing  the  Houen  post-mark. 
Now  the  doctor,  learned  man  tliough  he  was  in  classics  and  wliat  not, 
could  make  nothing  of  French.  Carrying  the  letter  to  the  window, 
turning  its  pages  over  and  back  again,  and  staring  at  it  througli  Ins 
spectacles,  he  at  last  brought  it  to  me. 

"  You  are  a  pretty  good  French  scholar,  Johnny  ;  can  you  read  this  ? 
I  can't,  I  confess.  But  the  paper's  so  thin,  and  the  ink  so  pale,  and  the 
writing  so  small,  I  could  scarcely  see  it  if  it  were  English." 

And  I  had  to  go  over  it  twice  before  T  could  make  it  out.  As  he 
said,  the  ink  was  pale,  and  it  was  a  frightfully  small  and  cramped 
handwriting.  The  letter  was  dated  Rouen,  and  was  signed  curtly, 
"Van  Rheyn,"  French  fashion,  without  the  witer's  Christian  name. 
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Monsieur  Van  Rlieyn  wrote  to  say  that  he  was  about  to  consign  his 
son,  Charles  Aberleigh  Van  Rheyn,  to  Dr.  Frost's  care,  and  that  he 
would  arrive  quickly  after  the  letter,  having  already  departed  on  his 
journey  under  the  charge  of  a  "  gentilhomme  Anglais."  It  added  that 
the  son  would  bring  credentials  with  him  ;  that  lie  spoke  English,  and 
was  of  partly  English  descent,  through  his  mother,  the  late  Madame 
Van  Eheyn,  nee  Aberleigh. 

"  Rather  a  summaiy  way  of  consigning  a  pupil  to  my  charge," 
remarked  Dr.  Frost.  "  Aberleigh  ? — Aberleigh  ?  "  he  continued,  as  if 
trying  to  recollect  something,  and  bending  his  spectacles  over  the 
letter.  "  She  must  have  been  one  of  the  Aberleighs  of  Upton,  I 
should  think.  Perhaps  Hall  knows  ?  I  have  heard  her  mention  the 
Aberleighs." 

Ringing  the  bell,  the  housekeeper  was  sent  for.  Dr.  Frost  asked  her 
what  she  knew  of  the  Aberleighs  of  Upton. 

"  There's  none  of  them  left  now  to  know,  sir,"  answered  Hall. 
"  There  never  was  but  two — after  the  old  mother  died :  Miss  Aberleigh 
and  Miss  Emma  Aberleigh.  Good  fortunes  the  young  ladies  had,  sir, 
and  both  of  them,  I  remember,  married  on  the  same  day.  Miss  Aber- 
leigh to  Captain  Scott,  and  Miss  Emma  to  a  French  gentleman,  Mosseer 
Van  Rheyn." 

"  I  should  think,  by  the  name,  he  was  Dutch — or  Flemish  ;  not 
French,"  remarked  the  doctor. 

"  Anyway,  sir,  he  was  said  to  be  French,"  returned  Hall.  "  A  dark 
sallow  gentleman  who  wore  a  braided  coat.  The  young  ladies  never 
came  back  to  their  home  after  the  wedding-day,  and  the  place  was  sold. 
Captain  Scott  sailed  with  his  wife  for  Injee,  and  Mosseer  Van  Rheyn 
took  jMiss  Emma  off  to  his  house  in  France." 

"  Do  you  recollect  where  his  home  was?     In  what  part  of  France?  " 

"No,  sir.  And  if  I  did,  I  should  never  be  able  to  speak  the  name. 
Not  long  ago  I  heard  it  said  that  poor  Miss  Emma  was  dead — Mrs. 
Van  Rheyn  that  is.     A  nice  quiet  girl,  she  was." 

"  Then  I  conclude  the  now  pupil  spoken  of  to  me,  must  be  the  son 
of  Monsieur  Van  Rhejm  and  Miss  Emma  Aberleigh,"  remarked  the 
doctor,  when  Hall  was  dismissed.  "  You  must  help  to  make  things 
pleasant  for  him,  Johnny  :  it  will  be  a  change  at  first  from  his  own 
home  and  countrv.  Do  you  remember  that  other  French  boy  we  had 
here  ?  " 

I  did.  And  the  remembrance  made  me  laugh.  He  used  to  lament 
every  day  that  he  had  not  a  plate  of  soup  for  dinner,  and  to  say  the 
meat  was  tough. 

Strolling  out  at  the  front  iron  gates  in  the  course  of  the  morning, 
wondering  how  long  the  boys  were  going  to  be  before  some  of  them 
put  in  an  appearance,  I  caught  sight  of  the  first.  He  was  walking  up 
from  the  Plough  and  Harrow  Inn,  and  must  have  come  by  the  omnibus 
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that  plied  backwards  and  forwards  between  the  inn  and  the  station. 
The  rlough  and  Harrow  man-of-all-work  followed  behind,  carrying  a 
large  trunk. 

Of  all  queer  figures  that  boy  looked  the  queerest.  I  wondered  who 
lie  was,  and  whether  he  could  really  be  coming  as  a  pupil.  His 
trousers  and  vest  were  nankeen,  his  coat  was  a  sort  of  open  blouse,  and 
ilcw  out  behind  him ;  the  hat  he  wore  was  a  tall  cliinniej'-pot  witli  a 
wide  brim.  Off  went  the  hat  with  a  bow  and  a  flourish  of  the  arm,  as 
he  reached  me  and  the  gates. 

"I  ask  your  pardon,  sir.  This  is,  I  beheve,  the  pension  of  Dr. 
Frost?  " 

The  French  accent,  though  that  was  slight,  the  French  manners, 
the  French  turn  of  the  words,  told  me  who  it  was.  For  a  minute 
or  two  I  really  could  not  answer  for  staring  at  him.  He  seemed  to 
have  arrived  with  a  shaved  head,  as  if  just  out  of  gaol,  or  of  brain- 
fever. 

The  hair  was  cut  as  closely  as  it  could  be  cut,  short  of  shaving :  his 
face  was  red  and  round  and  covered  with  freckles  :  you  could  not  have 
put  a  pin's  point  between  them.  Really  and  trulj'  it  was  the  most 
remarkable  figure  ever  seen  out  of  a  picture.  I  could  not  guess  his  age 
exactly:  something  perhaps  between  twelve  and  fourteen.  He  was 
slender  and  upright,  and  to  all  appearance  strong. 

"  I  think  you  must  be  Charles  Van  Rheyn,"  I  said  then,  holding  out 
my  hand  to  welcome  him.     "  Dr.  Frost  is  expecting  you." 

He  put  his  hand  into  mine  after  a  moment's  hesitation,  not  seeming 
quite  to  understand  that  he  might :  but  such  a  brightness  came  into  his 
rather  large  and  honest  grey  eyes,  that  I  liked  him  from  that  hour,  in 
spite  of  the  clothes  and  the  freckles  and  the  shorn  bead.  He  had 
crossed  to  Folkestone  bj^  the  night  boat,  he  said,  had  come  on  to 
London,  and  the  gentleman,  who  was  his  escort  so  far,  had  there  put 
him  into  an  early  train  to  come  on  to  his  destination. 

Dr.  Frost  was  at  the  window,  and  came  to  the  door.  Van  Rheyn 
stood  still  when  within  a  yard  of  him,  took  his  hat  off  with  the  most 
respectful  air,  and  bowed  his  head  half-way  to  the  groimd.  He  had 
evidently  been  brought  up  with  a  reverence  for  pastors  and  masters. 
Tlie  doctor  shook  hands.  The  first  thing  Van  Rheyn  did  on  entering 
the  reception-parlour,  was  to  produce  from  some  inner  pocket  a  large, 
square  letter,  sealed  with  two  flaming  red  seals  and  a  coat  of  arms ; 
which  he  handed  to  the  doctor.  It  contained  a  draft  for  a  good  sum 
of  money  in  advance  of  the  first  three  months'  payment,  and  some 
pages  of  closely- written  matter  in  the  crabbed  hand  of  Monsieur  Van 
Rheyn.  Dr.  Frost  put  the  pages  aside  to  await  the  arrival  of  the 
French  master. 

"  My  father  was  unable  to  remit  the  exact  amount  of  money  for  the 
trimestre,  sir,  not  knowmg  what  it  would  be,"  said  young  Van  Rhe}-n, 
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"  And  there  will  be  the  extra  expenses  besides.  lie  will  arrange  that 
with  you  later." 

"  The  end  of  the  term  would  have  been  time  enough  to  remit  this," 
said  the  doctor,  smiling.  "It  is  not  our  custom  to  receive  payment  in 
advance." 

"  It  is  the  custom  in  France,  sir,  I  assure  you.  And,  besides,  I  am 
to  you  a  stranger." 

"  Not  altogetlier  a  stranger  :  I  believe  I  know  something  of  your 
mother's  family,"  said  Dr.  Frost.  "  How  came  your  father  to  fix  upon 
my  school  for  you  ?  " 

"My  mother  knew  of  your  school,  sir:  she  and  my  father  Used  to 
talk  of  placing  me  at  it.  And  an  English  gentleman  who  came  lately 
to  llouen  spoke  of  it — he  said  he  knew  you  very  well.  That  again  put 
into  my  father's  head  to  send  me." 

It  was  the  same  Van  Rheyn  that  they  had  thought — the  son  of  Miss 
Emma  Aberleigh.     She  had  been  dead  two  years. 

"  x\.re  you  a  Protestant  or  a  Roman  Catholic  ? "  questioned  Dr. 
Frost. 

"  I  am  Protestant,  sir :  the  same  that  my  mother  was.  We  attended 
the  eglise  of  Monsieur  le  Pasteur  ]\Ions,  of  the  Culte  Evangeliijue." 

The  doctor  asked  him  if  he  would  take  anything  before  dinner,  and 
he  chose  a  glass  of  eau  sucree.  The  mal-de-mer  had  been  rather  bad, 
he  said,  and  he  had  not  been  able  to  eat  since. 

Evidently  Hall  did  not  approve  of  eau  sucree.  She  had  never  made 
eau  sucary,  she  said,  when  sent  to  for  it.  Bringing  in  the  water  and 
sugar,  she  stood  by  to  watch  Van  Rheyn  mix  it,  her  face  sour,  her  lips 
drawn  in.  I  am  sure  it  gave  her  pleasure,  when  he  asked  for  a  few 
drops  of  orange-flower  water,  to  be  able  to  say  there  was  not  such  a 
thing  in  the  house. 

"  This  young  gentleman  is  the  son  of  the  Miss  Emma  Aberleigh  you 
once  knew.  Hall,"  spoke  the  doctor,  with  a  view  no  doubt  to  putting 
her  on  good  terms  with  the  new  pupil. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  she  answered  crustily.  "  He  favours  hie  mamma  about 
the  ej'es." 

"  She  must  have  had  very  nice  eyes,"  I  put  in. 

"And  so  she  liad,"  said  Van  Rheyn,  looking  at  me  gratefully. 
"  TJiank'you  for  saying  so.    I  wish  you  could  have  known  her  !  " 

"  And  might  I  ask,  sir,  what  lias  become  of  the  other  Miss  Aber- 
Icigli?  "  askeil  Hall  of  Van  Rheyn.  "  The  young  lady  who  went  off  to 
Injce  with  her  husband  on  the  wedding-day." 

"  You  would  say  my  Aunt  IMargaret,"  he  rejoined.  "  She  is  quite 
well.  She  and  the  major  and  the  children  will  make  the  voyage  to 
Europe  next  year." 

After  tlie  eau  sucree  came  to  an  end,  the  doctor  turned  him  over  to 
me,  telling  me  to  take  care  of  him  till  dinner-time,  wliich  that  day 
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would  be  early.  Van  Kheyn  said  he  should  like  to  unpack  his  box, 
and  we  went  upstairs  together.  Growing  confidential  over  the  un- 
])acking,  he  gave  nie  scraps  of  information  touching  his  home  and 
family,  the  mention  of.  one  item  leading  to  another. 

His  baptismal  name  in  full,  he  said,  was  Charles  Jean  Aberleigh  ;  his 
father's  was  Jean  Marie.  Their  home  was  a  tres  joli  chateau  close  to 
Kouen:  in  five  minutes  you  could  walk  there.  It  was  all  miich 
changed  since  his  mother  died  (he  seemed  to  have  loved  her  with  a 
fervent  love  and  to  revere  her  memory) ;  the  last  thing  he  did  on 
coming  away  for  England  was  to  take  some  flowers  to  her  gi-ave.  It 
was  thought  in  Rouen  that  his  father  was  going  to  make  a  second 
marriage  with  one  of  the  Demoiselles  de  Tocqueville,  whom  his  Aunt 
Claribelle  did  not  like.  His  Aunt  Claribelle,  his  father's  sister,  had 
come  to  live  at  the  chateau  when  his  mother  died  ;  but  if  that  Theresine 
de  Tocqueville  came  into  the  house  she  would  quit  it.  The  Demoiselles 
de  Tocqueville  had  hardly  any  dot, — which  would  be  much  against  the 
marriage,  Aimt  Claribelle  thought,  and  bad  for  his  father;  because 
when  he,  Charles,  should  be  the  age  of  twenty-one,  the  money  came 
to  him ;  it  had  been  his  mother's,  and  was  so  settled :  and  his  fother's 
own  property  was  but  small.  Of  course  he  should  wish  his  father  to 
keep  always  as  much  as  he  pleased,  but  Aunt  Claribelle  thought  the 
English  trustees  would  not  allow  that.  Aunt  Claribelle's  opinion  was, 
that  his  father  had  at  length  decided  to  send  him  to  a  pension  in 
England  while  he  made  the  marriage ;  but  he  (Charles)  knew  that  his 
mother  had  wished  him  to  finish  his  education  in  England,  and  to  go  to 
one  of  the  two  colleges  to  which  English  gentlemen  went. 

"  Here  comes  old  Fontaine,"  I  interrupted  at  this  juncture,  seeing 
his  arrival  from  the  window. 

Van  Rheyn  looked  up  from  his  shirts,  which  he  was  counting.  He 
seemed  to  have  the  tidiest  ways  in  the  world.  "  Who  is  it  that  you 
say  ?     Fontaine  ?  " 

"  Monsieur  Fontaine,  the  French  master.  You  can  talk  away  with 
him  in  your  native  tongue  as  much  as  you  like.  Van  Rheyn." 

"  But  I  have  come  here  to  speak  the  English  tongue,  not  the 
French,"  debated  he,  looking  at  me  seriously.  "  ^  father  wishes  mo 
to  speak  and  read  it  without  any  accent ;  and  I  wish  it  also." 

"  You  speak  it  very  well  already." 

"  But  you  can  hear  that  it  is  not  ray  native  tongue — that  I  am  a 
foreigner." 

"  Yes." 

"Well,  I  must  learn  to  speak  it  without  that— as  the  English  do.  It 
will  be  necessary." 

I  supposed  he  might  allude  to  his  future  life.  ''  What  are  you  to  be, 
Van  Rheyn  ?  "  I  inquired. 

"  What  profession,  do  you  ask  ?    I  need  not  be  any :  I  have  enough 
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fortune  to  be  a  rentier — I  don't  know  what  you  call  that  in  English  ; 
it  means  a  gentleman  who  lives  on  his  money.  But  I  wish,  myself,  to 
be  an  English  priest." 

"  An  English  priest !    Do  you  mean  a  parson  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  mean  that.  So  you  see  I  must  learn  the  English  tongue. 
My  mother  used  to  talk  to  me  about  the  priests  in  her  land " 

"  Parsons,  Van  Rheyn." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon :  I  forget.  And  I  fear  I  have  caught  up  the 
French  names  for  things  since  my  mother  died.  It  was  neither  priest 
nor  parson  she  used  to  call  the  English  ministers." 

"  Clergymen,  perhaps." 

"  That  was  it.  She  said  the  clergymen  were  good  men,  and  she 
should  like  me  to  be  one.  In  winter,  when  it  was  cold,  and  she  had 
some  fire  in  her  chamber,  I  used  to  sit  up  there  with  her,  after  coming' 
liome  from  classe,  and  we  talked  together,  our  two  selves.  I  should 
have  much  money,  she  said,  when  I  gi'ew  to  be  a  man,  and  could  lead 
an  idle  life.  But  she  would  not  like  that :  she  wanted  me  to  be  a  good 
man,  and  to  go  to  heaven  when  I  died,  where  she  would  be  ;  and  she 
thought  if  I  were  a  clergyman  I  should  have  serious  thoughts  alwaj's. 
So  I  wish  to  be  a  clergyman." 

He  said  all  this  witli  the  utmost  simplicity  and  composure,  just  as  he 
might  have  spoken  of  going  for  a  ride.  There  could  be  no  mistaking 
that  he  was  of  a  thoroughly  straightforward  and  simple-minded  natiu'e. 

"  It  might  involve  your  living  over  here.  Van  Rheyn  :  once  you  were 
in  Orders." 

"Yes,  I  know.  Papa  would  not  mind.  England  was  mamma's 
country,  and  she  loved  it.  There  was  more  peace  in  England  than  in 
France,  she  thought." 

"  I  say,  she  must  have  been  a  good  mother.  Van  Rheyn." 

In  a  moment  his  gi'ey  eyes  were  shining  at  me  through  a  mist  of 
tears.  "  Oh,  she  was  so  good,  so  good !  You  can  never  know.  If  she 
had  lived  I  should  never  have  had  sorrow." 

"What  did  she  die  of?" 

"  Ah,  I  cannot  tell.  She  was  well  in  the  morin'ng,  and  she  was  dead 
at  night.  Not  that  she  was  strong  ever.  It  was  one  Diraanche.  Wo 
had  been  to  the  office,  she  and  I " 

"  ^Vllat  oflice  ?  " 

"  Oh,  pardon — I  forget  I  am  si)eaking  English,  I  mean  to  church. 
Monsieur  Mens  liad  preached ;  and  we  were  walking  along  the  street 
towards  home  afterwards,  mamma  talking  to  me  about  the  sermon, 
wliich  liad  been  a  very  holy  one,  when  we  met  tlie  Aunt  Claribellc, 
who  had  come  into  the  town  for  high  mass  at  St.  Ouen.  IManmia 
asked  lier  to  come  home  and  dine  with  us  ;  and  she  said  yes,  but  she 
must  first  go  to  say  bon-jour  to  old  Madame  Soubitez.  As  she  parted 
from  us,  tliere  was  suddenly  a  great  outcry-.     It  was  fete  at  Rouen  that 
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Sundaj'.  Some  bands  of  music  were  to  play  on  the  estrade  in  the 
public  garden,  competing  for  a  prize,  consequently  the  streets  were 
crowded.  We  looked  back  at  the  noise,  and  saw  many  horses,  without 
riders,  galloping  along  towards  us ;  men  were  running  after  them, 
shouting  and  calling ;  and  the  people,  mad  with  fright,  tumbled  over 
one  another  in  the  effort  to  get  away.  Later,  we  heard  that  these 
horses,  frightened  by  something,  had  broken  out  of  an  hotel  post-yard. 
Well,  mamma  gave  just  a  cry  of  fear  and  held  my  hand  tighter,  as  we 
set  otY  to  run  with  the  rest,  the  horses  stamping  wildly  after  us.  But 
the  people  pushed  between  us,  and  I  lost  her.  She  was  at  home  before 
me,  and  was  sitting  at  the  side  of  the  fountain,  inside  the  chateau 
entrance-gate,  when  I  got  up,  her  face  all  white  and  blue,  and  her  neck 
and  throat  beating,  as  she  clung  to  the  nearest  lion  with  both  hands. 
It  alarmed  me  more  than  the  horses  had,  for  I  had  never  seen  her  look 
so.  '  Come  in,  mamma,'  I  said,  '  and  take  a  little  glass  of  cordial ; '  but 
she  could  not  answer  me,  she  did  not  stir.  I  cahed  one  of  the  servants, 
and  by-and-by  she  got  a  little  breath  again,  and  went  into  the  house, 
leaning  upon  both  of  us,  and  so  up  to  her  chamber.  Quite  immediately 
papa  came  home  :  he  always  went  into  town  to  his  club  on  the  Sunday 
mornings,  and  he  ran  for  Monsieur  Petit,  the  medecin — the  doctor.  By 
seven  o'clock  in  the  evening,  mamma  was  dead." 

"  Oh  dear  !     What  was  the  cause  ?  " 

"  Papa  did  not  tell  me.  He  and  IMonsieur  Petit  talked  about  the 
heart  :  they  said  it  was  feeble.  Oh,  how  we  cried,  papa  and  I !  He 
cried  for  many  days.  I  hope  he  will  not  bring  home  Theresine  de 
Tocqueville  ! " 

The  cUnner-bell  rang  out,  and  we  went  down.  Dr.  Frost  was  putting 
up  the  letter  which  old  Fontaine  had  been  translating  to  him.  It  was 
full  of  directions  about  Van  Rheyn's  health.  What  he  was  to  do,  and 
what  not  to  do.  Monsieur  Van  Rheyn  said  his  son  was  not  strong :  he 
was  not  to  be  allowed  to  do  gymnastics  or  "  boxing,"  or  to  play  at 
rough  games,  or  take  violent  exercise  of  any  kind ;  and  a  small  glass 
of  milk  was  to  be  given  him  at  night  when  he  went  to  bed.  If  the 
clothes  sent  over  with  him  were  not  suitable  to  the  school,  or  in  accord- 
ance with  the  English  mode.  Dr.  Frost  was  prayed  to  be  at  the  trouble 
of  procuring  him  new  ones.  He  was  to  be  brought  well  on  in  all  the 
studies  necessary  to  constitute  the  "  gentilhommc,"  and  especially  in 
the  speaking  and  reading  of  English. 

Dr.  Frost  directed  his  spectacles  to  Charles  Van  Rheyn,  examining 
him  from  top  to  toe.  The  round,  red  face,  and  the  strongly-built  frame 
appeared  to  give  nothing  but  indications  of  robust  health.  The  doctor 
questioned  him  in  what  way  he  was  not  strong — whether  he  was  subject 
to  a  cough,  or  to  Avant  of  appetite,  and  other  such  items.  But  Van 
Rheyn  seemed  to  know  nothing  about  it,  and  said  he  had  always  been 
quite  well. 
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"  The  father  fears  we  should  make  him  mto  a  muscular  Englishman, 
hence  these  restrictions,"  thought  Dr.  Frost. 

In  the  afternoon  the  fellows  began  to  come  in  thick  and  threefold : 
Tod  amongst  them,  who  arrived  about  tea-time.  To  describe  their 
amazement  when  they  saw  Van  Rheyn  is  quite  beyond  me.  It  seemed 
that  they  never  meant  to  leave  off  staring.  Some  of  them  gave  him 
a  little  chaff,  even  that  first  night.  Van  Rheyn  was  very  shy  and 
silent.  Entirely  at  his  ease  as  he  had  been  with  me  alone,  the  numbers 
seemed  to  daunt  him ;  to  strike  him  and  his  courage  into  himself. 


On  the  whole.  Van  Rheyn  was  not  liked.  Once  let  a  school  set 
itself  against  a  new  fellow  at  first — and  Van  Rheyn's  queer  appearance 
had  done  that  much  for  him — it  takes  a  long  time  to  bring  matters 
round — if  they  ever  are  brought  round  at  all.  "When  his  hair  began  to 
sprout,  it  looked  exactly  like  pig's  bristles.  And  that  was  the  first 
nickname  he  got :  Bristles.  The  doctor  had  soon  changed  his  style  of 
coat,  and  he  wore  jackets,  as  we  did. 

Charles  Van  Rheyn  did  not  seem  inclined  to  grow  sociable.  Shy 
and  silent  as  he  had  shown  himself  to  them  that  first  evening,  so  he 
remained.  True,  he  had  no  encouragement  to  be  otherwise.  The 
boys  continually  threw  ridicule  on  him,  making  him  into  an  almost 
perpetual  butt.  Any  mistake  in  the  pronunciation  of  an  English  word 
— Van  Rheyn  never  made  a  mistake  as  to  its  meaning — they  hissed 
and  groaned  at.  I  shall  never  forget  one  occasion.  Being  asked  when 
that  Indian  lot  intended  to  arrive  (meaning  the  Scotts),  and  whether 
they  would  make  the  voj'age  in  a  palanquin  (for  the  boys  plied  him 
with  questions  purposely)  he  answered,  "  Not  in  a  palanquin,  but  in  a 
sheep  " — meaning  ship.  The  uproar  at  that  was  so  loud,  that  some 
of  the  masters  looked  in  to  know  what  was  up. 

Van  Rheyn,  too,  was  next  door  to  helpless.  He  did  not  climb,  or 
leap,  or  even  run.  Had  not  been  used  to  it,  he  said.  What  had  he 
been  used  to  do,  then,  he  was  asked  one  day.  Oh,  he  had  sat  out  in 
the  garden  with  his  mother ;  and  since  her  death,  with  Aunt  Claribelle, 
and  gone  for  an  airing  in  the  carriage  three  times  a  week.  Was  he  a 
girl  ?  roared  the  boys.  Did  he  do  patchwork  ?  Not  now ;  he  liad  left  off 
sewing  when  he  was  nine,  answered  Van  Rheyn  innocently,  unconscious 
of  tiie  storm  of  mockery  the  avowal  would  invoke.  "  PrAy,  were  you 
born  a  young  lady  ? — or  did  they  change  you  at  nurse  ?  "  shouted 
Jessup,  who  would  have  kept  the  ball  rolling  till  midnight.  "  I  say, 
you  fellows,  he  has  come  to  the  wrong  school :  we  don't  take  in  girls, 
do  wc  ?  Let  me  introduce  this  one  to  you,  boys — '  Miss  Cliarlottc.'  " 
And,  so  poor  Charley  Van  Rheyn  got  that  nickname  as  well  as  the 
other.     Miss  Cliarlottc ! 

Latin  was  a  stumbling-block.     Van  Rheyn  had  learnt  it  according 
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to  French  rules  and  French  pronunciation,  and  he  could  not  readily  get 
into  our  English  mode.  "  It  was  bad  enough  to  have  to  teach  a  stupid 
boy  Latin,"  grumbled  the  under  Latin  master  (under  Dr.  Frost),  "  but 
worse  to  have  to  un-tcadi  him."  Van  Ulicyn  was  not  stupid,  how- 
ever; if  he  seemed  so,  it  was  because  his  new  life  was  so  strange  to 
him. 

One  day  the  boys  dared  him  to  a  game  at  leap-frog.  Some  of  them 
were  at  it  in  the  yard,  and  Van  Rheyn  stood  by,  looking  on. 

'•Why  don't  j'ou  go  in  for  it?  "  suddenly  askud  Parker,  giving  lilin 
a  push.  "  There  is  to  be  a  round  or  two  at  boxing  this  evening,  why 
don't  you  go  in  for  tJiot?  " 

•'  They  never  would  let  me  do  these  rough  things,"  replied  Van 
lUieyn.  who  invariably  answered  all  the  chaffing  questions  civilly  ami 
patientiv. 

'•  Who  wouldn't  ?     Who's  '  they  '  ?  " 

"  My  mother  and  my  Aunt  Claribelle.  Also,  when  1  wus  starting  to 
come  here,  my  father  said  I  was  not  to  exert  myself." 

"All  right,  Miss  Charlotte;  but  why  on  earth  didn't  the  respectable 
old  gentleman  send  you  over  in  petticoats?  Never  was  such  a  thing 
heard  of,  you  know,  as  for  a  girl  to  wear  a  coat  and  pantaloons.  It's 
not  decent,  Miss  Charlotte ;  it's  not  modest." 

"Why  do  you  say  all  this  to  me  for  ever?  I  am  nut  a  giil,"  said 
poor  Van  liheyn. 

"  No  ?  Don't  tell  iibs.  If  you  were  not  a  girl  you'd  go  in  for  oiu- 
games.  Come !  Try  this.  Leap-frog's  especially  edifying,  I  assure 
you  :   expands  the  mind.      Wont  you  try  it  ?  " 

Well,  the  upshot  was,  that  they  dared  him  to  try  it.  A  dozen,  or 
so,  set  on  at  him  like  so  many  wolves.  What  with  that,  and  what 
with  their  stinging  ridicule,  poor  Van  Rheyn  was  goaded  (jut  of  his 
obedience  to  homo  orders,  and  did  try  it.  After  a  few  tumbles,  he 
went  over  very  tolerably,  and  did  not  dislike  it  at  all. 

"  If  I  can  only  learn  to  do  as  the  rest  of  you  do,  perhaps  they  will 
lot  me  alone,"  he  said  to  me  that  same  night,  a  sort  of  eagerness  in  his 
bright  grey  eyes. 

And  gradually  he  did  learn  to  go  in  for  most  of  the  games :  running, 
leaping,  and  climbing     One  thing  he  absolutely  refused — wrestling. 

"  \Vhy  should  gentlemen,  who  were  to  be  gentlemen  all  their  lives, 
fight  each  other  ?  "  he  asked.  "  They  would  not  have  to  fight  as  men  ; 
it  was  not  kind  ;  it  was  not  pleasant ;  it  was  hard." 

The  boys  were  hard  on  him  for  saying  it,  mocking  him  fearfully ; 
but  they  could  not  shake  him  there.  He  was  of  right  blue  blood ; 
never  caving-in  before  them,  as  Bill  Whitney  expressed  it  one  day ;  he 
was  only  quiet  and  eiuhtred. 

Whether  the  native  Rouen  air  is  favourable  to  freckles,  I  don't  know ; 
but  those  on  Van  Rhevn's  face  gradually  disappeared  over  here.    His 
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complexion  lost  its  redness  also,  becoming  fresh  and  fair,  with  a 
bi-ightish  colour  on  the  cheeks.  The  hair,  growing  longer,  turned  out 
to  be  of  a  smooth  brown  :  altogether  he  was  good-looking. 


"  I  say,  Johunj^,  do  you  know  that  Van  Rheyn's  ill  ?  " 

The  words  came  from  "William  Whitney.  He  wdiispered  them  in 
my  ear  as  we  stood  up  for  prayers  before  breakfast.  The  school  had 
opened  about  a  month  then. 

"  What's  the  matter  with  him  ?  " 

"  Don't  know,"  answered  Bill.     "  He  is  staying  in  bed." 

Cribbing  some  minutes  from  breakfast,  1  went  up  to  his  room.  Van 
Eheyn  looked  pale  as  he  lay,  and  said  he  had  been  sick.  Hall  declared 
it  was  nothing  but  a  bilious  attack,  and  Van  Rheyn  thought  she  might 
be  right. 

"  Meaning  that  you  have  a  sick  headache,  I  suppose  ?  "  I  said  to 
him. 

"  Yes,  the  migiaine.     I  have  had  it  before-" 

"  Well,  look  here,  Charley,"  I  went  on,  after  thinking  a  minute ; 
"  if  I  were  you,  I  wouldn't  say  as  much  to  any  of  them.  Let  them 
suppose  you  are  regularly  ill.  You'll  never  hear  the  last  of  it  if  they 
know  you  lie  in  bed  for  onlj^  a  headache." 

"  But  I  cannot  get  up,"  he  answered ;  "  my  head  is  in  much  pain. 
And  I  have  fever.     Feel  my  hand." 

The  hand  he  put  out  was  burning  hot.  But  that  went  with  sick 
headaches  sometimes. 

It  turned  out  to  be  nothing  worse,  for  he  Avas  well  on  the  moiTOW ; 
and  I  need  not  have  mentioned  it  at  all,  but  for  a  little  matter  that  arose 
out  of  the  day's  illness.  Going  up  again  to  see  him  after  school  in  the 
afternoon,  I  found  Hall  standing  over  tlie  bed  Avith  a  cup  of  tea,  and  a 
most  severe,  not  to  say  horror-struck  expression  of  countenance,  as  she 
gazed  down  on  him,  staring  at  something  with  all  her  eyes.  Van 
Rhej'^n  was  asleep,  and  looked  better ;  his  face  flushed  and  moist,  his 
brown  liair,  still  uncommonly  short  compared  with  ours,  pushed  back. 
He  lay  witli  his  hands  outside  the  bed,  as  if  the  clothes  were  heavy — 
the  weather  was  fiery  hot.  One  of  the  hands  was  clasping  something 
that  hung  round  his  neck  by  a  narrow  blue  riblion ;  it  seemed  to  have 
been  pulled  by  him  out  of  the  opening  in  his  night-shirt.  Hall's  quick 
eyes  had  detected  what  it  was — a  very  small  flat  cross  (hardly  two 
inches  long),  on  which  was  carved  a  figure  of  the  Saviour,  all  in  gold. 

Now  Hall  had  doubtless  many  virtues.  One  of  them  was  docking  us 
boys  of  our  due  allowance  of  sugar.  But  she  had  also  many  prejudices. 
And,  of  all  her  prejudices,  none  was  stronger  than  her  abhorrence  of 
idols,  as  exemplified  in  carved  images  and  Chinese  gods. 

"  Do  you  see  that,  Master  Ludlow?  "  she  whispered  to  me,  pointing 
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licr  finger  straight  at  the  little  cross  of  gold.  "  It's  no  better  than  a 
relict  of  paganism." 

Stooping  down,  she  gently  drew  the  cross  out  of  Van  Pdieyn's  hot 
clasped  hand,  and  let  it  lie  on  the  sheet.  A  beautiful  little  cross ;  the 
fiice  of  our  Saviour — an  exquisite  face  in  its  expression  of  suHering  and 
patient  humility — one  that  you  might  have  gazed  upon  and  been  the 
bettor  for.  How  they  could  have  so  perfectly  carved  a  thing  so  small 
I  knew  not. 

"  He  must  be  one  of  them  worshipping  Romanics,"  said  Hall,  Avith 
horror,  snatching  her  fingers  from  the  cross  as  if  she  thought  it  would 
give  her  the  ague.     "  Or  else  a  pagan." 

And  the  two  were  no  doubt  alike  in  Hall's  mind. 

"  And  he  goes  every  week  and  says  his  commandments  in  class  here, 
standing  up  before  all  the  school !     I  wonder  what  the  doctor " 

Hall  cut  short  her  complaints.  Van  Rheyn  had  suddenly  opened  his 
eyes,  and  yvaa  looking  up  at  us. 

"  I  find  myself  better,"  he  said,  with  a  smile.  "  The  pain  has  nearly 
departed." 

"  We  wasn't  thinking  of  pains  and  headaches,  Master  Van  Eheyn, 
but  of  this,'"  said  Hall,  resentfully,  taking  the  spoon  out  of  the  saucer, 
and  holding  it  within  an  inch  of  the  gold  cross.  Van  Rhej'n  raised  his 
head  from  the  pillow  to  look. 

"  Oh,  it  is  my  little  cross !  "  he  said,  holding  it  out  to  our  view  as  iiir 
as  the  ribbon  allowed,  and  speaking  with  perfect  ease  and  unconcern. 
"  Is  it  not  beautiful  ?  " 

"  Very,"  I  said,  stooping  over  it. 

"  Be  you  of  the  Romanic  sex?  "  demanded  Hall  of  Van  Rheyn. 

"  Am  I What  is  it  Mrs.  Hall  would  ask  ?  "  he  broke  off  to 

question  me,  in  the  midst  of  my  burst  of  laughter. 

"  Slie  asks  if  you  are  a  Roman  Catholic,  Van  Rhej'n." 

"  But  no.  Why  you  think  that  ?  "  he  added  to  her.  "  My  f\xther  is 
a  Roman  Catholic :  I  am  a  Protestant,  like  my  mother." 

"  Then  why  on  earth,  sir,  do  vou  wear  such  a  idol  as  that?  "  returned 
Hall. 

"  This  ?     Oh,  it  is  nothing !  it  is  not  an  idol.     It  does  me  good." 

"  Good  !  "  fiercely  repeated  Hall.  "  Does  you  good  to  wear  a  brazen 
image  next  the  skin ! — right  under  the  flannel  waistcoat.  I  wonder 
what  the  school  will  come  to  next?  " 

"  Why  should  I  not  wear  it  ?  "  said  Van  Rheyn.  "  What  harm  does 
it  do  me,  this  ?  It  was  my  poor  Aunt  Aimette's.  The  last  time  we 
went  to  the  Aunt  Claribelle's  to  see  her,  when  the  hope  of  her  was 
gone,  she  put  the  cross  into  my  hand,  and  bade  me  keep  it  for  her 
sake." 

"  I  tell  you.  Master  Van  Rheyn,  it's  just  a  brazen  image,"  persisted 
Hall. 
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I  "It  is  a  keepsake,"  dissented  Van  Rlieyn.  "  I  showed  it  to 
Monsieur  Mons  one  day  when  he  was  calling  on  mamma,  ami  told  him 
it  was  a  gift  to  me  of  the  poor  Tante  Annette.  Monsieur  Mons 
tliought  it  very  pretty,  and  said  it  would  remind  me  of  the  great 
Sacrifice." 

"  But  to  wear  it  next  your  skin,"  went  on  Hall,  not  giving  in. 
Giving  in  on  the  matter  of  graven  images  was  not  in  her  nature.  Or 
on  any  matter  as  for  as  that  went,  that  concerned  us  hoys.  "  I've 
heard  of  poor  misdeluded  people  putting  horse-hair  next  'em.  And 
fine  torment  it  must  be  !  " 

"  I  have  worn  it  since  mamma  died,"  quietly  answered  Van  Eheyn, 
who  did  not  seem  to  understand  Hall's  zeah  "  She  kept  it  for  me 
always  in  her  little  shell-box  that  had  the  silver  crest  on  it ;  but  when 
she  died,  I  said  I  would  put  the  cross  round  my  neck,  for  fear  of  losing 
it :  and  Aunt  Claribelle,  who  took  the  shell-box  then,  bought  me  the 
blue  ribbon." 

"  That  blue  ribbon's  new — or  almost  new— if  ever  I  saw  new 
riljbon,"  cried  Hall,  who  was  in  a  mood  to  dispute  every  word. 

"  Oh  yes.  It  was  new  when  I  left  Rouen.  I  have  another  piece  in 
my  trunk  to  put  on  when  this  shall  wear  out." 

"  Well,  it's  a  horrid  heathenish  thing  to  do,  Master  Van  Rheyn ; 
and,  though  it  may  be  gold,  I  don't  believe  Miss  Emma  Aberleigh 
would  ever  have  gave  countenance  to  it.  Leastways  before  she  lived 
among  them  foreign  French  folks,"  added  Hall,  virtually  dropping  the 
contest,  as  Van  Rheyn  slipped  the  cross  out  of  view  within  his  night-shirt. 
"  What  she  might  have  come  to,  after  she  went  off  there.  Heaven 
alone  knows.     Be  you  going  to  drink  this  tea,  sir,  or  be  you  not  ?  " 

Van  Rheyn  drank  the  tea  and  thanked  her  for  bringing  it,  his 
gratitude  shining  also  out  of  his  nice  grey  eyes.  Hall  took  back  the 
cup  and  tucked  him  u])  again,  telling  him  to  get  a  bit  more  sleep  and 
he  would  be  all  right  in  the  morning.  With  all  her  pi'ejudices  and 
sourness,  she  was  as  good  as  gold  when  any  of  us  were  ill. 


"  Not  bathe !  Not  bathe !  I  say,  you  fellows,  here's  a  lark. 
Bristles  thinks  he'd  better  not  try  the  water  " 

It  was  a  tcrn])ly  hot  evening,  close  upon  sunset.  Finding  our- 
selves, some  half-do/.en  of  us,  near  the  river,  Van  Rheyn  being  one,  the 
water  looked  too  pleasant  not  to  be  plunged  into.  The  rule  at  Dr. 
Frost's  was,  that  no  boy  should  be  com]>elled  to  bathe  against  his 
inclination :  Van  Rheyn  was  the  only  one  who  had  availed  himself  of 
it.     It  was  Parker  who  spoke  :  we  were  all  undressing  quickly. 

"  What's  your  objection,  Miss  Charlotte  ?     Girls  bathe." 

"  They  wotild  never  let  me  go  into  cold  water  at  home,"  was  the 
patient  answer.     "  We  take  warm  baths  there." 
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"Afraid  of  cold  water?  well  I  never!  What  an  everlasting  puss}'- 
cat  you  are,  Miss  Charlotte  !  We've  heard  that  pussies  don't  like  to 
wet  liieir  feet." 

"Our  doctor  at  Koueu  used  to  say  I  must  not  iilunge  into  cold 
water,"  said  poor  Van  llheyn,  speaking  patiently  as  usual,  though  he 
must  have  been  nearly  driven  wild.  "  The  sliock  would  not  be  good 
for  me." 

"  I  say,  who'll  write  off  to  Evesham  for  a  jiair  of  waterproofs  to  put 
over  his  shoes?  Just  give  us  the  measure  of  your  foot,  Miss 
Charlotte  ?  " 

"  Let's  shut  him  up  in  a  feather-bed  I  " 

"  Why,  the  water's  not  cold,  you  donkey  !  "  cried  Bill  Whitney,  who 
had  just  leaped  in.  "  It's  as  warm  as  new  milk.  What  on  eartli  will 
you  be  fit  for,  Bristles  ?     You'll  never  make  a  man." 

"  ]\Iake  a  man !  What  are  you  thinking  of,  Whitney  ?  Miss 
Charlotte  has  no  ambition  that  way.  Girls  prefer  to  grow  up  into 
young  ladies,  not  into  men." 

"  Is  it  trul}''  warm  ?  "  asked  Van  Rheyn,  gazing  at  the  river  irreso- 
lutely, and  thinking  that  if  he  went  in  the  mockery  might  cease. 

I  looked  up  at  him  from  the  water.  ''  It  is  indeed.  Van  Bheyn. 
Quite  warm." 

He  knew  he  might  trust  me,  and  began  slowly  to  undress.  We  had 
continued  tobe  the  best  of  comrades,  and  I  never  went  in  for  teasing  him 
as  the  rest  did ;  rather  shielded  him  when  I  could,  and  took  his  part. 

By  the  time  he  was  ready  to  go  in — for  he  did  nothing  nimbly,  and 
undressing  made  no  exception — some  of  us  were  ready  to  come  out. 
One  of  Dr.  Frost's  rules  in  regard  to  bathing  was  stringent — that  no 
boy  should  remain  in  the  water  more  than  three  minutes  at  the  very 
extent.  He  held  that  a  great  deal  of  harm  was  done  by  prolonged 
bathing.     Van  Rheyn  plunged  in — and  liked  it. 

"  It  is  warm  and  pleasant,"  he  exclaimed.     "  This  cannot  hurt  me." 

"  Hurt  you,  you  great  baby !  "  shouted  Parker. 

Van  Rheyn  had  put  his  clothes  in  the  tidiest  manner  upon  the  grass  ; 
not  like  ours,  which  were  flung  down  any  way.  His  things  were  laid 
smoothly  one  upon  another,  in  the  order  he  took  them  off,  though  I 
dare  sav  I  should  not  have  noticed  this  but  for  a  shout  from  Jessup. 

"  Halloa  !     What's  that  ?  " 

Those  of  us  who  were  out,  and  in  the  several  stages  of  drying  or 

"  dressing,  turned  round  at  the  words.     Jessup,  buttoning  his  braces, 

was  standing  by  Van  Rheyn's  heap,  looking  down  at  it.     On  the  top  of 

the  flamiel  vest,  exposed  to  full  view,  lay  the  gold  cross  with  the  blue 

ribbon. 

"  What  on  earth  is  it  ?  "  cried  Jessup,  jiicking  it  up ;  and  at  the 
•  moment  Van  Rheyn,  finding  all  the  rest  out  of  the  water,  came  out 
himself.     "  Is  it  a  charm  ?  '' 
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"  It  is  mine — it  is  my  gold  cross,"  sjwkc  Van  Rheyn,  catching  up 
one  of  the  wet  towels.  The  bath  this  evening  had  been  impromptu, 
and  we  had  only  two  towels  between  us,  which  Parker  and  Whitney 
had  brought.  In  pomt  of  fact,  it  had  been  against  rules  also,  for  we 
were  not  expected  to  go  into  the  river  without  the  presence  of  a  master. 
But  just  at  this  bend  it  was  perfectly  safe.  Jessup  passed  the  blue 
ribbon  round  his  neck,  letting  the  cross  hang  behind.  This  done,  he 
turned  himself  about  for  general  inspection,  and  the  boys  crowded 
round  to  look. 

"  ^Vlmt  do  you  say  it  is.  Bristles  ?  " 

"  My  gold  cross." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  tell  us  to  our  faces  that  you  wear  it  ?  " 

"  I  wear  it  always,"  freely  answered  Van  Rheyn. 

Jessup  took  it  off  his  neck,  and  the  boys  passed  it  about  from  one  to 
another.  They  did  not  ridicule  the  cross — I  think  the  emblem  on  it 
prevented  that — but  they  ridiculed  Van  Rheyn. 

"  A  friend  of  mine  went  over  to  the  tar-and-feather  islands,"  said 
Millichip,  executing  an  aggi'avating  war-dance  round  about  Charley. 
"  He  found  the  natives  sporting  no  end  of  charms  and  amulets — nearly 
all  the  attire  they  did  sport — rings  in  the  nose  and  chains  in  the  ears. 
What  relation  are  those  natives  to  you.  Miss  Charlotte  ?  " 

"  Don't  injure  it,  please,"  pleaded  Van  Rhej^n. 

"  We've  an  ancient  nurse  at  home  who  carries  the  tip  of  a  calfs 
tongue  in  her  pocket  for  luck,"  shrieked  Thorne.  "  And  I've  heard— 
I  have  heard.  Bristles — that  any  fellow  who  arms  himself  with  a 
pen'orth  of  blue-stone  from  the  druggist's,  couldn't  have  the  yellow 
jaundice  if  he  tried.     What  might  you  wear  this  for,  pray  ?  " 

"  My  Aunt  Annette  gave  it  me  as  a  present  when  she  was  dying," 
answered  poor  helpless  Charley,  who  had  never  the  smallest  notion 
of  taking  chaff  otherwise  than  seriously,  or  of  giving  chaff  back  again. 

He  had  dressed  himself  to  his  trousers  and  shirt,  and  stood  with  his 
hand  stretched  out,  waiting  for  his  cross. 

"  In  the  Worcester  Journal,  one  day  last  June,  I  read  an  advertise- 
ment as  big  as  a  house,  offering  a  child's  caul  for  sale,"  cried  Snepp. 
"  Any  gentleman  or  lady  buying  that  caul  and  taking  it  to  sea,  could 
never  be  drowned.  Bristles  thinks  as  long  as  he  wears  this,  he  won't 
come  to  be  hanged." 

"  How's  your  grandmother.  Miss  Charlotte  ?  " 

"  I  wish  you  would  please  to  let  me  alone,"  said  he  patiently.  "  My 
father  would  not  have  placed  me  here  had  he  known." 

"  Why  don't  you  write  and  tell  him.  Bristles  ?  " 

"I  would  not  like  to  gi-icve  him,"  simply  answered  Charley.  "I 
can  bear.     And  he  does  so  much  want  me  to  learn  good  English." 

"  This  cross  is  gold,  I  suppose  ?  "  said  Bill  Whitney,  who  now  had  it. 

"  Yes,  it  is  gold,"  answered  Van  Rheyn. 
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"  I  wouldn't  advise  j'ou  to  fall  amongst  thieves,  then.  They  might 
ease  you  of  it.     The  carving  must  be  worth  something." 

"  It  cost  a  great  deal  to  buy,  I  have  heard  my  aunt  say.  Will  you 
be  so  good  as  to  give  it  me,  that  I  may  finish  to  di-ess  myself?  " 

Whitney  handed  him  the  cross.  Time  was  up,  in  fact ;  and  we  had 
to  make  a  race  for  the  house.  Van  Rheyn  was  catching  it  hot  and 
sharp,  all  the  way. 

One  might  have  thought  that  his  very  meekness,  the  unresisting 
spirit  in  which  he  took  things,  would  have  disarmed  the  mockery. 
But  it  did  not.  Once  go  in  wholesale  for  putting  upon  some  particular 
fellow  in  a  school,  and  the  tjTanny  gains  with  use.  I  don't  think  any 
of  them  meant  to  be  really  unkind  to  Van  Rheyn ;  but  the  play  had 
begun,  and  they  enjoyed  it. 

I  once  saw  him  drowned  in  tears.  It  was  at  the  dusk  of  evening. 
Charley  had  come  in  for  it  awfully  at  tea-time,  I  forget  what  about, 
and  afterwards  disappeared.  An  hour  later,  going  into  Whitney's 
room  for  something  Bill  asked  me  to  fetch,  I  came  upon  Charles  Van 
Rheyn — who  also  slept  there.  He  was  sitting  at  the  foot  of  his  low 
bed,  his  cheek  leaning  on  one  of  his  hands,  and  the  tears  running  down 
swiftl.v.     One  might  have  thought  his  heart  was  broken. 

''  What  is  the  grievance,  Charley  ?  " 

"  Do  not  say  to  them  that  j'ou  saw  me,"  returned  he,  dashing  away 
his  tears.     "  I  did  not  expect  any  of  you  would  come  up." 

"  Look  here,  old  fellow :  I  know  it's  rather  hard  lines  for  you  just 
now.  But  they  don't  mean  anything  :  it  is  done  in  sport,  not  malice. 
They  don't  think,  you  see,  Van  Rheyn.  You  will  be  sure  to  live  it 
down." 

"  Yes,"  he  sighed ,  "  I  hope  I  shall.  But  it  is  so  different  here  from 
what  it  used  to  be.  I  had  such  a  happy  home;  I  never  had  one 
sorrow  when  my  mother  was  alive.  Nobody  cares  for  me  now; 
nobody  is  kind  to  me  :  it  is  a  great  change." 

"Take  heart,  Charley,"  I  said,  holding  out  my  hand.  ''  I  know  yon 
will  live  it  down  in  time." 

Of  all  the  fellows  I  ever  met,  I  think  he  was  the  most  grateful  for  a 
word  of  kindness.  As  he  thanked  me  with  a  glad  look  of  hope  in 
his  eyes,  I  saw  that  he  had  been  holding  the  cross  clasped  in  his  palm ; 
for  it  dropped  as  he  put  his  hand  into  mine. 

"  It  helps  me  to  bear,"  he  said,  in  a  whisper.  "  My  mother,  who 
loved  me  so,  is  in  heaven ;  my  father  has  married  Mademoiselle 
Th^resine  de  Tocqueville.     I  have  no  one  now." 

"  Your  father  has  not  married  that  Theresine  de  Tocqueville  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes.     I  had  the  letter  close  after  dinner." 

So  perhaps  he  was  crying  for  the  \\Qn\e  unhappiness  as  much  as  for 
his  school  grievances.  It  all  reads  strange,  no  doubt,  and  just  the 
opposite  of  what  might  be  expected  of  one  of  us  English  boys.     The 
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French  bringing-Up  is  dillerent  from  ours  :  perhaps  it  lay  In  that.  On 
the  otlier  lianil,  a  French  boy,  generally  speaking,  possesses  a  very 
shallow  sense  of  religion.  But  Van  Rlieyn  had  been  reared  by  his 
English  mother ;  and  his  disj)Osition  seemed  to  be  naturally  serious  and 
unconunonly  pliable  and  gentle.  At  anj'  rate,  whether  it  reads 
improbable  or  probable,  it  is  the  truth. 

I  got  what  I  wanted  for  Billy  Whitney,  and  went  down,  thinking 
what  a  hard  life  it  was  for  him — what  a  shame  that  we  made  it  so. 
Indidged,  as  Van  Eheyn  must  have  always  been,  tenderly  treated  as  a 
girl,  sheltere<l  from  the  world's  roughness,  all  that  coddling  must  have 
become  to  him  as  second  natiu'e ;  and  the  remembrance  lay  with  him 
still.  Over  here  he  was  suddenly  cut  otf  from  it,  thrown  into  another 
and  a  rougher  atmosphere,  isolated  from  country,  home,  home-ties  and 
associations;  and  compelled  to  stand  the  daily  brunt  of  this  petty 
tyranny. 

Getting  Tod  apart  that  night,  I  put  the  matter  to  him  :  what  a 
shame  it  was,  and  how  sorry  I  felt  for  Charley  Van  Kheyn ;  and  I 
asked  him  whether  he  thought  he  could  not  (he  having  a  great  deal  of 
weight  in  the  school)  make  things  pleasant er  for  him.  Tod  responded 
that  I  should  never  be  anything  but  a  mulT,  and  that  the  roastuig  Van 
Iiheyn  got  treated  to  was  sui)erlatively  good  for  him,  if  ever  he  was  to 
he  made  into  a  man. 

However,  before  another  week  ran  out,  Dr.  Frost  interfered.  How 
he  obtained  an  inkling  of  the  reigning  politics  we  never  knew.  One 
Hatuiday  afternoon,  when  old  Fontaine  had  taken  Van  Bheyn  out  with 
him,  the  doctor  walked  into  the  midst  of  us,  to  the  general  con- 
sternation. 

Standing  in  the  centre  of  the  schoolroom,  with  a  solemn  face,  all  of 
us  backing  as  much  as  the  wall  allowed,  and  the  masters  who  chanced 
to  be  present  rising  to  their  feet,  the  doctor  spoke  of  Van  Rheyn.  He 
had  reason  to  suspect,  he  said,  that  Ave  were  doing  our  best  to  worry 
Van  liheyn's  life  out  of  him  :  and  he  put  the  question  deliberately  to 
us  (and  made  us  answer  it),  how  Ave,  if  consigned  alone  to  a  foreign 
home,  all  its  inmates  strangers,  would  liked  to  be  served  so.  He  did 
not  wish,  he  went  on,  to  think  he  had  pitiful,  ill-disposed  boys,  lacking 
hearts  and  common  kindness,  in  his  house  :  he  felt  sure  that  what  had 
passed  arose  from  a  heedless  love  of  mischief;  and  it  would  greatly 
oblige  him  to  find  from  henceforth  that  our  conduct  towards  Van  Rlieyn 
was  changed:  he  thought,  and  hoped,  that  he  had  only  to  express  a 
w  isli  upon  the  point,  to  ensure  obedience. 

With  that— and  a  hearty  nod  and  smile  around,  as  if  he  jnit  it  as  a 
Itcrsonal  favour  to  himself,  and  wanted  us  to  see  that  he  did,  and  was 
not  angr}',  he  went  out  again.  A  comisel  was  held  to  determine 
■whether  we  liad  a  sneak  ainongst  us — else  how  coidd  Frost  have 
known? — that  Charley  himself  had  not  spoken,  his  Avorst  enemy  felt 
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sure  of.  But  not  one  could  be  pitched  upon :  every  individual  fellow, 
senior  and  junior,  protested  earnestly  that  he  had  not  let  out  a  syllabic. 
And,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  don't  think  we  had. 

However,  the  doctor  was  obeyed.  From  that  day  all  real  annoy- 
ance to  Charles  Van  Rhej'n  ceased.  I  don't  say  but  what  there  would 
be  a  laugh  at  him  now  and  then,  and  a  word  of  raillerv,  or  that  he  lost 
his  names  of  Bristles  and  Miss  Charlotte;  but  virtually  the  sting  was 
gone.  Charley  was  as  gratefid  as  could  be,  and  seemed  to  become 
quite  happy  ;  and  upon  the  arrival  of  a  hamper  by  gi-ande  vitesse  from 
Kouen,  containing  a  huge  rich  weddmg-cake  and  some  packets  of  costly 
sweetmeats,  he  divided  the  whole  amongst  us,  keeping  the  merest  taste 
for  himself.     The  school  made  its  comments  in  return. 

"  He's  not  a  bad  lot  after  all,  that  Van  Ehevn.  lie  will  make  a  man 
yot." 


"It  isn't  a  bit  of  use  your  going  in  for  this,  Van  llhcyn,  unless  you 
can  nni  like  a  lamplighter." 

''  But  I  can  run,  you  know,"  responded  Van  Rheyn. 

"  Yes.     But  can  you  keep  the  pace  up  ?  " 

"Why  not?" 

"We  maybe  out  for  three  or  four  hours,  pelting  like  mail  all  the 
time." 

'•  I  feel  no  fear  of  keeping  up,"  said  Van  Rheyn.     "  I  will  go." 

"  All  right." 

It  was  on  a  Saturday  afternoon  ;  and  we  were  turning  out  for  hare 
and  hounds.  The  quarter  was  hard  upon  its  close,  for  September  was 
nassine.  Van  Rhe\n  had  never  seen  hare  and  hounds  :  it  had  been  let 
alone  during  the  hotter  weather :  and  it  was  Tod  who  now  warned  him 
that  he  might  not  be  able  to  keep  up  the  running.  It  requires  fleet  legs 
and  easy  breath,  as  every  one  knows ;  and  Van  Rheyn  had  never  mucli 
exercised  either. 

"  What  is  just  the  game?"  he  asked  in  his  quaintly-turned  phrase. 
And  I  answered  him — for  Tod  had  gone  away. 

"  You  see  tliose  strips  of  paper  that  they  have  torn  out  of  old  co])}-- 
books,  and  are  twisting?  That  is  for  the  scent.  The  hare  fills  his 
pockets  wth  it,  and  drojis  a  piece  of  it  every  now  and  then  as  he  runs. 
We,  the  hounds,  follow  liis  course  by  means  of  the  scent,  and  catch  him 
if  we  can." 

"  And  then  ?  "  questioned  Van  RhejTi. 

"  Then  the  game  is  over." 

"  And  what  if  you  not  catch  him  ?  " 

"  The  hare  wins  ;  that's  all.  What  he  likes  to  do  is  to  double  upon 
us  cimningly  and  lead  us  home  again  after  him." 

'■  But  in  all  that  there  is  only  running." 
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"  We  vault  over  the  obstructions — gates,  and  stiles,  and  hedges.  Or, 
if  the  hedges  are  too  high,  scramble  through  them." 

"  But  some  hedges  are  very  thick  and  close :  nobody  could  get 
through  them,"  debated  Van  Eheyn,  taking  the  words,  as  usual,  too 
literally. 

"  Then  we  are  dished.  And  have  to  find  some  other  way  onwards, 
or  turn  back." 

"I  can  do  what  you  say  quite  easily." 

"  All  right,  Charley,"  I  repeated :  as  Tod  had  done.  And  neither  of 
us,  nor  any  one  else,  had  the  smallest  thought  that  it  Avas  not  all  right. 

Millichip  was  chosen  hare.  Snepp  turned  cranky  over  something  or 
other  at  the  last  moment,  and  backed  out  of  it.  He  made  the  best 
hare  in  the  school :  but  Millichip  was  nearly  as  fleet  a  runner. 

What  with  making  the  scent,  and  having  it  out  with  Snepp,  time 
was  hindered  ;  and  it  must  have  been  getting  on  for  four  o'clock  when 
we  started.  Which  docked  the  run  considerably,  for  we  had  to  be  in 
at  six  to  tea.  On  that  account,  perhaps,  Millichip  thought  he  must  get 
over  the  gi'ound  the  quicker ;  for  I  don't  think  we  had  ever  made  so 
swift  a  course.  Letting  the  hare  get  well  on  ahead,  the  signal  was 
given,  and  we  started  after  him  in  full  cry,  rending  the  air  with  shouts, 
and  rushing  along  like  the  wind. 

A  right-down  good  hare  Millichip  turned  out  to  be;  doubling  and 
twisting  and  finessing,  and  exasperating  the  hounds  considerably. 
About  five  o'clock  he  had  made  tracks  for  home,  as  we  found  by  the 
scent :  but  we  could  neither  see  him  nor  catch  him.  Later,  I  chanced 
to  come  to  grief  in  a  treacherous  ditch,  lost  my  straw  hat,  and  tore  the 
sleeve  of  my  jacket.  This  threw  me  behind  the  rest;  and  when  I 
pelted  up  to  the  next  stile,  there  stood  Van  Eheyn.  He  had  halted  to 
rest  his  arms  on  it ;  his  breath  was  coming  in  alarming  gasps,  his  face 
whiter  than  a  sheet. 

"  Halloa,  Van  Eheyn !  What's  up  ?  The  pace  is  too  much  for 
you." 

"  It  was  my  breath,"  said  he,  when  he  could  answer.  "  1  go  on 
now." 

I  put  my  hand  on  him.  "  Look  here :  the  run's  nearly  over :  we 
shall  soon  be  at  home.     Don't  go  on  so  fast." 

"  But  I  want  to  be  in  at  what  they  call  the  death." 

"  There'll  be  no  death  to-day :  the  hare's  safe  to  win." 

"  I  want  to  keep  up,"  he  answered,  getting  over  the  stile.  "  I  said 
I  could  keep  up,  and  do  wliat  the  rest  did."  And  off  he  was  again, 
full  rush. 

Before  us,  on  tliat  side  of  the  stUe,  was  a  tolerably  wide  field.  Tlie 
pack  had  wound  half  over  it  during  this  short  halt,  making  straight  for 
the  oiitrance  to  the  coppice  at  tlie  other  otkI.  Wc  were  doing  oUr  best 
to  catch  them  up,  when  I  distinctly  saw  a  heavy  stone  flung  into  their 
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midst.  Looking  at  tiie  direction  it  came  from,  there  crept  a  dirty 
ragamuffin  over  the  groiuid  on  his  hands  and  knees.  He  did  not  sec 
us  two  behind  ;  and  lie  flung  another  heavy  stone.  Had  it  struck  any- 
one's head  it  would  have  done  serious  damage. 

Letting  the  chase  go,  I  stole  across  and  pounced  upon  him  before  he 
could  get  away.  He  twisted  himself  out  of  my  hands  like  an  eel,  and 
stood  grinning  defiance  and  whistling  to  his  dog.  We  knew  the  young 
scamp  well :  and  could  never  decide  whether  he  was  a  whole  scamp, 
or  half  a  natural.  At  any  rate,  he  Avas  vilely  bad,  was  the  pest  of  the 
neighbourhood,  and  had  enjoyed  some  short  sojourns  in  prison  for 
trespass.  Raddy  was  the  name  he  went  by ;  we  knew  him  by  no  other ; 
and  how  he  got  a  living  nobody  could  tell. 

"  What  did  you  throw  those  stones  for?  " 

"  Shan't  tell  ye.     Didn't  throw  'em  at  you." 

"  You  had  better  mind  what  you  are  about,  Mr.  Raddy,  unless  you 
want  to  get  into  trouble." 

"  Yah — you  !  "  grinned  Radd}'. 

There  was  nothing  to  be  made  of  him ;  there  never  was  anything. 
I  should  have  been  no  match  for  Raddy  in  an  encounter ;  and  he  would 
have  killed  me  without  the  slightest  compunction.  Turning  to  go  on 
my  way,  I  was  in  time  to  see  Van  Rheyn  tumble  over  the  stile  and 
disappear  within  the  coppice.  The  rest  must  have  nearly  shot  out  of 
the  other  end  by  that  time.  It  was  a  coppice  that  belonged  to  Sir 
John  Whitney.  Once  through  it,  we  were  on  our  own  grounds,  and 
within  a  field  of  home. 

I  went  on  leisurely  enough :  no  good  to  try  to  catch  them  up  now. 
Van  Rheyn  would  not  do  it,  and  he  had  more  than  half  a  field's  start 
of  me.  It  must  have  been  close  upon  six,  for  the  sun  was  setting  in  a 
ball  of  fire ;  the  amber  sky  around  it  was  nearly  as  dazzling  as  the  sun, 
and  lighted  up  the  field. 

So  that,  plunging  into  the  coppice,  it  was  like  going  into  a  dungeon. 
For  a  minute  or  two,  with  the  reflection  of  that  red  light  lingering  in 
my  eyes,  I  could  hardly  see  the  narrow^  path ;  the  trees  were  dark, 
thick,  and  met  overhead.  I  ran  along  whistling:  wondering  whether 
tiiat  young  Raddy  was  after  me  with  his  ugly  dog;  wondering  why  Sir 
John  did  not 

The  whistling  and  the  thoughts  came  to  a  summary  end  together. 
At  the  other  end  of  the  coppice,  but  a  yard  or  two  on  this  side  the 
stile  that  divided  it  from  the  open  field,  there  was  Charles  Van  Rhej'n 
on  the  ground,  In's  back  against  the  trunk  of  a  tree,  liis  arms  stretched 
u]>,  clasping  it.  But  for  that  clasp,  and  the  laboured  breathing,  I 
might  have  thought  he  was  dead.  For  his  face  was  ghastly,  blue 
round  the  mouth,  and  wore  the  strangest  expression  I  ever  saw. 

"Charley,  what's  the  matter?" 

But  he  could  not  answer.    He  was  panting  frightfully,  as  though 
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every  gasp  would  be  his  last.  What  on  earth  was  I  to  do  ?  Down  I 
knelt,  saying  never  another  word. 

"  It^-gives — me — much — hurt,"  said  he,  at  length,  with  a  long  imuso 
between  every  word. 

"What  does?" 

"  Here  " — pointing  to  his  chest — towards  the  left  side. 

"  Did  you  hurt  yourself?     Did  you  fall  ?  " 

"  No,  i  not  hurt  myself.  I  fell  because  I  not  able  to  run  more.  It 
is  the  breath.     I  wish  papa  was  near  me  !  " 

Instinct  told  me  that  he  must  have  assistance,  and  yet  I  did  not  like 
to  leave  him.  But  what  if  delay  in  getting  it  should  be  dangerous  ?  I 
rose  up  to  go. 

"  You — you  are  not  going  to  quit  me  ! "  he  cried  out,  putting  his 
feeble  grasp  on  my  arm. 

"  But,  Charley,  I  want  to  get  somebody  to  you,"  I  said  in  an  agony, 
"  I  can't  do  anything  for  you  myself :  anything  in  the  world." 

"  No,  you  stay.     I  should  not  like  to  be  alone  if  I  die." 

The  shock  tlie  word  gave  me  I  can  recall  yet.  Die  !  If  there  was 
any  fear  of  that,  it  was  all  the  more  necessary  I  should  make  a  rush  for 
Dr.  Frost  and  Featlierston.  Never  had  I  been  so  near  my  wits'  end 
before,  in  the  uncertainty  as  to  what  course  I  ought  to  take. 

All  in  a  moment,  there  arose  a  shrill  whistle  on  the  other  side  the 
stile.  It  was  like  a  godsend.  I  knew  it  quite  well  for  that  vicious 
young  reptile's,  but  it  was  welcome  to  me  as  sunshine  in  harvest. 

"  Tliere's  Raddy,  Van  Rheyn.     I  will  send  him." 

Vaulting  over  the  stile,  I  saw  the  young  man  standing  with  his  back 
to  me  near  the  hedge,  his  wretched  outer  garment — a  sack  witliout 
shape — hitched  up,  his  hands  in  the  pockets  of  his  dilapidated  trousers, 
that  hung  in  fringes  below  the  knee.  He  was  whistling  to  his  dog  in 
the  coppice.  They  must  have  struck  through  the  tangles  and  briars 
higher  up,  which  was  a  difhcult  feat,  and  strictly  forbidden  by  law.  It 
was  well  Sir  John's  agent  did  not  see  Mr.  Raddy — whose  eyes,  scratched 
and  bleeding,  gave  ample  proof  of  the  trespass. 

"  Yah  ! "  he  shrieked  out,  turning  at  the  sound  of  me,  and  grinning 
fresh  defiance. 

"  Raddy,"  I  said,  speaking  in  persuasive  tones  to  propitiate  him  in 
my  great  need,  "  I  want  you  to  do  somctliing  for  me.  Go  to  Dr.  Frost 
as  (juickly  as  you  are  able,  and  say " 

Of  all  the  derisive  horrible  laughs,  his  interruption  was  the  worst  and 
loudest.     It  drowned  the  words. 

"  One  of  t!ie  school  has  fallen  and  hint  himself,"  I  said,  imtting  it  in 
that  way.  "  He's  lying  here,  and  I  cannot  leave  him.  Ilush,  Raddy  ! 
1  want  to  tell  you," — advancing  a  step  ov  two  nearer  io  him  and  lowering 
luy  voice  to  a  whisper, — "  I  think  lie's  dying." 

"  None  o'  yer  gannnon  here  ;  none  o'  yer  lies  " — and  in  proportion 
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as  I  advanced,  he  retreated.  "  You've  got  a  ambiisli  in  tliat  tlicre 
ciippy— all  the  lot  on  you  a-waiting  to  be  down  on  me!  Just  you 
try  it  on  !  " 

"  I  am  telling  you  the  truth,  Raddy.  There's  not  a  soul  in  there  but 
the  one  I  speak  of.  I  say  I  fear  lie  is  dying.  He  is  lying  helpless.  I 
will  pay  you  to  go  " — feeling  in  my  pockets  to  see  how  much  I  had 
there. 

Raddy  displayed  his  teeth :  it  was  a  trick  of  his  when  feeling  par- 
ticularly defiant.     "  What'll  yer  pay  me  ?  " 

"  Sixpence  " — showing  it  to  him.  "  I  will  give  it  you  when  you 
have  taken  the  message." 

"  Give  it  first." 

Just  for  a  moment  I  hesitated  in  my  extremity,  but  I  knew  it  would 
be  only  the  sixpence  thrown  away.  Paid  beforehand,  Raddy  would  no 
more  do  the  errand  than  he'd  fly.     I  told  him  as  much. 

"  Then  be  dashed  if  I  go ! "  And  he  passed  oft'  into  a  round  of 
swearing. 

Good  Heavens !  If  I  should  not  be  able  to  persuade  him !  If 
Charles  Van  Rheyn  should  die  for  want  of  help  ! 

"  Did  you  ever  have  anybody  to  care  for,  Raddy  ?  Did  you  ever 
have  a  mother  ?  " 

"  Her's  sent  over  the  seas,  her  is ;  and  I  be  glad  on't.  Her  heated 
me,  her  did :  I  wasn't  a-going  to  stand  that." 

"  If  you  ever  had  anybody  you  cared  for  the  least  bit  in  the  world, 
Raddy ;  if  you  ever  did  anybody  a  good  turn  in  all  your  life,  you  will 
help  this  poor  fellow  now.  Come  and  look  at  him.  See  whether  I 
dare  leave  him." 

"  None  o'  yer  swindles  1  Ye  wants  to  get  me  in  there,  ye  does.  I 
warn't  horned  yesterday." 

Well,  it  seemed  hopeless.  "  Will  you  go  for  the  sixpence,  if  I  give 
it  to  you  beforehand,  Raddy  ?  " 

"  Give  it  over,  and  see.  Where  the  thunder  have  ye  been  ?  "  dealing 
his  dog  a  savage  kick,  as  it  came  up  barking.  "  Be  I  to  whistle  all 
day  ?  "     Another  kick. 

I  had  found  two  sixpences  in  my  pocket ;  all  its  store.  Bringing 
forth  one,  I  held  it  out  to  him. 

"  Now  listen,  Raddy.  I  give  you  this  sixpence  now.  Y^ou  are  to 
run  with  all  your  might  to  the  house — and  you  can  run,  you  know,  like 
tlie  wind.  Say  that  I  sent  you — you  know  my  name,  Johnny  Ludlow 
— sent  you  to  tell  them  that  the  French  boy  is  in  the  coppice  dying ;  " 
for  I  thought  it  best  to  put  it  strong.  "  Dr.  Frost,  or  some  of  them, 
must  come  to  him  at  once,  and  they  must  send  oft' for  Mr.  Featherstun. 
You  can  remember  that.     The  French  boy,  mind." 

"  I  could  remember  it  if  I  tried." 

"  Well,  I'll  give  you  the  sixpence.     And  look  here — here's  another 
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sixpence.  IL  is  all  the  luoiic}-  I  have.  That  shall  be  j'ours  also,  when 
you  have  done  the  errand." 

I  slipped  one  of  the  sixpences  back  into  my  pocket,  holduig  out  the 
other.  But  I  have  often  wondered  since  that  he  did  not  stun  me  with 
a  blow,  and  take  the  two.  Perhaps  he  could  not  entirely  divest  himself 
of  that  idea  of  the  "  ambush."  I  did  not  like  the  leering  look  on  his 
false  face  as  he  sidled  cautiously  up  towards  the  sixpence. 

"  Take  a  look  at  him ;  you  can  see  him  from  the  stile,"  I  said,  closing 
my  hand  over  the  sixpence  while  I  spoke  ;  "  convince  yourself  that  he 
is  there,  and  that  no  trickery  is  meant.  And,  lladdy,"  I  added,  slowly 
opening  the  hand  agam,  "  perhaps  you  may  want  help  one  of  these 
days  yourself  in  some  desperate  need.  Do  this  good  turn  for  him,  and 
the  like  will  be  done  for  you." 

I  tossed  him  the  sixpence.  He  stole  cautiously  to  the  stUe,  making 
a  wide  circuit  roimd  me  to  do  it,  glanced  at  Van  Rheyn,  and  then  made 
straight  off  in  the  right  direction  as  fast  as  his  legs  would  carry  him, 
the  dog  barking  at  his  heels. 

Van  Rheyn  was  better  when  I  got  back  to  him ;  his  breathing  easier, 
the  mouth  less  blue ;  and  his  arms  were  no  longer  clutching  the  tree- 
trunk.  Nevertheless,  there  was  that  in  his  face  that  gave  me  an  awful 
fear  and  made  my  breath  for  a  moment  nearly  as  short  as  his.  I  sat 
down  beside  him,  letting  him  lean  against  me,  as  well  as  the  tree,  for 
better  support. 

"Are  you  afraid,  Charley?     I  hope  they'll  not  be  long." 

"  I  am  not  afraid  with  this,"  he  answered  with  a  happy  smile — and, 
opening  his  hand,  I  saw  the  little  cross  clasped  in  it. 

Well,  that  nearly  did  for  me.  It  was  as  though  he  meant  to  implj' 
he  knew  he  was  dying,  and  was  not  afraid  to  die.     And  he  did  mean  it. 

''  You  do  not  comprehend  ?  "  ho  added,  mistaking  the  look  of  my 
face — ^\vhich  no  doubt  was  desperate.  ''  I  have  kept  the  Saviour  witli 
me  here,  and  He  will  keep  me  with  Him  there." 

"  Oh — but,  Charley !     You  canH  think  you  are  going  to  die." 

"  Yes,  I  feel  so,"  he  answered  quite  calmly.  "  My  mother  said,  that 
last  Sunday,'!  might  not  be  long  after  her.  She  drew  me  close  to 
her,  and  held  my  hand,  and  her  tears  were  falling  with  mine.  It  was 
then  she  said  it." 

"Oh,  Charley!  how  can  I  help  you?"  I  cried  out  in  my  pain  and 
dread.     "  If  I  could  only  do  something  for  you  !  " 

"  I  would  like  to  give  you  this,"  he  said,  half  oi^ening  his  hand  again, 
as  it  rested  on  his  breast,  just  to  show  me  the  cross.  "  My  mother  has 
seen  how  good  you  have  always  been  for  me  :  she  said  she  should  look 
down,  if  permitted,  to  watch  for  me  till  I  came.  Would  you  please 
keep  it  to  my  memory  ?  " 

The  hardest  task  I'd  ever  had  in  my  life  was  to  sit  there.  To  sit 
there  quictJy— helpless.     Dying !     And  I  could  do  nothing  to  stay  him  1 
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Oh,  why  did  they  not  come  ?     If  I  could  only  have  run  soracwhere,  or 
done  something ! 

In  a  case  like  this  the  minutes  seem  as  long  as  hours.  Dr.  Frost 
was  up  sooner  than  could  have  been  hoped  for  by  the  watch,  and 
Featherston  with  him.  Raddy  did  his  errand  well.  Chancing  to  see 
the  surgeon  pass  down  the  road  as  he  was  delivering  the  message  at 
the  house,  he  ran  and  arrested  him.  He  put  his  ill-looking  face  over 
the  stile,  as  they  came  up,  and  I  tlung  him  the  other  sixpence,  and 
thanked  him  too.  The  French  master  came  running ;  others  came  :  I 
hardly  saw  who  they  were,  for  my  eyes  were  troubled. 

The  first  thing  that  Featherston  did  was  to  open  Van  Rheyn's 
things  at  the  throat,  spread  a  coat  on  the  ground  and  put  his  head  flat 
down  upon  it.  But  oh,  there  could  be  no  mistake.  He  was  dying : 
nearly  gone.  Dr.  Frost  knelt  down,  the  better  to  get  at  him,  and  said 
something  that  we  did  not  catch. 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  answered  Van  Rheyn,  panting  again  and  speaking 
with  pam,  but  smiling  faintly  his  grateful  smile.  "  Do  not  be  sorrowful. 
I  shall  see  my  mother.  Sn — if  you  please — I  wish  to  give  my  cross  to 
Johnny  Ludlow." 

Dr.  Frost  only  nodded  in  answer.     His  heart  must  have  been  full. 

"Johnny  Ludlow  has  been  always  good  for  me,"  he  went  on.  "  He 
will  guard  it  to  my  memory  :  a  keepsake.  My  mother  would  give  it 
to  him— she  has  seen  that  Johnny  has  stood  by  me  ever  since  that  first 
day." 

Monsieur  Fontaine  spoke  to  him  in  French,  and  Van  Rheyn 
answered  in  the  same  language.  While  giving  a  fond  message  for  his 
father,  his  voice  grew  feeble,  his  face  more  blue,  and  the  lide  slowly 
closed  over  his  eyes.  Dr.  Frost  said  something  about  removing  him 
to  the  house,  but  Featherston  shook  his  head.     "  Presently,  presently." 

"  Adieu,  sir,"  said  Van  Rheyn  faintly  to  Dr.  Frost,  and  partly 
opening  his  eyes  again,  "  Adieu,  Monsieur  Fontaine.  Adieu,  all. 
Johnny,  say  my  very  best  adieux  to  the  boys  ;  tell  them  it  has  been 
very  pleasant  lately ;  say  they  have  been  very  good  comrades ;  and 
say  that  I  shall  see  them  all  again  when  they  come  to  heaven.  Will 
you  hold  my  hand  ?  " 

Taking  his  left  hand  hi  mine— the  other  had  the  gold  cross  in  it — I 
sat  on  beside  him.  The  dusk  was  increasing,  so  that  we  could  no 
longer  very  well  see  his  featxxres  in  the  dark  coi)pice.  My  tears  were 
dropping  fast  and  thick,  just  as  his  tears  had  dropped  that  evening 
Avhen  I  found  him  sitting  at  the  foot  of  his  bed. 

Well,  it  was  over  directly.  He  gave  one  long  deep  sigh,  and  then 
another  after  an  interval,  and  all  was  over.  It  seemed  like  a  dream 
then  in  the  acting ;  it  seems,  looking  back,  like  a  dream  now. 

He  had  died  from  ilie  running  at  Hare  ami  Hounds.  The  violent 
exercise  had  been  too  much  for  the  heart.    We  heard  later  that  the 
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Frencli  family  doctor  had  suspected  the  heart  was  not  quite  sound ; 
and  that  was  tlie  reason  of  Monsieur  Rhe}'n's  written  restrictions  on 
the  score  of  violent  exercise.  But,  as  Dr.  Frost  angrily  observed,  why 
did  the  father  not  distinctly  warn  him  against  that  special  danger : 
how  was  it  to  be  suspected  in  a  lad  of  hearty  and  healthy  appearance  ? 
Monsieur  Van  Rheyn  came  over,  and  took  what  remained  of  Charles 
back  to  Rouen,  to  be  laid  beside  his  late  wife.  It  was  a  great  blow  to 
liim  to  lose  his  only  son.  And  all  the  property  went  away  from  the 
Van  Rheyn  family  to  Mrs.  Scott  in  India. 

The  school  went  into  a  state  that  night,  when  we  got  in  from  the 
coppice,  and  I  gave  them  Van  Rheyn's  message.  They  knew  some- 
thing was  up  with  him,  but  never  suspected  it  could  be  death. 

"  I  saj',  though,"  cried  Harry  Parker,  in  a  great  access  of  remorse, 
speaking  up  amidst  the  general  consternation,  "  we  would  never  have 
worried  him  had  we  foreseen  this.     Poor  Van  Rheyn  !  " 

And  I  have  his  gold  cross  by  me  this  day.  Sometimes,  when 
looking  at  it,  a  fancy  comes  over  me  that  he,  looking  down  from 
heaven,  sees  it  too. 


VIII. 
MRS.  TODHETLEY'S  EAEEINGS. 

Again  we  had  been  spending  the  Christmas  at  Crahb  Cot.  It  was 
January  weather,  cold  and  bright,  the  sun  above  and  the  wliite  snow 
on  the  ground.  Mrs.  Todhetley  Iiad  been  over  to  Timberdale  Court, 
to  the  christening  of  Robert  and  Jane  Ashton's  baby  :  a  year  had  gone 
by  since  their  marriage.  The  mater  went  to  represent  ]\Irs.  Coney, 
who  was  godmotlier.  Jane  was  not  strong  enough  to  sit  out  a  cliristen- 
ing  dinner,  and  that  was  to  be  given  later.  After  some  mid-day  feasting, 
the  party  dispersed. 

I  went  out  to  help  Mrs.  Todhetley  from  the  carriage  when  she  got 
back.  The  Squire  was  at  Pershore  for  the  day.  It  was  only  three 
o'clock,  and  the  sun  quite  warm  in  spite  of  the  snow. 

"  It  is  so  fine,  Johnny,  that  I  think  I'll  walk  to  the  school,"  slie  said, 
as  she  stepped  down.  ''  It  may  not  be  like  this  to-morrow,  and  I  must 
Bee  about  those  shirts." 

The  parish  school  was  making  Tod  a  set  of  new  shirts :  and  some 
bother  had  arisen  about  them.  Orders  had  been  given  for  large  plaits 
in  front,  when  Tod  suddenly  announced  that  he  would  have  the  plaits 
small. 

"Only ■     Can  I  go  as  I  am?"  cried  Mrs.  Todhetley,  suddenly 

stopping  in  indecision,  as  she  remembered  her  fine  clothes :  a  silver- 
grey  gOAvn  that  shone  like  silver,  white  shawl  of  china  crape,  and 
be-feathered  bonnet. 

"  Why,  yes,  of  course  you  can  go  as  you  are,  good  mother.  And 
look  all  the  nicer  for  it." 

"  I  fear  the  children  wQl  stare  !  But  then — if  the  shirts  get  made 
wrong  !     "Well,  will  you  go  with  me,  Johnny  ?  " 

We  reached  the  school-house,  I  waiting  outside  while  she  went  in. 
It  was  during  that  time  of  strike  that  I  have  told  of  before,  when  Eliza 
Hoar  died  of  it.  The  strike  was  in  full  swing  still ;  the  men  looked 
discontented,  the  women  miserable,  the  children  pinched. 

"  I  don't  know  what  in  the  world  Joseph  will  say !  "  cried  Mrs.  Tod- 
hetley, as  we  were  walking  back.  "  Two  of  the  shirts  are  finished 
with  the  large  plaits.  I  ought  to  liave  seen  about  it  earlier ;  but  I  did 
not  think  they  would  begin  them  quite   so   soon.      We'll  just   step 


134  JOHNNY   LUDLOW. 

into  Mrs.  Coney's,  Johnny,  as  we  go  home.  I  must  tell  her  about  the 
christening." 

For  Mrs.  Coney  was  a  prisoner  from  an  attack  of  rheumatism.  It 
had  kept  her  from  the  festivity.  She  was  asleep,  however,  when  we 
got  in  :  and  Mr.  Coney  thought  she  had  better  not  be  disturbed,  even 
for  the  news  of  the  little  grandson's  christening,  as  she  had  lain  awake 
all  the  past  night  in  pain ;  so  we  left  again. 

"  Why,  Johnny !   who's  that  ?  " 

Leaning  against  the  gate  of  our  house,  in  the  red  light  of  the  setting 
sun,  was  an  elderly  woman,  dark  as  a  gipsy. 

"  A  tramp,"  I  whispered,  noticing  her  poor  clothes. 

"  Do  you  want  anything,  my  good  woman?  "  asked  Mrs.  Todhetley. 

She  was  half  kneeling  in  the  snow,  and  lifted  her  face  at  tlie  words  : 
a  sickly  face,  that  somehow  I  liked  now  I  saw  it  closer.  Her  tale  was 
this.  She  had  set  out  from  her  home,  three  miles  off,  to  walk  to 
Worcester,  word  having  been  sent  her  that  her  daughter,  who  was  in 
service  there,  had  met  with  an  accident.  She  had  not  been  strong  of 
late,  and  a  faintness  came  over  her  as  she  was  passing  the  gate.  But 
for  leaning  on  it  she  must  have  fallen. 

"  You  should  go  by  train :  you  should  not  walk,"  said  Mrs.  Tod- 
hetley. 

"I  had  not  the  money  just  by  me,  ma'am,"  she  answered.  "  It  'ud 
cost  two  shillings  or  half-a-crown.  My  daughter  sent  word  I  was  to 
take  the  train  and  she'd  pay  for  it :  but  she  did  not  send  the  money, 
and  I'd  not  got  it  just  handy." 

"  You  live  at  Islip,  you  say.     What  is  your  name  ?  " 

"  Nutt'n,  ma'am,"  said  the  woman,  in  the  local  dialect.  Which 
name  I  interpreted  into  Nutten ;  but  Mrs.  Todhetley  thought  she  said 
Nutt. 

"  I  think  you  are  telling  me  the  truth,"  said  the  mater,  some  hesita- 
tion in  her  voice,  though.  "  If  I  were  assured  of  it  I  would  advance 
you  half-a-crown  for  the  journey." 

"  The  good  Lord  above  us  knows  that  I'm  telling  it,"  returned  the 
woman  earnestly,  turning  her  face  full  to  the  glow  of  the  sun.  "  It's 
more  than  I  could  expect  you  to  do,  ma'am,  and  me  a  stranger ;  but 
I'd  repay  it  faithfully." 

Well,  the  upshot  was  that  she  got  the  half-crown  lent  her;  and  I 
ran  in  for  a  drop  of  warm  ale.  Molly  shrieked  out  at  me  for  it, 
refusing  to  believe  that  the  mistress  gave  any  such  order,  and  saying 
she  was  not  going  to  warm  ale  for  parish  tramps.  So  I  got  the  ale  and 
the  tin,  and  warmed  it  myself  Tlie  woman  was  very  grateful,  drank 
it,  and  disappeared. 

"  Joseph,  I  am  so  very  sorry !  They  have  made  two  of  your  shirts, 
and  tlie  plaits  are  the  large  ones  you  say  you  don't  like." 

"  Then  they'll  just  unmake  them,"  retorted  Tod,  in  a  temper. 
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'\' 
Wq  were   sitting  round   tlie   table  at  tea,  Mrs.  Todh^ey  having 

ordered  some  tea  to  be  made  while  she  went  upstairs,     ^e  ga^e  down 

without  her  bonnet,  and  had  changed  her  best  gowri  forJ^e  one  she 

mostly  wore  at  home :  it  had  two  shades  in  it,  ai^  sJ^e  like  the 

copper  tea-kettle.     The  Squire  was  not  expected  homl^  yet,  and  we 

were  to  dine  an  hour  later  than  usual.  ^Y 

"  That  Miss  Timmens  is  not  worth  her  saltj'Vfiredfirod,  helping  him- 
self to  some  thin  bread-and-butter.  "  What  business  has  she  to  go  and 
make  my  shirts  wi'ong  ?  " 

"  I  fear  the  fault  lies  with  me,  Joseph,  not  with  Miss  Timmens.  I 
had  given  her  the  pattern  shirt,  which  has  large  plaits,  you  know, 

before  you  said  you  would  prefer Oh,  we  hardly  want  the  lamp 

yet,  Thomas!"  broke  off  the  mater,  as  old  Thomas  came  in  with  tlio 
lighted  lamp. 

"  I'm  sure  we  do,  then,"  cried  Tod.  "  I  can't  see  which  side's 
butter  and  which  bread." 

"And  I,  not  thinking  Miss  Timmens  would  put  them  in  hand  at 
once,  did  not  send  to  her  as  soon  as  you  spoke,  Joseph,"  went  on  the 
mater,  as  Thomas  settled  the  lamp  on  the  table.  "  I  am  very  sorry, 
my  dear  ;  but  it  is  only  two.     The  rest  shall  be  done  as  you  wish." 

Something,  apart  from  the  shirts,  had  put  Tod  out.  I  had  seen  it  as 
soon  as  we  got  in.  For  one  thing,  he  had  meant  to  go  to  Pershore  : 
and  the  pater,  not  knowing  it,  started  without  him. 

"  Let  them  unmake  the  two,"  growled  Tod. 

"  But  it  would  be  a  great  pity,  Joseph.  They  are  very  nicely  done  ; 
the  stitching  's  beautiful.     I  really  don't  tliink  it  will  signify." 

"  You  don't,  perhaps.  You  may  like  odd  things.  A  pig  with  ono 
car,  for  example." 

"  A  what,  Joseph  ?  "  she  asked,  not  catching  the  last  simile. 

"I  said  a  pig  with  one  ear.  No  doubt  you  do  like  it.  You  are 
looking  like  one  now,  ma'am." 

The  words  made  me  gaze  at  Mrs.  Todhetley,  for  the  tone  bore 
some  personal  meaning,  and  then  I  saw  what  Tod  meant :  an  earring 
was  absent.  The  lamp-light  shone  on  the  flashing  diamonds,  tlie 
bright  pink  topaz  of  the  one  earring ;  but  the  other  ear  was  bare  and 
empty. 

"  You  have  lost  one  of  }'Our  earrings,  mother  !  " 

She  put  her  hands  to  her  ears,  and  started  up  in  alarm.  These 
earrings  were  very  valuable  :  they  had  been  left  to  her,  when  she  was 
a  child,  in  some  old  lady's  ^^^ll,  and  constituted  her  chief  possession  in 
jewellery  worth  boasting  of.  Not  once  in  a  twelvemonth  chd  she  venture 
to  put  them  on ;  but  she  had  got  them  out  to-day  for  the  christening. 

Whether  it  was  that  I  had  gazed  at  the  earrings  when  I  was  a  little 
fellow  and  sat  in  her  lap,  I  don't  know ;  but  I  never  saw  any  that  I 
liked  so  well.     The  pink  topaz  was  in  a  long  drop,  the  slender  rim  of 
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gold  that  encircled  it  being  set  with  diamonds.  Mrs.  Todhetley  said 
tliey  were  worth  fifty  guineas:  and  perhaps  they  were.  The  ghttering 
white  of  the  diamonds  round  the  pink  was  beautiful  to  look  upon. 

The  house  went  into  a  commotion.  Mrs.  Todhetley  made  for  her 
bedroom,  to  see  whether  the  earring  had  dropped  on  the  floor  or  was 
lodging  inside  her  bonnet.  She  shook  out  her  grey  dress,  hoping  it  had 
fallen  amidst  the  folds.  Hannah  searched  the  stairs,  candle  in  hand ; 
the  two  children  were  made  to  stand  in  corners  for  fear  they  should 
tread  on  it.  But  the  search  came  to  nothing.  It  seemed  clear  enough 
that  the  earring  was  not  in  the  house. 

"  Did  you  notice,  Johnny,  whether  I  had  them  both  in  my  ears  when 
we  went  to  the  school  ?  "  the  mater  asked. 

No,  I  did  not.  I  had  seen  them  sparkling  when  she  got  out  of  the 
carriage,  but  had  not  noticed  them  after. 

I  went  out  to  search  the  garden-path  that  she  had  traversed ,  and  the 
road  over  to  the  Coneys'  farm.  Tod  helped  me,  forgetting  his  shirts 
and  his  temper.  Old  Coney  said  he  remarked  the  earrings  \\'hile  Mrs. 
Todhetley  was  talking  to  him,  and  thought  how  beautiful  they  were. 
That  is,  he  had  remarked  one  of  them ;  he  was  sure  of  that ;  and  he 
thought  if  the  other  had  been  missing,  its  absence  would  have  struck 
him.  But  that  was  just  saying  nothing;  for  he  could  not  be  certain 
that  both  were  there. 

"  You  may  hunt  till  to-morrow  morning,  and  get  ten  lanterns  to  it," 
cried  Molly,  in  her  tart  way,  meeting  us  by  the  bay-tree,  as  we  went 
Btooping  up  the  path  again  :  *'  but  you'll  be  none  the  nearer  finding  it. 
That  tramp  got's  the  earring,  Master  Joe." 

"  What  tramp?  "  demanded  Tod,  straightening  himself. 

"  A  trTimp  that  Master  Johnny  there  must  needs  give  hot  ale  to,"  re- 
turned Molly.  "  /  know  what  them  tramps  are  worth.  They'd  pull 
rings  out  of  ears  with  their  own  fingers,  give  'em  the  chance  :  and  per- 
haps this  woman  did,  without  the  missis  seeing  her." 

Tod  turned  to  me  for  an  explanation.  I  gave  it,  and  he  burst  into  a 
derisive  laugh,  meant  for  me  and  the  mater.  "  To  think  we  could  be 
taken  in  by  such  a  tale  as  that !  "  he  cried  :  "  we  should  never  see  tramp, 
or  half-crown,  or  i)crhaps  the  earring  again." 

The  Squire  came  home  in  the  midst  of  the  stir.  He  blustered  a 
little,  partly  at  the  loss,  chiefly  at  the  encouragement  of  tramps,  calling 
it  astounding  folly.  Ordering  Thomas  to  bring  a  lantern,  he  went 
Btooping  his  old  back  down  the  path,  and  across  to  Coney's  and  back 
again  ;  not  believing  any  one  had  searched  properly,  and  finally  kicking 
the  snow  about. 

"  It's  a  pity  this  here  snow's  on  the  ground,  sir,"  cried  Thomas.  "  A 
little  thing  like  an  earring  might  easily  slip  into  it  in  foiling." 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  growled  the  Squire.  "  That  tramj)  has  got  the 
earring." 
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"  I  don't  believe  the  tramp  has,"  I  stoutly  said.  "  I  don't  tliiiik  she 
was  a  tramp  at  all :  and  she  seemed  honest.     I  liked  her  face." 

"There  goes  Johnny  with  his  'faces'  agahi!"  said  the  Squire,  in 
laughing  mockery  :  and  Tod  echoed  it. 

"  It's  a  good  thing  you  don't  have  to  buy  folks  by  their  faces, 
Johnny  :  you'd  get  finely  sold  sometimes." 

"  And  she  had  a  true  voice,"  I  persisted,  not  choosing  to  be  put  down, 
also  thinking  it  right  to  assert  what  was  my  conviction.  "  A  voice  you 
might  trust  without  as  much  as  looking  at  herself." 

Well,  the  earring  was  not  to  be  found ;  though  the  search  continued 
more  or  less  till  bed  time,  for  every  other  minute  somebody  would  be 
looking  again  on  the  carpets. 

"  It  is  not  so  much  for  the  value  I  regret  it,"  spoke  Mrs.  Todhctley, 
the  tears  rising  in  her  meek  eyes :  "  as  for  the  old  associations  con- 
nected with  it.  I  never  had  the  earrings  out  but  they  brought  back  to 
me  the  remembrance  of  my  gii-lliood's  home." 

Early  in  the  morning  I  ran  down  to  the  school-house.  More  snow 
had  fallen  in  the  night.  The  children  were  flocking  in.  Miss  Tim- 
mcns  had  not  noticed  the  earrings  at  all,  but  several  of  the  girls  said 
they  had.  Strange  to  saj-,  though,  most  of  them  could  not  say  for 
certain  whether  they  saw  both  the  ean-ings :  they  thought  they  did  ; 
but  there  it  ended.     Just  like  old  Coney  ! 

"  I  am  sure  both  of  them  were  there,"  spoke  up  a  nice,  clean  little 
girl,  from  a  back  form. 

"  What's  that,  Fanny  Fairfax  ?  "  cried  Miss  Timmens,  in  her  quick 
way.     "  Stand  up.     How  are  you  sure  of  it  ?  " 

"  Please  governess,  I  saw  them  both,"  was  the  answer  ;  and  the 
child  blushed  like  a  peony  as  she  stood  up  above  the  others  and  said  it. 

"  Are  you  sure  you  did  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I'm  quite  sure,  please,  governess.  I  was  looking  which  o'  the 
two  shined  the  most.  'Twas  when  the  lady  was  stooping  over  the 
shirt,  and  the  sun  came  in- at  the  window." 

"  What  did  they  look  like  ?  "  asked  Miss  Timmens. 

"  They  looked "  and  there  the  young  speaker  came  to  a  stand- 
still. 

"Come,  Fanny  Fairfax!"  cried  Miss  Timmens,  sharply.  "What 
d'  you  stop  for  ?  I  ask  you  what  the  earrings  looked  hke.  You  must 
be  able  to  tell  if  you  saw  them." 

"  They  were  red,  please,  governess,  and  had  shining  things  round 
them  like  the  ice  when  it  glitters." 

"  She's  right.  Master  Johnny,"  nodded  Miss  Timmens  to  me  :  "  and 
she's  a  very  correct  child  in  general.  I  think  she  must  have  seen  both 
of  them." 

I  ran  home  with  the  news.     They  were  at  breakfast  still 

"  What  a  set  of  muifs  the  children  must  be,  not  to  have  taken  better 
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notice ! "  cried  Tod.  ''  Why,  when  I  saw  only  the  one  earring  in,  it 
struck  my  eye  at  once." 

"  And  for  that  reason  it  is  almost  sure  that  both  of  them  were  in  at 
the  school-house,"  I  rejoined.  "  The  children  did  not  particularly 
observe  the  two,  but  they  would  have  remarked  it  directly  had  only 
one  been  in.     Old  Coney  said  the  same." 

"  Ay :  it's  that  tramp  that  has  got  it,"  said  the  Squire.  "  While 
your  mother  was  talking  to  her,  it  must  have  slipped  out  of  the  ear,  and 
she  managed  to  secure  it.  Those  tramps  lay  their  hands  on  anything ; 
nothing  comes  amiss  to  them ;  they  are  as  bad  as  gipsies.  I  dare  say 
this  was  a  gipsy — dark  as  she  was.  I'll  be  off  to  Worcester  and  see 
the  police :  we'll  soon  have  her  found.  You  had  better  come  with  me, 
Johnny ;  you'll  be  able  to  describe  her." 

We  went  off  without  delay,  caught  a  passing  train,  and  were  soon  at 
Worcester  and  at  the  police-station.  The  Squire  asked  for  Sergeant 
Cripp  :  who  came  to  him,  and  prepared  to  listen  to  his  tale. 

He  began  it  in  his  impulsive  way  ;  saying  outright  that  the  earring 
had  been  stolen  by  a  gipsy-tramp.  I  tried  to  say  that  it  might  have  been 
only  lost,  but  the  pater  scoffed  at  that,  and  told  me  to  hold  my  tongue. 

"And  now,  Cripp,  what's  to  be  done?"  he  demanded,  not  having 
given  the  sergeant  an  opportunity  to  put  in  a  word  edgeways.  "  We 
must  get  the  earring  back  ;  it  is  of  value,  and  much  prized,  apart  from 
that,  by  Mrs.  Todhetley.     The  woman  must  be  found,  you  know." 

"  Yes,  she  must  be  found,"  agreed  the  sergeant.  "  Can  you  give  me 
a  description  of  her?  " 

"  Johnny — this  yomig  gentleman  can,"  said  the  Squire,  rubbing  his 
brow  with  his  yellow  silk  handkerchief,  for  he  had  put  himself  into  a 
heat,  in  spite  of  the  frosty  atmosphere  that  surrounded  us.  "  He  was 
with  Mrs.  Todhetley  when  she  talked  to  the  woman." 

"  A  thin  woman  of  middle  height,  stooped  a  good  deal,  face  pale  and 
quiet,  vn-inkles  on  it,  brown  eyes,"  wi'ote  the  sergeant,  taking  down 
what  I  said.  "  Black  poke  bonnet,  clean  cap  border,  old  red  woollen 
shawl  with  the  fringe  torn  off  in  places.  Can't  remember  gown  : 
except  that  it  was  dark  and  shabby." 

**  And,  of  course,  sir,  you've  no  clue  to  her  name  ?  "  cried  the 
sergeant,  looking  at  me. 

"  Yes :  she  said  it  was  Nutten — as  I  understood  it ;  but  Mrs.  Tod- 
hetley thought  she  said  Nutt."  And  I  went  on  to  relate  the  tale  the 
woman  told.  Sergeant  Cripp's  lips  extended  themselves  in  a  silent 
smile. 

"  It  was  well  got  up,  that  tale,"  said  he,  when  I  finished.  "  Just  the 
thing  to  win  over  a  warm-hearted  lady." 

"  But  she  could  not  have  halted  at  the  gate,  expecting  to  steal  the 
earring?" 

"Of  course  not.    She  was  prowling  about  to  see  what  she  could 
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Bteal,  perhaps  watching  her  oiii»urtunity  to  get  into  the  house.  The 
eairing  fell  in  her  way,  a  more  valuable  prize  than  she  expected,  and 
she  made  oft' with  it." 

"  You'll  be  able  to  hunt  her  up  if  she's  in  Worcester,  Crij^p,"  put  in 
the  pater.     "  Don't  lose  time." 

"If  she's  in  Worcester,"  returned  Mr.  Cripp,  with  emi)hasis.  "  She's 
about  as  likely  to  be  in  Worcester,  Squire  Todhetley,  as  I  am  to  be  at 
this  present  minute  in  R-ummagem,"  he  familiarly  added.  "After 
saj'ing  she  was  coming  to  Worcester,  she'd  strike  off"  in  the  most 
opposite  direction  to  it." 

"  Where  on  earth  are  we  to  look  for  her,  then?  "  asked  the  pater,  in 
commotion. 

"  Leave  it  to  us.  Squire.  We'll  tiy  and  track  her.  And — I  hope — 
get  back  the  earring." 

"  And  about  the  advertisement  for  the  newspapers,  Cripp  ?  We  ought 
to  put  one  in." 

Sergeant  Cripp  tAvirled  the  pen  in  his  fingers  while  he  reflected.  "  I 
think,  sir,  we  ^nll  let  the  advertisement  alone  for  a  day  or  two,"  he 
presently  said.  "  Sometimes  these  advertisements  do  more  harm  than 
good :  they  put  thieves  on  their  guard." 

"  Do  they  ?    Well,  I  suppose  they  do." 

''  If  the  earring  had  been  simply  lost,  then  I  should  send  an  adver- 
tisement to  the  papers  at  once.  But  if  it  has  been  stolen  by  this 
tramp,  and  you  appear  to  consider  that  point  pretty  conclusive " 

"  Oh,  quite  conclusive,"  interrupted  the  pater.  "  She  has  that 
earring  as  sure  as  this  is  an  umbrella  in  Johnny  Ludlow's  hand. 
ILid  it  been  dropped  anywhere  on  the  ground,  we  must  have 
found  it." 

'•  Then  we  won't  advertise  it.  At  least  not  in  to-morrow's  papers," 
concluded  Sergeant  Cripp.  And  telling  us  to  leave  the  matter  entirely 
in  his  hands,  he  showed  us  out. 

The  Squire  went  up  the  street  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  looking 
rather  glum. 

"  I'm  not  sure  that  he's  right  about  the  advertisement,  Johnny,"  he 
said  at  length.  "  I  lay  awake  last  night  in  bed,  making  up  the  wording 
of  it  in  my  own  mind.    Perhaps  he  knows  best,  though." 

"  I  suppose  he  does,  sir." 

And  he  went  on  again,  up  one  street,  and  down  another,  deep  in 
thought. 

"  Let's  see— we  have  nothing  to  do  here  to-day,  have  we,  Johnny? " 

"  Except  to  get  the  pills  made  up.  The  mother  said  we  were  to  be 
sure  and  not  forget  them." 

"  Oh,  ay.  And  that's  all  the  way  down  in  Sidbury  !  Couldn't  we 
as  well  get  them  made  up  by  a  druggist  nearer  ?  " 

*'  But  it  is  the  Sidbury  druggist  who  holds  the  prescription." 
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"  What  a  bother !  Well,  lad,  let  us  put  our  best  leg  foremost,  for  I 
want  to  catch  the  one-o'clock  train,  if  I  can." 

Barely  had  we  reached  Sidbury,  when  who  should  come  swinging 
along  the  pavement  but  old  Coney,  in  a  rough  white  great-coat  and 
top-boots.     Not  being  market-day,  we  were  surprised  to  see  him. 

"  I  had  to  come  in  about  some  oats,"  he  explained.  And  then  the 
Squire  told  him  of  our  visit  to  the  place,  and  the  sergeant's  opinion 
about  the  advertisement. 

"  Cripp's  wrong,"  said  Coney,  decisively.  "  Not  advertise  the  car- 
ring  ! — whj',  it  is  the  first  step  that  ought  to  be  tiiken." 

"  Well,  so  I  thought,"  said  the  pater. 

"  The  thing's  not  obliged  to  have  been  stolen,  Squire  .  it  may  have 
been  dropi)ed  out  of  the  ear  in  the  road,  and  picked  up  by  some  one. 
The  offering  of  a  reward  might  bring  it  back  again." 

"  And  ril  be  shot  if  I  don't  do  it,"  exclaimed  the  pater.  "  1  can  see 
as  far  through  a  millstone  as  Cripp  can." 

Turning  into  the  Hare  and  Hounds,  which  was  old  Coney's  inn,  they 
sat  down  at  a  table,  called  for  pen  and  ink,  and  began  to  draw  out  an 
advertisement  between  them.  "Lost!  An  earring  of  great  value, 
pink  topaz  and  diamonds,"  wrote  tlie  S([uire  on  a  leaf  of  his  pocket- 
book  ;  and  when  he>'had  got  as  far  as  that  he  looked  up. 

"Johnny,  you  go  over  to  Eaton's  for  a  sheet  or  two  of  writing-paper. 
AVc'll  have  it  in  all  three  of  the  newspapei-s.  And  look  here,  lad — you 
can  run  for  the  pills  at  the  same  time.  Take  care  of  the  street  slides. 
I  nearly  came  down  on  one  just  now,  you  know." 

When  I  got  back  with  the  paper  and  pills,  the  advertisement  was 
finished.  It  concluded  with  an  offer  of  £5  reward.  Applications  to  be 
made  to  Mr.  Sergeant  Cripp,  or  to  Squire  Todhetley  of  Crabb  Cot. 
And,  leaving  it  at  the  offices  of  the  Herald,  Journal,  and  Chronicle,  we 
returned  home.  It  would  appear  on  the  next  day,  Saturday ;  to  the 
edification,  no  doubt,  of  Sergeant  Cripp. 

"  Any  news  of  the  earring?  "  was  the  Squire's  first  question  when  we 
got  in. 

No,  there  was  no  news  of  it,  Mrs.  Todhetley  answered.  And  she  had 
sent  Lid^e  Macintosh  over  to  the  little  hamlet,  Islip ;  who  reported  when 
he  came  back  that  there  was  no  Mrs.  Nutt,  or  Nutten,  known  there. 

"  Just  what  I  expected,"  observed  tlie  pater.  "  That  woman  was  a 
thieving  tramp,  and  she  has  the  earring." 


Saturday  passed  over,  and  Siniday  came.  When  the  Worcester 
paper  arrived  on  Saturday  morning  the  advertisement  was  in  it  as 
large  as  life,  and  tlie  pater  read  it  out  to  us.  Friday  and  Sattu-day  had 
been  very  dull,  with  storms  of  snow ;  on  Sunday  the  sun  shone  again, 
and  the  air  was  crisp. 
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It  was  about  three  o'clock,  and  wo  were  sitting  at  the  dessert-table 
cracking  fill)erts,  for  on  Sundays  we  always  dined  early,  after  morning 
service— when  Thomas  came  in  and  said  a  stranger  had  called,  and 
was  asking  if  he  could  see  Mrs.  Todhetley.  But  the  mater,  putting  a 
shawl  over  her  head  and  cap,  had  just  stepped  over  to  sit  a  bit  with 
sick  Mrs.  Coney. 

"  Who  is  it,  Thomas  ?  "  asked  the  Squire.  "  A  stranger  !  Tell  him 
to  send  his  name  in." 

"  His  name's  Eccles,  sir,"  said  Thomas,  coming  back  again.  "  He 
comes,  he  says,  from  Sergeant  Cripp." 

"  My  goodness  !— it  must  be  about  the  earring,"  cried  the  Squire. 

"  That  it  is,  sir,"  said  old  Thomas.  "  The  first  word  he  put  to  me 
was  an  inquiry  whether  you  had  heard  news  of  it." 

I  followed  the  pater  into  the  study.  Tod  did  not  leave  his  filberts. 
Standing  by  the  fire  was  a  tall,  well-dressed  man,  with  a  black 
moustache  and  blue  silk  necktie.  I  think  the  Squire  was  a  little  taken 
aback  at  the  fiishionable  appearance  of  the  visitor.  He  had  expected 
to  see  an  ordinary  policeman. 

"  Have  you  brought  tidings  of  Mrs.  Todhetley's  earring? "  began  the 
pater,  all  in  a  flutter  of  eagerness. 

"  I  beg  a  thousand  pardons  for  intruding  upon  you  on  a  Sunday," 
returned  the  stranger,  cool  and  calm  as  a  cucumber,  "  but  the  loss  of 
an  hour  is  sometimes  most  critical  in  these  cases.  I  have  the  honour, 
I  believe,  of  speaking  to  Squire  Todhetley  ?  " 

The  Squire  nodded.  "  Am  I  mistaken  in  supposing  that  you  come 
about  the  earring?"  lie  reiterated.  "I  understood  my  servant  to 
mention  Sergeant  Cripp.  But — you  do  not,  I  presume,  belong  to  the 
police  force  ?  " 

"  Only  as  a  detective  officer,"  was  the  answer,  given  with  a  taking 
smile.  "  A  ^j/vm/e  officer,"  he  added,  putting  a  stress  upon  the  wonl. 
"  My  name  is  Eccles." 

"Take  a  seat,  Mr.  Eccles,"  said  the  Squire,  sitting  down  himself, 
Avhile  I  stood  back  by  the  window.  "  I  do  hope  you  have  brought 
tidings  of  the  earring." 

"  Yes — and  no,"  replied  Mr.  Eccles,  with  another  fascinating  smile, 
as  he  unbuttoned  his  top-coat.  "  We  think  we  have  traced  it ;  but  we 
cannot  yet  be  siu-e." 

"  And  where  is  it  ? — who  has  it  ?  "  cried  the  Squire,  eagerly. 

"It  is  a  very  delicate  matter,  and  requires  delicate  handling," 
observed  the  detective,  after  a  slight  pause.  "  For  that  reason  I  have 
come  over  to-day  myself  Cripp  did  not  choose  to  entrust  it  to  one  of 
his  men." 

"  I  am  sure  I  am  much  oliliged  to  him,  and  to  you  too,"  said  the 
Squire,  his  face  beaming.     "  Where  is  the  earring?  " 

"  Before  I  answer  that  question,  will  you  be  so  kind  as  to  relate  to 
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me,  in  a  few  concise  words,  the  precise  circumstances  under  which  the 
earring  was  lost  ?  " 

The  pater  entered  on  the  story,  and  I  helped  him.  Mr.  Eccles 
listened  attentively. 

"Exactly  so,"  said  he,  when  it  was  over.  "Those  are  the  facts 
Cripp  gave  me ;  but  it  was  only  second-hand,  you  see,  and  I  preferred 
to  hear  them  direct  from  yourselves.  They  serve  to  confirm  our 
suspicion." 

''But  where  is  the  earring?  "  repeated  the  pater. 

"  If  it  is  where  we  beUeve  it  to  be,  it  is  in  a  gentleman's  house  at 
Worcester.  At  least  he  may  be  called  a  gentleman.  He  is  a  pro- 
fessional man :  a  lawyer,  m  fact.  But  I  may  not  give  names  in  the 
present  stage  of  the  affair." 

"  And  how  did  the  earring  get  into  his  house  ?  "  pursued  the  Squire, 
all  aglow  with  interest. 

"  News  reached  us  last  evening,"  began  Mr.  Eccles,  after  searching 
in  his  pockets  for  something  that  he  apparently  could  not  find :  perhaps 
a  note-case — "  reached  us  in  a  very  singular  way,  too — that  this  gentle- 
man had  been  making  a  small  purchase  of  jewellery  in  the  course  of 
yesterday ;  had  been  making  it  in  private,  and  did  not  wish  it  talked 
of.  A  travelling  pedlar — that  was  the  description  we  received— had 
come  in  contact  with  him  and  oflered  him  an  article  for  sale,  which  he, 
after  some  haggling,  purchased.  By  dint  of  questioning,  we  discovered 
this  article  to  be  an  earring :  one  earring,  not  a  pair.  Naturally  Mr. 
Cripp's  suspicion  was  at  once  aroused :  he  thought  it  might  be  the  very 
self-same  earring  that  you  have  lost.  We  consulted  together,  and  the 
result  is,  I  decided  to  come  over  and  see  you." 

"  I'd  lay  all  I've  got  it  is  the  earring ! "  exclaimed  the  Squire,  in 
excitement.  "  The  travelling  pedlar  that  sold  it  must  have  been  that 
woman  tramp." 

"  Well,  no,"  returned  the  detective,  quietly.  "  It  was  a  man.  Her 
husband,  perhaps ;  or  some  confederate  of  hers." 

"  No  doubt  of  that !     And  how  can  we  get  back  the  earring  ?  " 

"We  shall  get  it,  sir,  never  fear;  if  it  be  the  earring  you  have  lost. 
But,  as  I  have  just  observed,  it  is  a  matter  that  will  require  extreme 
delicacy  and  caution  in  the  handling.  First  of  all,  we  must  assure 
ourselves  beyond  doubt  that  the  earring  is  the  one  in  question.  To 
take  any  steps  upon  an  uncertainty  would  not  do :  this  gentleman 
might  turn  round  upon  us  unpleasantly." 

"  Well,  let  him,"  cried  the  Squire. 

The  visitor  smiled  his  candid  smile  again,  and  shook  his  heacL  "For 
instance,  if,  after  taking  means  to  obtain  possession  of  the  earring,  we 
found  it  to  be  coral  set  with  pearls,  or  opal  set  with  emeralds,  instead 
of  a  pink  topaz  with  diamonds,  we  should  not  only  look  foolish  our- 
Belves,  but  draw  down  upon  us  the  wrath  of  the  present  possessor." 
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"  Is  he  a  rcapcctable  man  ?  "  asked  the  pater.  "  I  know  most  of  the 
lawyers " 

"  He  stands  high  enough  in  the  estimation  of  the  town,  but  I  have_ 
known  him  do  some  very  dirty  actions  in  his  profession,"  interrupted 
Mr.  Eccles,  si)eaking  rapidly.  "  With  a  man  like  him  to  deal  with,  we 
must  necessarily  be  wary." 

"  Then  what  are  you  going  to  do  ?  " 

"The  first  step,  Squire  Todhetley,  is  to  make  ourselves  sure  that 
the  earring  is  the  one  we  are  in  quest  of.  With  this  view,  I  am  here 
to  request  Mrs.  Todhetley  to  allow  me  to  see  the  fellow-earring.  Cripp 
has  organized  a  plan  by  which  he  believes  we  can  get  to  see  the  one 
I  have  been  telling  you  of;  but  it  will  be  of  no  use  our  seeing  it  unless 
we  can  identify  it." 

"  Of  course  not.  By  all  means.  Johnny,  go  over  and  ask  your 
mother  to  come  in,"  added  the  Squire,  eagerly.  "I'm  sure  I  don't 
know  where  she  keeps  her  things,  and  might  look  in  her  places  for 
ever  wthout  finding  it.  Meanwhile,  Mr.  Eccles,  can  I  offer  you  some 
refreshment  ?  We  have  just  dined  off  a  beautiful  sirloin  of  beef :  it's 
partly  cold  now,  but  perhaps  you  won't  mind  that." 

Mr.  Eccles  said  he  would  take  a  little,  as  the  Squire  was  so  good  as 
to  offer  it,  for  he  had  come  off  by  the  first  train  after  morning  service, 
and  so  lost  his  dinner.  Taking  my  hat,  I  dashed  open  the  dining- 
room  door  in  passing.  Tod  was  at  tlie  nuts  still,  Hugh  and  Lena  on 
either  side  of  him. 

"  I  say.  Tod,  do  you  want  to  see  a  real  live  detective  ?  There's 
one  in  the  study." 

Who  should  be  seated  in  the  Coneys'  drawing-room,  her  bonnet  and 
shawl  on,  and  her  veil  nearly  hiding  her  sad  face,  but  Lucy  Bird — • 
Lucy  Ashton  that  used  to  be.  It  always  gave  me  a  turn  when  I  saw 
her :  bringing  up  all  kinds  of  ugly  sorrows  and  troubles.  I  shook 
hands,  and  asked  after  Captain  Bird. 

She  believed  he  was  very  well,  she  said,  but  she  had  been  spending 
the  time  since  yesterday  at  Timberdale  Court  with  Kobert  and  Jane. 
To-day  she  had  been  dining  with  the  Coneys — who  were  always  kind 
to  her,  she  added,  with  a  sigh— and  she  was  now  about  to  go  off  to  the 
station  to  take  the  trahi  for  Worcester. 

The  mater  was  in  Mrs.  Coney's  bedroom  with  old  Coney  and  Cole 
the  doctor,  who  was  paying  his  daily  visit.  One  might  have  thought 
they  were  settling  all  the  cases  of  rheumatism  in  the  jtarish  by  the  time 
they  took  over  it.  While  I  waited,  I  told  Mrs.  Bird  about  the  earring 
and  the  present  visit  of  Detective  Eccles.  Mrs.  Todhetley  came  down" 
in  the  midst  of  it:  and  lifted  her  hands  at  the  prospect  of  facing  a 
detective. 

"Dear  me!  Is  he  anything  dreadful  to  look  at,  Johnny?  Very 
rough  ?    Has  he  any  handcuffs  ?  " 
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It  made  me  laugh.  "  lie  is  a  regular  goo<l-looking  fellow — quite  a 
gentleman.  Tall  and  slender,  and  well-dressed  :  gold  studs  and  a  blue 
necktie.     He  has  a  ring  on  his  linger  and  wears  a  lilack  moustache." 

Mrs.  Bird  suddenly  lifted  her  head,  and  stared  at  me  :  perhaps  the 
description  surprised  her.  The  mater  seemed  inclined  to  question  my 
words ;  but  she  said  nothing,  and  came  away  after  bidding  good-bye 
to  Lucy. 

"  Keep  up  your  heart,  my  dear,"  she  whispered.  "  Things  may 
grow  brighter  for  you  some  time." 

When  I  got  back,  Mr.  Eccles  had  nearly  finished  the  sirloin,  some 
cheese,  and  a  large  tankard  of  ale.  The  Squire  sat  by,  hospitabl}^ 
pressing  him  to  take  more,  whenever  his  knife  and  fork  gave  signs  of 
flagging.  Tod  stood  looking  on,  his  back  against  the  mantelpiece. 
Mrs.  Todhetlej^  soon  appeared  with  a  little  cardboard  box,  where  the 
solitary  earring  was  lying  on  a  bed  of  wool. 

Rising  from  the  table,  the  detective  carried  the  box  to  the  window, 
and  stood  there  examining  the  earring ;  first  in  the  box,  then  out  of  it. 
lie  turned  it  about  in  his  hand,  and  looked  at  it  on  all  sides ;  it  took 
him  a  good  three  minutes. 

"  Madam,"  said  he,  breaking  the  silence,  "  will  you  entrust  this 
earring  to  us  for  a  day  or  two  ?  It  will  be  under  Sergeant  Cripp's 
charge,  and  perfectly  safe." 

"Of  course,  of  course,"  interposed  the  Squire,  before  any  one  could 
speak.     "You  are  welcome  to  take  it." 

"  You  see,  it  is  possible — -indeed,  most  probable — that  only  one  of  us 
may  bo  able  to  obtain  sight  of  the  other  earring.  Should  it  be  Cripp, 
my  having  seen  this  one  will  be  nearly  useless  to  him.  It  is  essential 
that  he  should  see  it  also  :  and  it  will  not  do  to  waste  time." 

"Pray  take  charge  of  it,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Todhetley,  mentally  recalling 
what  I  had  said  of  his  errand  to  her  and  Lucy  Bird.  "  I  know  it  will 
be  safe  in  your  hands  and  Sergeant  Cripp's.  I  am  only  too  glad  that 
there  is  a  probability  of  the  other  one  being  found." 

"  And  look  here,"  added  the  Squire  to  Eccles,  while  the  latter 
carefully  wrapped  the  box  in  paper,  and  put  it  into  his  inner  breast- 
pocket, "  don't  you  and  Cripp  let  that  confounded  gipsy  escape.  Have 
licr  up  and  punish  her." 

"  Trust  us  for  that,"  was  the  detective's  answer,  given  with  an 
emphatic  nod.  ^''  She  is  already  as  good  as  taken,  and  her  confederate 
also.  There's  not  a  doubt — I  avow  it  to  you — that  the  other  earring 
is  yours.     We  only  wait  to  verify  it." 

And,  with  that,  he  buttoned  his  coat,  and  bowed  himself  out,  the 
Squire  himself  attending  him  to  the  door. 

"  He  is  as  much  like  a  detective  as  I'm  like  a  Dutchman,"  com- 
mented Tod.  "  At  least,  according  to  wliat  have  been  all  my  previous 
notions  of  one.     Live  and  Icaru," 
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"  He  seems  quite  a  polished  man,  has  quite  tlic  manners  of  society," 
added  the  mater.     "  I  do  hope  he  will  get  back  my  poor  earring." 

"  Mother,  is  Lucy  Bird  in  more  trouble  than  usual  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  She  is  no  doubt  in  deep  distress  of  some  kind,  Johnny.  But  she 
is  never  out  of  it.  I  wish  Robert  Ashton  could  induce  her  to  leave 
that  most  worthless  husband  of  hers  !  " 

The  Squire,  after  watching  off  the  visitor,  came  in,  rubbing  his 
hands  and  looking  as  delighted  as  old  Punch.  He  assumed  that  the 
earring  was  as  good  as  restored,  and  was  immensely  taken  with  Mr. 
Eccles, 

"  A  most  intelligent,  superior  man,"  cried  he.  "  I  suppose  he  is 
what  is  called  a  gentleman-detective:  he  told  me  he  had  been  to 
college.  I'm  sure  it  seems  quite  a  condescension  in  him  to  work  with 
Cripp  and  the  rest." 

And  the  whole  of  tea-time  and  all  the  way  to  church,  the  praises 
were  being  rung  of  Mr.  Eccles.  I'm  not  sure  but  that  he  was  more  to 
us  that  night  than  the  sermon. 

"  I  confess  I  feel  mortified  about  that  woman,  though,"  confessed 
Mrs.  Todhetley.  "  You  heard  him  say  that  she  was  as  good  as  taken  : 
they  must  have  traced  the  earring  to  her.  I  did  think  she  was  one  to 
be  trusted.     How  one  may  be  deceived  in  people  !  " 

"  I'd  have  trusted  her  with  a  twenty-pound  note,  mother." 

"  Hark  at  Johnny ! "  cried  Tod.  "  This  will  be  a  lesson  for  you, 
lad." 


Monday  morning.  The  Squire  and  Tod  had  gone  over  to  South 
Crabb.  Mrs.  Todhetley  sat  at  the  window,  adding  up  some  bills,  her 
nose  red  with  the  cold  :  and  I  was  boxing  Hugh's  ears,  for  he  was  in 
one  of  liis  frightfully  troublesome  moods,  when  IMully  came  stealing  in 
at  the  door,  as  covertly  as  if  she  had  been  committing  murder. 

"  Ma'am  !  ma'am  ! — there's  that  tramp  in  the  yard  !  " 

"  What  ?  "  cried  the  mater,  turning  round. 

"  I  vow  it's  her ;  I  know  the  old  red  shawl  again,"  pursued  Molly, 
with  as  much  imi)ortance  as  though  she  had  caught  half  the  thieves  in 
Christendom.  "  She  turned  into  the  yard  as  bold  as  brass ;  so  I  just 
slipped  the  bolt  o'  the  door  against  her,  and  come  away.  You'll  have 
her  took  up  on  the  instant,  ma'am,  won't  you  ?  " 

"But  if  she  has  come  back,  I  don't  think  she  can  be  guilty,"  cried 
Mrs.  Todhetley,  after  a  bewildered  pause.  ''  We  had  better  see  what 
she  wants.     What  do  you  say,  Johnny  ?  " 

"  Why,  of  course  we  had.     I'll  go  to  her,  as  Molly's  afraid." 

Rushing  out  of  hearing  of  Molly's  vindictive  answer,  I  went  round 
through  the  snow  to  the  yard,  and  found  the  woman  meekly  tapping  at 
the  kitchen-door — the  old  red  shawl,  and  the  black  bonnet,  and  the 
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white  muslin  cap  border,  all  the  same  as  before.  Before  I  got  quite 
up,  the  kitchen-door  was  cautiously  drawn  open,  and  Mrs.  Todhetley 
looked  out.  The  poor  old  woman  dropped  a  cui-tsy  and  held  out  half- 
a-crown  on  the  palm  of  her  withered  hand. 

"  I've  made  bold  to  call  at  the  door  to  leave  it,  lady.  And  I  can 
never  thank  you  enough,  ma'am,"  she  added,  the  tears  rising  to  her 
eyes ;  "  my  tongue  would  fail  if  I  tried  it.  'Tis  not  many  as  would 
liave  trusted  a  stranger;  and,  that,  a  poor  body  like  me.  I  got  over  to 
Worcester  quick  and  comfortable,  ma'am,  thanks  to  you,  and  found  my 
dau^liter  better  nor  I  had  hoped  for." 

The  same  feeling  of  reliance,  of  trust,  arose  within  me  as  I  saw  her 
face  and  heard  her  voice  and  words.  If  this  woman  Avas  what  they 
had  been  fancying  her,  I'd  never  eat  tarts  again. 

"  Come  in,"  said  Mrs.  Todhetley ;  and  Molly,  looking  daggers  as  she 
hoard  it,  approached  her  mistress  with  a  whisper. 

"  Don't,  ma'am.  It's  all  a  laid-out  plan.  She  has  heard  that  she's 
suspected,  and  brings  back  the  half-crown,  thinking  to  put  us  off  the 
scent." 

"  Step  this  way,"  went  on  Mrs.  Todhetley,  giving  no  heed  to  Molly, 
except  bj'  a  nod — and  she  took  the  woman  into  the  little  store-room 
where  she  kept  her  jam-pots  and  things,  and  bade  her  go  to  the  fire. 

"  What  did  you  tell  me  your  name  was,"  she  asked,  "  when  you 
were  here  on  Friday?  " 

"  Nutt'n,  ma'am." 

"  Nutten,"  repeated  the  mater,  glancing  at  me.  "  But  I  sent  over  to 
Islip,  and  no  one  there  knew  anything  about  you — they  denied  that 
any  one  of  your  name  lived  there  " 

"  Why,  how  could  they  do  that  ?  "  returned  the  woman,  with  every 
appearance  of  surprise.  "  They  must  have  mistook  somehow.  I  live 
in  the  little  cottage,  ma'am,  by  the  dung-heap.  I've  lived  there  for 
five-and-twenty  year,  and  brought  up  my  children  there,  and  never 
had  parish  pay  " 

"  And  gone  always  by  the  name  of  Nutten  ?  " 

"  Not  never  by  no  other,  ma'am.     Why  should  I  ?  " 

Was  she  to  be  believed  ?  There  was  the  half-crown  in  Mrs.  Tod- 
hetley's  hand,  and  there  was  the  honest  wrinkled  old  face  looking  up 
at  us  openly.  But,  on  the  other  side,  there  was  the  assertion  of  the 
Islip  people  ;  and  there  was  the  earring. 

"What  was  the  matter  with  your  daughter,  and  in  what  part  of 
Worcester  does  she  live  ?  "  queried  the  mater. 

"  She's  second  servant  to  a  family  hi  Melcheapen  Street,  ma'am , 
minds  the  children  and  does  the  beds,  and  answers  the  door,  and  that. 
When  I  got  there — and  sick  enough  my  heart  felt  all  the  way,  thinking 
what  the  matter  could  be — I  found  that  she  had  fell  from  the  parlour 
window  that  she'd  got  outside  to  clean,  and  broke  her  arm  and  scarred 
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her  face,  and  frighted  and  shook  herself  finely.  But  thankful  enough  I 
was  that  'twas  no  worse.  Her  father,  ma'am,  died  of  an  accident,  and 
I  can  never  abear  to  hear  tell  of  one." 

"  I— I  lost  an  earring  out  of  my  ear  that  afternoon,"  said  Mrs.  Tod- 
hetley,  plunging  into  the  matter,  but  not  without  hesitation.  "  I  think 
I  must  have  lost  it  just  about  the  time  I  was  talking  to  you.  Did  you 
pick  it  up  ?  " 

"  No,  ma'am,  I  didn't.     I  should  have  gave  it  to  you  if  I  had." 

"  You  did  not  carry  it  off  with  you,  I  suppose  !  "  mteiTupted  wrathful 
Molly ;  who  had  come  in  to  get  some  eggs,  under  pretence  that  the 
batter-pudding  was  waiting  for  them. 

And  whether  it  was  Molly's  sharp  and  significant  tone,  or  our  silence 
and  looks,  I  don't  know ;  but  the  woman  saw  it  all  then,  and  what  she 
was  suspected  of. 

"  Oh,  ma'am,  were  you  thinking  that  ill  of  me  ?  " — and  the  hands 
shook  as  they  were  raised,  and  the  white  border  seemed  to  lift  itself 
from  the  hon-or-stricken  face.  "  Did  you  think  I  could  do  so  ill  a  turn, 
and  after  all  the  kindness  showed  me  ?  The  good  Lord  above  knows 
I'm  not  a  thief.  Dear  heart!  I  never  set  eyes,  lady,  on  the  thing 
you've  lost." 

"  No,  I  am  sure  you  didn't,"  I  cried ;  "  I  said  so  all  along.  It 
might  have  dropped  anywhere  in  the  road." 

"  I  never  see  it,  nor  touched  it,  sir,"  she  reiterated,  the  tears  raining 
down  her  cheeks.     "  Oh,  ma'am,  do  believe  me  !  " 

Molly  tossed  her  head  as  she  went  out  with  the  eggs  in  her  apron ; 
but  I  would  sooner  have  believed  myself  guilty  than  that  poor  woman. 
Mrs.  Todhetley  thought  with  me.  She  oft'ered  her  some  warm  ale  and 
a  crust ;  but  the  old  woman  shook  her  head  in  refusal,  and  went  off  in 
a  fit  of  crying. 

"  She  knows  no  more  of  the  earring  than  I  know  of  it,  mother 

"  I  feel  sure  she  does  not,  Johnny." 

"  That  Molly's  getting  unbearable.  I  wonder  you  don't  send  her 
away." 

"  She  has  her  good  points,  dear,"  sighed  Mrs.  Todhetley.  "  Only 
think  of  her  cooking  !  and  of  what  a  thrifty,  careful  manager  she  is  !  " 

Tlie  Squire  and  Tod  got  home  for  lunch.  Nothing  could  come  up 
to  their  ridicule  when  they  heard  what  had  occurred,  saying  that  the 
mother  and  I  were  two  mufts,  fit  to  go  about  the  world  in  a  caravan  as 
specimens  of  credulity.  Like  Molly,  they  thought  we  ought  to  have 
secured  the  woman. 

"  But  you  see  she  was  honest  in  the  matter  of  the  half-crown," 
debated  Mrs.  Todhetley,  in  her  mild  way.  "  She  brought  that  back. 
It  does  not  stand  to  reason  that  she  would  have  dared  to  come  within 
miles  of  the  place,  if  she  had  taken  the  earrmg." 

"  Why,  it's  just  the  thing  she  Vkt)uld  do,"  retoi'ted  the  Squu-e,  pacing 
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about  in  a  commotion.  "  Once  she  had  got  rid  of  the  earring,  she'd 
show  up  here  to  throw  suspicion  ofif  herself.  And  she  couldn't  come 
wthout  returning  the  half-crown :  it  must  have  gone  nicely  against  the 
grain  to  return  that.'''' 

And  Mrs.  Todhetley,  the  most  easily  swayed  spirit  in  the  world, 
began  to  veer  round  again  like  a  weathercock,  and  fear  we  had  been 
foolish. 

"You  should  see  her  jagged-out  old  red  shawl,"  cried  Molly, 
triumphantly.  "  All  the  red  a'most  washed  out  of  it,  and  the  edges  in 
tatters.  /  know  a  tramp  when  I  sees  one :  and  the  worst  of  all  tramps 
is  them  that  do  the  tricks  with  clean  hands  and  snow-white  cap- 
borders." 

The  theme  lasted  us  all  the  afternoon.  I  held  my  tongue,  for  it  was 
of  no  use  contending  against  the  stream.  It  was  getting  dusk  when 
Cole  called  in,  on  his  way  from  the  Coneys.  The  Squire  laid  the 
grievance  before  him,  demanding  whether  he  had  ever  heard  of  two 
people  so  simple  as  I  and  the  mother, 

"  What  did  she  say  her  name  was  ?  "  asked  Cole.  "  Nutten  ? — of 
Islip  ?     Are  you  sure  she  did  not  say  Norton  ?  " 

"  She  said  Nutt'n.    We  interpreted  it  into  Nutten." 

"  Yes,  Johnny,  that's  how  she  would  say  it.  I'll  lay  a  guinea  it's 
old  Granny  Norton." 

"  Granny  Norton  ! "  echoed  the  Squire.     "  She  is  respectable." 

"  Respectable,  honest,  upright  as  the  day,"  replied  Cole.  "  I  have  a 
great  respect  for  old  Mrs.  Norton.  She's  very  poor  now,'  but  she  was 
not  always  so." 

"  She  told  us  this  morning  that  she  lived  in  the  cottage  by  the  dung- 
heap,"  I  put  in. 

"  Exactly :  she  does  so.  And  a  nice  dung-heap  it  is ;  the  disgrace 
of  Islip,"  added  Cole. 

"And  you  mean  to  say,  Cole,  that  you  know  this  woman — that  she's 
not  a  tramp,  but  Mrs.  Norton?  "  spoke  the  pater. 

''  I  know  Mrs.  Norton  of  Islip,"  he  answered.  "  I  saw  her  pass  my 
window  this  morning :  she  seemed  to  be  coming  from  the  railway- 
station.     It  was  no  tramp.  Squire." 

"IIow  was  she  dressed?"  asked  Mrs.  Todhetley. 

"Dressed?  Well,  her  shawl  was  red,  and  lier  bonnet  black.  I've 
never  seen  her  dressed  otherwise,  when  abroad,  these  ten  years  past." 

"  And — has  she  a  daughter  in  service  at  Worcester  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  think  so.  Yes,  I  am  sure  so.  It's  Susan.  Oh,  it  is  the 
same  person  :  you  need  not  doubt  it." 

"  Then  what  the  deuce  did  Luke  Macintosh  mean  by  bringing  word 
back  from  Islip  that  she  was  not  known  there  ?  "  fiercely  demanded  the 
Squire,  turning  to  me. 

"  But  Luke  said  he  asked  for  her  by  the  name  of  Nutt — Mrs.  Nutt, 
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I  questioned  him  about  it  this  afternoon,  sir,  and  he  said  he  understood 
Nutt  to  have  been  the  name  we  gave  him." 

This  was  very  unsatisfactory  as  far  as  the  earring  went.  (And  we 
ascertained  later  that  poor  Mrs.  Norton  ivas  Mrs.  Norton,  and  had  been 
suspected  wrongly.)  For,  failing  the  tramp  view  of  the  case,  who 
could  have  sold  the  earring  to  the  professional  gentleman  in  Worcester  ? 

''Cripp  knows  what  he  is  about;  never  fear,"  observed  the  Squire. 
••*  Now  that  he  has  the  case  well  in  hand,  he  is  sure  to  pull  it  success- 
fully through." 

"  Yes,  you  may  trust  Cripp,"  said  the  doctor.  "  And  I  hope,  Mrs. 
Todhetley,  you  will  soon  be  gladdened  by  the  sight  of  your  earring 
again."  And  Cole  went  out,  telling  us  we  were  going  to  have  a  thaw. 
Which  we  could  have  told  him,  for  it  had  already  set  in,  and  the  snow 
was  melting  rapidly. 


"  To  think  that  I  should  have  done  so  stupid  a  thing.  But  I  have 
been  so  flustered  this  morning  by  that  parson  and  his  nonsense  that  I 
hardly  know  what  I'm  about." 

The  speaker  was  Miss  Timmens.  She  had  come  up  in  a  passion, 
after  twelve  o'clock  school.  Not  with  us,  or  with  her  errand — which 
was  to  bring  one  of  the  new  shirts  to  show,  made  after  Tod's  fancy- 
but  with  the  young  parson.  Upon  arriving  and  unfolding  the  said 
shirt.  Miss  Timmens  found  that  she  had  brought  the  wrong  shirt — one 
of  those  previously  finished.  The  thaw  had  gone  on  so  briskly  in  the 
night  that  this  morning  the  roads  were  all  mud  and  slop,  and  ]\Iiss 
Timmens  had  walked  \y^  in  her  pattens. 

"  He  is  enough  to  make  a  saint  swear,  with  his  absurdities  and  liis 
rulibish,"  went  on  Miss  Timmens,  turning  from  the  table  where  lay  the 
unfolded  shirt,  and  speaking  of  the  new  parson ;  between  whom  and 
herself  hot  war  waged.  "You'd  never  believe,  ma'am,  what  lie  did 
this  morning  " — facing  Mrs.  Todhetley.  "  I  had  got  the  spelling-class 
up,  and  the  rest  of  the  girls  were  at  their  slates  and  copies,  and  that, 
when  in  he  walked  amidst  the  roomful.  *  Miss  Timmens,'  says  he  to 
me,  in  the  hearing  of  them  all,  '  I  think  these  children  should  learn  a 
little  music.  And  perhaps  a  little  drawing  might  not  come  amiss  to 
those  who  have  talent  for  it.'  '  Oh  yes,  of  course,'  says  I,  hardly  able 
to  keep  my  temper,  'and  a  little  dancing  as  well,  and  let  'em  go  out  on 
the  green  daily  and  step  their  figures  to  a  fife  and  tambourine  ! ' 
'  There's  nothing  like  education,'  he  goes  on,  staring  hard  at  me,  as  if 
he  hardly  knew  whether  to  take  my  words  for  jest  or  earnest ;  '  and  it 
is  well  to  unite,  as  far  as  we  can,  the  ornamental  with  the  useful,  it 
makes  life  pleasanter.  It  is  quite  right  to  teach  girls  to  hem  dusters 
and  darn  stockings,  but  I  think  some  fancy-work  should  be  added  to 
it :  embroidery  and  the  like.'     '  Oh,  you  great  baby ! '  I  thought  to 
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myself,  and  did  but  just  stop  my  tongue  from  saying  it.  'Will 
embroidery  and  music  and  drawing  help  these  girls  to  scour  floors,  and 
cook  dinners,  and  wash  petticoats?'  I  asked  him.  'If  I  had  a  set  of 
young  ladies  here,  it  would  be  right  for  them  to  learn  accomplishments ; 
but  these  girls  are  to  be  servants.  And  all  I  can  say,  sir,  is,  that  if 
ever  those  new-fangled  notions  are  introduced,  you'll  have  to  find 
another  mistress,  for  I'll  not  stop  to  help  in  it.  It  would  just  lead 
many  a  girl  to  her  ruin,  sir ;  that's  what  it  would  do,  whoever  lives  to 
see  it.'  Well,  he  went  away  with  that,  ma'am ,  but  he  had  put  my 
temper  up — talking  such  dangerous  nonsense  before  the  girls,  their  ears 
all  agape  to  listen ! — and  when  twelve  o'clock  struck,  I  was  not  half 
through  the  spelling-class !  Altogether,  it's  no  wonder  I  brought  away 
the  wrong  shirt." 

Miss  Timmens,  her  errand  a  failure,  began  folding  up  the  shirt  in  a 
bustle,  her  thin  face  quite  fiery  with  anger.  Mrs.  Todhetley  shook  her 
head ;  she  did  not  approve  of  nonsensical  notions  for  these  poor  peasant 
girls  any  more  than  did  the  rest  of  us. 

"  I'll  bring  up  the  right  shut  this  evening  when  school's  over ;  and 
if  it  suits  we'll  get  on  with  the  rest,"  concluded  Miss  Timmens,  making 
her  exit  with  the  parcel. 

"  What  the  world  will  come  to  later,  Mr.  Johnny,  if  these  wild  ideas 
get  much  ground,  puzzles  me  to  think  of,"  resumed  Miss  Timmens,  as 
I  went  wath  her,  talking,  along  the  garden-path.  "  We  shall  have  no 
servants,  sir ;  none.  It  does  not  stand  to  reason  that  a  girl  will  work 
for  her  bread  at  menial  offices  when  she  has  had  fine  notions  instilled 
into  her.  Grammar,  and  geography,  and  histor}',  and  botany,  and  music, 
and  singing,  and  fancy-work ! — what  good  will  they  be  of  to  her  in  making 
beds  and  cleaning  saucepans  ?  The  upshot  will  be  that  they  won't 
make  beds  and  they  won't  clean  saucepans ;  they'll  be  above  it.  The 
Lord  protect  'em ! — for  I  don't  see  what  else  will ;  or  what  will  become 
of  them.  Or  of  the  world,  either,  when  it  can  get  no  servants.  My 
goodness,  Master  Johnny  !  what's  tliat?     Surely  it's  the  lost  earring?  " 

Close  to  the  roots  of  a  small  fir-tree  it  lay :  the  earring  that  had 
caused  so  much  vexation  and  hunting.  I  picked  it  up  ;  its  pink  topaz 
and  diamonds  shone  brightly  as  ever  in  the  sun,  and  were  quite 
uninjured.  Mrs.  Todhetley  remembered  then,  though  it  had  slipped 
her  memory  before,  that  in  coming  indoors  after  the  interview  with  the 
woman  at  the  gate,  she  had  stopped  to  shake  this  fir-tree,  bowed  down 
almost  to  breaking  with  its  weight  of  snow.  The  earring  must  have 
fallen  from  her  ear  then  into  the  snow,  and  been  hidden  by  it. 

Without  giving  himself  time  for  a  mouthful  of  lunch,  the  Squire  tore 
away  to  the  station  through  the  mud,  as  fast  as  his  legs  would  carrj' 
him,  and  thence  to  Worcester  by  train.  What  an  unfortunate  mistake 
it  would  be  should  that  professional  gentleman  have  been  accused,  who 
had  bought  something  from  the  travelling  pedlar ! 
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"  Well,  Cripp,  here's  a,  fine  discwery ! "  panted  the  Squire,  as  he 
went  bursting  into  the  police-station  and  to  the  presence  of  Sergeant 
Cripp.     "  The  lost  earring  has  turned  up." 

"  I'm  sure  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  the  sergeant,  facing  round 
from  a  letter  he  was  writuig.     "  How  has  it  been  found  ?  " 

And  the  Squire  told  him  how. 

"  It  was  not  stolen  at  all,  then  ?  " 

"  Not  at  all,  Cripp.  And  the  poor  creature  we  suspected  of  taking 
it  proves  to  be  a  very  respectable  old  body  indeed,  nothing  of  the 
tramp  about  her.  You— you  have  not  gone  any  lengths  yet  with  that 
professional  gentleman,  I  hope !  "  added  the  Squire,  dropping  his  voice 
to  a  confidential  tone. 

Cripp  paused  for  a  minute,  as  if  not  understanding. 

"  AVe  have  not  employed  any  professional  man  at  all  in  the  matter," 
said  he ;  "  have  not  thought  of  doing  so." 

"  I  don't  mean  that,  Cripp.  You  know.  The  gentleman  you  sus- 
pected of  having  bought  the  earring." 

Cripp  stared.     "  I  have  not  suspected  any  one." 

"  Goodness  me !  you  need  not  be  so  cautious,  Cripp,"  returned  the 
Squire,  somewhat  nettled.  "  Eccles  made  a  confidant  of  me.  He  told 
me  all  about  it — except  the  name." 

"What  Eccles?"  asked  Cripp.  "I  really  do  not  know  what  you 
are  talking  of,  sir." 

"  What  Eccles— why,  your  Eccles.  Him  you  sent  over  to  me  on 
Sunday  afternoon:  a  well-dressed,  gentlemanly  man,  mth  a  black 
moustache.     Detective  Eccles." 

"  I  do  not  know  any  Detective  Eccles." 

"Dear  me,  my  good  man,  you  must  be  losing  your  memory!" 
retorted  the  Squire,  in  wrath.  "  He  came  straight  to  me  from  you  on 
Sunday;  you  sent  him  olFin  haste  without  his  dinner." 

"  Quite  a  mistake,  sir,"  said  the  sergeant.  "  It  was  not  I  who  sent 
him." 

"  Why,  bless  my  heart  and  mind,  Cripp,  you'll  be  for  telHng  me  next 
the  sun  never  shone  !    "NVliere's  your  recollection  gone  to  ?  " 

"  I  hope  my  recollection  is  where  it  always  has  been.  Squire.  We 
must  be  at  cross-purposes.  I  do  not  know  any  one  of  the  name  of 
Eccles,  and  I  have  not  sent  any  one  to  you.  As  a  proof  that  I  could 
not  have  done  it,  I  may  tell  you,  sir,  that  I  was  summoned  to  Gloucester 
on  business  last  Friday  directly  after  I  saw  you,  and  did  not  get  back 
here  until  this  morning." 

The  Squire  rubbed  his  face,  whilst  he  revolved  probabilities,  and 
thought  Cripp  must  be  di-eaming. 

"  He  came  direct  from  you — from  yourself,  Cripp  ;  and  he  disclosed 
to  me  your  reasons  for  hoping  you  had  foimd  the  earring,  and  your 
doubts  of  the  honesty  of  the  man  who  had  bought  it — the  lawyer,  you 
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remember.     And  he  brought  back  the  other  earring  to  you  that  you 
might  compare  tliem." 

"Eh— what?"  cried  Cripp,  briskly.  "Brought  away  the  otlier 
earring,  do  you  say,  sir  ?  " 

"  To  be  sure  he  (hd.     What  else  did  you  send  him  for  ?  " 
"  And  he  has  not  returned  it  to  you  ?  " 
"  Returned  it !  of  course  not.     You  hold  it,  don't  you?  " 
"Then,  Squire  Todhetley,  j'ou  have  been  cleverly  robbed  of  this 
second  earring,"  cried  Cripp,  quietly,     "  Dodged  out  of  it,  sir.     The 
man  who  went  over  to  you  must  have  been  a  member  of  the  swell- 
mob.     Well-dressed,  and  a  black  moustache  !  " 

"  He  was  a  college  man ,  had  been  at  Oxford,"  debated  the  unfortu- 
nate pater,  sitting  on  a  chair  in  awful  doubt.     "  He  told  me  so." 

"You  did  not  see  him  there,  sir,"  said  the  sergeant,  with  a  suppressed 
laugh.  "I  might  tell  you  I  had  a  duke  for  a  grandmother;  but  it 
would  be  none  nearer  the  fact." 

"  Mercy  upon  us  all !  "  groaned  the  Squire.  "  What  a  mortification 
it  will  be  if  that  other  earring's  gone  !  Don't  you  think  some  one  in 
your  station  here  may  have  sent  him,  if  you  were  out  yourself?  " 

"  I  will  inquire,  for  your  satisfaction.  Squire  Todhetley,"  said  the 
sergeant,  opening  the  door;  "but  I  can  answer  for  it  beforehand  that 
it  will  be  useless." 

It  was  as  Cripp  thought.  Eccles  was  not  knoAvn  at  the  station,  and 
no  one  had  been  sent  to  us. 

"  It  all  comes  of  that  advertisement  you  put  in.  Squire,"  finished  up 
Ciipp,  by  way  of  consolation.  "  The  swell-mob  would  not  have  known 
there  was  a  valuable  jewel  missing  but  for  that,  or  the  address  of  those 
who  had  missed  it." 

The  pater  came  home  more  crestfallen  than  a  whipped  schoolboy, 
after  leaving  stringent  orders  with  Cripp  and  his  men  to  track  out  the 
swindler.     It  was  a  blow  to  all  of  us. 

'■  I  said  he  looked  as  much  like  a  detective  as  I'm  like  a  Dutchman," 
quoth  Tod. 

"  Well,  it's  frightfully  mortifying,"  said  the  Squire. 
"  And  the  way  he  polished  otVthat  beef,  and  drank  down  the  ale  !     I 
wonder  he  did  not  contrive  to  walk  oil'  with  the  silver  tankard  !  " 

"  Be  quiet,  Joe  !  You  are  laughing,  sir !  Do  you  think  it  is  a 
laughing  matter  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  don't  know,"  said  bold  Tod.     "  It  was  cleverly  done. 
Up  rose  the    pater  in  a  passion.     Vowing  vengeance   against  the 
swindlers  who  went  about  the  world,  got  up  in  good  clothes  and  a 
moustache ;  and  heartily  promising  the  absent  and  unconscious  Cripp 
to  lie  down  upon  him  if  he  did  not  speedily  run  the  man  to  earth. 
And  that's  how  Mrs.  Todhetley  lost  the  other  earring. 


IX. 
A   TALE  OF  SIN. 
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If  I  don't  relate  this  quite  as  usual,  and  it  is  found  to  be  different  from 
what  I  generally  write,  it  is  because  I  know  less  about  it  than  others 
know.  The  history  is  Duff  ham's  ;  not  mine.  And  there  are  diaries  in 
it,  and  all  kinds  of  foreign  things.  That  is,  foreign  to  me.  Duff  ham 
holds  all  the  papers,  and  has  lent  them  to  me  to  use.  It  came  about 
in  this  way. 

"  Whilst  you  are  picking  up  the  sea-breezes,  Johnny,"  he  said,  when 
I  called  to  tell  him  where  I  was  going,  "  you  can  be  getting  on  with 
another  paper  or  two  for  us,  I  hope ;  for  we  hke  your  stories." 

"  But  I  am  going  away  for  a  rest,  Mr.  Duffham  ;  not  to  work.  I 
don't  want  to  be  ransacking  memory  for  materials  during  any  holiday, 
and  then  weaving  them  into  what  you  call  a  story.  Much  rest  that 
would  be ! " 

"  I'll  give  you  the  materials  for  one,"  he  said  ;  "  plenty  of  them  :  it 
won't  take  much  weaving ;  you'll  have  it  all  before  your  eyes.  It  will 
1)0  nothing  but  play-work  to  you ;  just  a  bit  of  copying." 

"  But  I  don't  care  to  put  fiction  on  paper  and  send  it  forth  as  though 
it  were  true.     What  I  tell  of  has  mostly  happened,  you  know." 

Duffham  laughed  a  little.  "  If  everything  told  in  print  were  as  true 
as  this,  Johnny  Ludlow,  the  world  would  have  witnessed  some  strange 
events.  Not  that  you'll  find  anything  strange  in  this  tale :  it  is  quite 
matter-of-fact.  There's  no  romance  about  it;  nothing  but  stern 
reality." 

"  Well,  let  me  see  the  papers." 

Duffham  went  out  of  the  surgerj",  and  came  back  with  his  spectacles 
on,  and  carrying  some  papers  tied  up  with  pink  tape. 

"  You'll  find  a  sort  of  narrative  begun,  Johnny,"  he  said,  untying  the 
tape,  "  for  I  tried  my  own  hand  at  it.  But  I  found  I  could  not  get  on 
well.  Writing  manuscripts  is  not  so  much  in  my  line  as  doctoring 
patients." 
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"  Why,  here's  Lady  Chavasse's  name  in  it  ! '"  I  exclaimed,  glancing 
over  the  papers.     "  Is  it  about  her  f  " 

"  You'll  see  who  it's  about  and  who  it's  not  about,  Johnny,"  he 
answered,  rolhng  them  up  again.  "  I  should  like  you  to  retam  the  title 
I  have  put  to  it." 

"  What  is  the  title  ?  " 

Duffham  undid  the  first  sheet,  and  held  it  in  silence  for  me  to  read. 
"  A  Tale  of  Sin."  It  took  me  aback.  Sundry  considerations  naturally 
stinick  me. 

"I  say,  Mr.  Duffham,  if  it  is  about  sin,  and  the  people  are  still 
living,  how  will  they  like  to  see  it  talked  about  in  print  ?  " 

"  You  leave  the  responsibility  to  me,"  he  said ;  "  I'll  take  it  on  my 
own  shoulders.  AH  you  have  to  do  is  to  put  it  into  ship-shape, 
Johnny.     That  is  a  matter  of  course." 

And  so  I  took  the  papers.     But  the  tale  is  Duffham's  ;  not  mine. 

To  begin  -svith,  and  make  it  explainable,  we  have  to  go  ever  so 
many  years  back  :  but  it  won't  be  for  long. 

Duffham's  predecessor  as  general  practitioner  at  Church  Dykely  was 
a  Mr.  Layne.  Some  of  the  poor  would  spell  it  without  the  "  y," 
"  Lane,"  but  the  other  was  the  proper  way.  This  Mr.  Layne  was  of 
rather  good  family,  whilst  his  wife  was  only  a  small  working  farmer's 
daughter.  Mr.  Layne  lived  in  a  pretty  red-brick  house,  opposite  to 
Duftliam's  present  residence.  It  stood  a  yard  or  two  back  from  the 
path,  and  had  woodbines  and  jessamine  creeping  up  its  walls  ;  the  door 
was  in  the  middle,  a  window  on  each  side ;  and  there  was  a  side-door 
round  the  little  garden-path,  that  opened  into  the  surgery.  The  house 
was  his  own. 

Nearly  a  mile  beyond  the  village,  along  the  straight  highway, 
stood  the  gates  and  lodge  of  a  fine  place  called  Chavasse  Grange, 
belonging  to  Sir  Peter  Chavasse.  He  remained  an  old  bachelor  up  to 
nearly  the  end  of  his  life.  And  then,  when  it  seemed  to  be  getting 
time  for  him  to  prepare  for  the  grave,  he  suddenly  got  married.  The 
young  lady  was  a  Miss  Gertrude  Cust :  as  might  have  been  read  in  the 
newspapers  of  the  day,  announcing  the  wedding. 

But,  when  Sir  Peter  brought  her  home,  the  wonder  to  the  neigh- 
l)Ourhood  was,  Avhat  could  have  induced  the  young  lady  to  have  him ; 
for  she  turned  out  to  be  a  mere  child  in  years,  and  very  beautiful.  It 
was  whispered  that  her  family,  high,  poor,  and  haughty,  had  wished 
her  to  make  a  different  match ;  to  a  broken-down  old  nobleman,  ten 
times  richer  than  Sir  Peter ;  but  that  she  hated  the  man.  Sir  Peter 
had  five  thousand  a-year,  and  his  baronetcy  was  not  of  ancient 
creation.  The  new  lady  was  found  to  be  very  pleasant :  she  went  into 
the  village  often,  and  made  acquaintance  with  evorvbody. 

It  was  just  about  eight  months  after  the  marriage  that  Sir  Peter 
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(lied.  The  death  was  sudden.  Mr.  Layne  was  sent  for  in  haste  to  the 
Grange,  and  found  he  was  too  late.  Too  late  for  'Sir  Peter  :  but  Lady 
Chavasse,  overcome  with  grief  and  terror,  was  in  great  need  of  his 
services. 

There  was  a  baby  expected  at  the  Grange.  Not  yet :  in  three  or 
four  months  to  come.  And,  until  this  child  should  be  born,  the 
baronetcy  had  to  lie  in  abeyance.  If  it  proved  to  be  a  boy,  he  would 
take  his  father's  title  and  fortune ;  if  a  girl,  both  title  and  fortune 
would  lapse  to  some  distant  cousin ;  a  young  man,  compared  with  Sir 
Peter ;  who  was  in  the  navy,  and  was  called  Parker  Chavasse. 

And  now  we  must  give  a  line  or  two  from  one  of  the  diaries  I  spoke 
of.  It  is  Mr.  Layne's :  and  it  appears  to  have  been  partly  kept  as  a 
jirofessional  note-book,  partly  as  a  private  journal.  At  this  time  Mr. 
Layne  was  a  middle-aged  man,  with  three  young  children,  girls ;  he 
had  married  later  than  some  men  do. 

[From  an  Old  Note-book  of  Mr.  Layne's.] 
May  18th. — Have  had  a  fatiguing  day.     Upon  getting  home  from 
my  visit  to  Lady  Chavasse,  there  were  five  different  messages  waiting 
for  me.     It  never  rains  but  it  pours.     Ten  o'clock  p.m.,  and  I  am  dead 
tired ;  but  I  must  write  my  notes  before  going  to  bed. 

I  wish  I  could  get  some  strength  and  spirit  into  Lady  Chavasse. 
This  listlessness  tells  sadly  against  her.  Over  and  over  again  it  has 
been  on  the  tip  of  my  tongue  to  say  it  may  go  hard  with  her  unless 
she  uses  more  exertion  ;  but  I  don't  like  to  frighten  her.  Nearly  four 
months  now  since  Sir  Peter  died,  and  she  has  never  been  out  but  to 
church — and  to  that  she  goes  in  the  pony-carriage.  "  My  lady,  you 
ought  to  walk ;  my  lady,  you  must  walk,"  say  I.  And  it  is  just  as 
though  I  spoke  to  the  post  at  the  lodge-gates. 

I  was  much  surprised  by  what  she  told  me  to-day — that  there  was 
no  settlement  made  on  her  at  her  marriage.  "  Do  you  think  my  baby 
will  be  a  boy,  Mr.  Layne  ?  "  she  asked — as  if  it  were  possible  for  me  to 
tell !  "  If  it  is  not,"  she  went  on,  "  I  shall  have  to  turn  out  of  my 
home  here,  and  I  have  not  another  to  go  to  in  the  wide  world." 
And  then  it  was,  seeing  my  surprise,  that  she  said  there  had  been  no 
settlement.  "  It  was  not  my  husband's  intentional  fault,"  she  con- 
tinued, "  and  I  will  never  have  him  blamed,  come  what  will.  Things 
were  unpleasant  at  my  home,  and  we  hurried  on  the  marriage,  he  and 
I,  so  that  he  might  take  me  out  of  it,  and  there  was  no  time  to  get  a 
sd:tlement  drawn  up,  even  had  we,  either  of  us,  thought  of  it,  which 
we  did  not."  Listening  to  this,  the  notion  struck  me  that  it  must  have 
been  something  like  a  runaway  marriage ;  but  I  said  nothing,  only 
bade  her  take  heart  and  hope  for  a  boy.  "  I  cannot  imagine  any  lot 
in  life  now  so  delightful  as  this  would  be— that  I  and  ray  baby-boy 
sliould  live  on  in  this  charming  place  together — I  training  him  always 
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for  good,"  she  continued— and  a  faint  pink  came  into  her  delicate 
cheek  as  she  said  it,  a  yearning  look  into  her  hazel  eyes.  "You 
would  help  me  to  keep  him  in  health  and  make  him  strong,  would  you 
not,  Mr.  Layne?"  I  answered  that  I  would  do  my  best.  Poor 
thing !  she  was  only  eighteen  yesterday,  she  told  me.  I  hope  she'll 
be  able  to  keep  the  place ;  I  hope  it  won't  go  over  her  head  to  rough 
Parker  Chavasse.    And  a  rough-mannered  man  he  is :  I  saw  him  once. 

Coming  home  I  met  Thompson.  The  lawyer  stopped,  ever  ready 
for  a  chat.  I  spoke  about  this  expected  child,  and  the  changes  its 
arrival  might  make.  "  It's  quite  true  that  Lady  Chavasse  would  have 
to  turn  out,"  said  he.  "  Every  individual  shilling  is  entailed.  Books, 
plate,  carriages— it  all  goes  with  the  title.  I'm  not  sure  but  Sir  Peter'3 
old  clothes  have  to  be  thrown  in  too,  so  strict  is  the  entail.  No 
settlement  on  her,  you  say,  Layne  ?  My  good  fellow,  old  Peter  had 
nothing  to  settle.  He  had  spent  his  income  regularly,  and  there  lay 
nothing  beyond  it.  I've  heard  that  that  was  one  of  the  reasons  why 
the  Custs  objected  to  the  match."  Well,  it  seemed  a  ciu-ious  position : 
I  thought  so  as  Thompson  went  off;  but  I  don't  understand  law,  and 
can  take  his  word  for  it.     And  now  to  bed.     If 

What's  that  ?  A  carriage  drawing  up  to  the  house,  and  the  night- 
bell  !  I  am  wanted  somewhere  as  sure  as  a  gun,  and  my  night's  rest 
is  stopped,  I  suppose.  Who'd  be  a  doctor?  Listen!  There's  my 
wife  opening  the  street-door.  What  does  she  call  out  to  me?  Lady 
Chavasse  not  well  ?  A  carriage  waituig  to  take  me  to  the  Grange  ? 
Thank  fortune  at  least  that  I  have  not  to  walk  there. 

May  22nd. — Four  days,  and  nothing  noted  down.  But  I  have  been 
very  busy,  what  with  Lady  Chavasse  and  other  patients.  The  doubt 
is  over,  and  over  well.  The  little  child  is  a  boy,  and  a  nice  little 
fellow,  too  ;  l>ealthy,  and  likely  to  live.  He  was  born  on  the  20th. 
Lady  Chavasse,  in  her  gladness,  says  she  shall  get  well  all  one  way. 
I  think  she  will :  the  mind  strangely  influences  the  body.  But  my 
lady  is  a  little  hard — what  some  might  call  unforgiving.  Her  mother 
came  very  many  miles,  posting  across  country,  to  see  her  and  be 
reconciled,  and  Lady  Chavasse  refused  to  receive  her.  Mrs.  Cust  had 
to  go  back  again  as  she  came.  I  should  not  like  to  see  my  vvife  treat 
her  mother  so. 

May  30<^.— The  child  is  to  be  named  Geoffry  Arthur.  Sir  Peter 
had  a  dislike  to  his  ovm  name,  and  had  said  he  hoped  never  to  call  a 
boy  of  his  by  the  same.  Lady  Chavasse,  mindful  of  his  every  wish, 
has  fixed  on  the  other  two.  I  asked  her  if  they  were  the  names  of 
relatives :  she  laughed  and  said.  No ;  she  chose  them  because  she 
thought  them  both  nice-sounding  and  noble  names. 

The  above  is  all  that  need  be  copied  from  Mr.  Layne  :  one  has  to 
be  chary  of  space.     Little  Sir  Geoffry  grew  and  thrived  :  and  it  was  a 
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pleasure,  people  say,  to  see  how  happy  his  mother  and  he  were,  and 
how  she  devoted  herself  to  him.  He  had  come  to  her  in  the  midst  of 
her  desolation,  when  she  had  nothing  else  to  care  for  in  life.  It  was 
already  seen  that  he  would  be  much  like  his  father,  who  had  been  a 
I'ery  good-looking  man  in  his  day.  Little  Geoftry  had  Sir  Peter's 
fair  complexion  and  his  dark-blue  eyes.  He  was  a  sweet,  tractable 
child  ;  and  Lady  Chavasse  thought  him  just  an  angel  come  down  from 
heaven. 

Time  went  on.  When  Geoffry  was  about  seven  years  old — and  a 
very  pretty  boy,  with  fair  curls — he  went  out  surreptitiously  on  a 
fishing  expedition,  fell  into  the  pond,  and  was  nearly  drowned.  It  left 
a  severe  cold  upon  him,  which  his  nurse,  Wilkins,  said  serv^ed  him 
right.  However,  from  that  time  he  seemed  to  be  less  strong ;  and  at 
length  Lady  Chavasse  took  him  to  London  to  show  him  to  the  doctors. 
The  doctors  told  her  he  ought  to  be,  for  a  time,  in  a  warmer  climate  : 
and  she  went  with  him  into  Devonshire.  But  he  still  kept  delicate. 
And  the  upshot  was  that  Lady  Chavasse  let  the  Grange  for  a  long 
term  to  the  Goldingham  family,  and  went  away. 

And  so,  many  years  passed.  The  Goldinghams  lived  on  at  the 
Grange :  and  Lady  Chavasse  nearly  slipped  out  of  remembrance. 
Mr.  Layne  fell  into  ill  health  as  he  grew  older,  and  advertised  for  a 
partner.  It  was  Duff  ham  who  answered  it  (a  youngish  man  then)  and 
they  went  into  arrangements. 

It  is  necessary  to  say  something  of  Mr.  Layne's  children.  There 
were  four  of  them,  girls.  The  eldest,  Susan,  married  a  Lieutenant 
Layne  (some  distant  relative,  who  came  from  the  West  Indies),  and 
went  Avith  him  to  India,  where  his  regiment  was  serving,  taking  also 
her  next  sister,  Eleanor.  The  third,  Elizabeth,  was  at  home ;  the 
young  one,  Mary,  born  several  years  after  the  others,  was  in  a  school 
as  governess-pupil,  or  under-teacher.  It  is  not  often  that  village 
practitioners  can  save  money,  let  alone  make  a  fortune. 

The  next  thing  was,  that  Mr.  Layne  died.  His  death  made  all  the 
difference  to  his  family.  Mr.  Duff  ham  succeeded  to  the  practice ;  by 
arrangement  he  was  to  pay  something  yearly  for  five  years  to  Mrs. 
Layne  ;  and  she  had  a  small  income  of  her  own.  She  would  not  quit 
the  house  ;  it  was  hers  now  her  husband  was  gone.  Mr.  Duff  ham  took 
one  opposite  :  a  tall  house,  with  a  bow-window  to  the  parlour  :  before 
tjiat,  he  had  been  in  apartments.  Mary  Layne  came  home  about  tin's 
time,  and  stayed  there  for  some  weeks.  She  had  been  much  over- 
worked in  the  school,  and  Mrs.  Layne  thought  she  required  rest.  She 
was  a  pleasing  girl,  with  soft  brown  ejes  and  a  nice  face,  and  was  very 
good  and  gentle  ;  thinking  always  of  others,  never  of  self.  Old  Duf!'ham 
may  choose  to  deny  it  now  he's  grown  older,  but  he  thought  her  superior 
then  to  the  whole  world. 

Matters  were  in  this  state  when  news  spread  that  the  Goldinghams 
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had  received  notice  to  quit  the  G  range :  Sir  Geofiry,  who  would  be  of 
age  the  following  year,  was  coming  home  to  it  with  his  mother.  Ac- 
cordingly the  Goldinghams  departed  ;  and  the  place  was  re-embellished 
and  put  in  order  for  the  rightful  owner.  He  arrived  in  April  witli  Lady 
Chavasse  :  and  I'll  copy  for  you  what  Duffham  says  about  it.  Mr. 
Layne  had  then  been  dead  about  two  veare 

[Fro7)i  Mr.  Duf ham's  Diary.] 

April  29/7'. — The  new  people — or  I  suj^pose  I  ought  to  say  the  old 
people — reached  the  Grange  yesterday,  and  I  was  called  in  to-day  to  the 
lady's-maid— Wilkins.  My  lady  I  don't  like ;  Su-  Geoffry  I  do.  He 
is  a.  good-looking,  slight  young  map  of  middle  height,  with  a  fair  refined 
face  and  honest  eyes,  blue  as  they  tell  me  Su-  Peter's  used  to  be.  An 
honourable,  weU-intentioned  young  fellow  I  am  sure ;  affable  and  con- 
siderate as  his  mother  is  haughty.  Poor  La}Tie  used  to  cry  her  up  ;  he 
thought  great  things  of  her.  I  do  not.  It  may  be  that  power  has 
made  her  selfish,  and  foreign  travel  imperious ;  but  she's  both  selfish 
and  imperious  now.  She  is  nice-looking  still ;  and  though  she  wants 
but  a  year  of  forty,  and  her  son  is  only  one-and-twenty,  they  are  almost 
like  brother  and  sister.  Or  would  be,  but  for  Sir  Geoffry's  exceeding 
consideration  for  his  mother;  his  love  and  deference  for  her  are  a 
pattern  to  the  young  men  of  the  present  day.  She  has  trained  him  to 
be  obedient,  that's  certain,  and  to  love  her  too  :  and  so  I  suppose  she 
has  done  her  duty  by  him  well.  He  came  down  the  broad  walk  with 
me  from  the  haU-door,  talking  of  his  mother :  I  had  happened  to  say 
that  the  place  must  seem  quite  strange  to  Lady  Chavasse.  "  Yes,  it 
must,"  he  answered.  "  She  has  exiled  herself  from  it  for  my  sake. 
Mr.  Duft'ham,"  he  continued  warmly,  "  you  cannot  imagine  what  an 
admirable  mother  mine  has  been !  She  resigned  ease,  rest,  society,  to 
devote  herself  to  me.  She  gave  me  a  home-tutor,  that  she  might  her- 
self watch  over  and  train  me ;  she  went  to  and  fro  between  England 
and  foreign  places  with  me  everlastingly ;  even  when  I  was  at  Oxford, 
she  took  a  house  a  mile  or  two  out,  that  we  might  not  be  quite  separated. 
I  pray  Heaven  constantly  that  I  may  never  cross  her  in  thought,  word, 
or  deed  :  but  live  only  to  repay  her  love."  Rather  Utopian  this  :  but 
I  honour  the  young  fellow  for  it.  I've  only  seen  him  for  an  hour  at 
most,  and  am  already  wishing  there  were  more  like  him  in  the  world. 
If  his  mother  has  faults,  he  does  not  see  them ;  he  will  never  honour 
any  other  woman  as  he  honours  her.  A  contrast,  this,  to  the  contempt, 
ingratitude,  and  disrespect  that  some  sons  think  it  manly  to  show  their 
best  and  truest  eartlily  parent. 

My  lady  is  vexed,  I  can  see,  at  this  inopportune  illness  of  her  maid's ; 
for  the  Grange  is  all  upside  down  with  the  preparations  for  the  grand 
fete  to  be  held  on  the  20th  of  next  month,  when  Sir  Geofiry  will  come 
of  age.     Wilkins  has  been  in  the  family  for  many  years  :  she  was 
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originally  the  boy's  nurse  :  and  ia  quite  the  right  hand  of  Lady 
Chavasse,  so  far  as  household  management  goes.  Her  illness  just  now 
is  inopportime. 

[End,  for  the  present,  of  Mr.  Duf ham's  Diary.]     ' 

Nothing  was  talked  of,  in  the  village  or  out  of  it,  but  the  grand 
doings  that  were  to  usher  in  the  majority  of  Sir  Geoffry.  As  to  Lady 
Chavasse,  few  people  had  seen  her.  Her  maid's  illness,  as  was  sup- 
posed, kept  her  indoors ;  and  some  of  the  guests  were  already  arriving 
at  the  Grange. 

One  morning,  when  it  wanted  about  a  week  to  the  20th,  Mrs.  Layne, 
making  a  pillow-case  at  her  parlour  window,  in  her  widow's  cap  and 
spectacles,  with  the  Venetian  blind  open  to  get  all  the  light  she  could, 
was  startled  by  seeing  Lady  Chavasse's  barouche  draw  up  to  her  door, 
and  Lady  Chavasse  preparing  to  descend  from  it.  Mrs.  Layne 
instinctively  rose,  as  to  a  superior,  and  took  her  glasses  off:  it  has  been 
said  she  was  of  a  humble  turn :  and  upon  Lady  Chavasse  fixing  her 
C3es  upon  her  in  what  seemed  some  surprise,  dropped  a  curtsy,  and 
thought  to  herself  how  fortunate  it  was  she  happened  to  have  put  a 
clean  new  cap  on.  With  that.  Lady  Chavasse  said  something  to  the 
footman,  who  banged  the  carriage-door  to,  and  ordered  the  coachman 
across  the  road.  Mrs.  Layne  vmderstood  it  at  once  :  she  had  come  to 
the  house  in  mistake  for  Duffham's.  Of  course,  with  that  grand 
carriage  to  look  at  opposite,  and  the  gorgeous  servants,  and  my  lady, 
in  a  violet  velvet  mantle  trimmed  with  ermine,  alighting  and  stepping 
in  to  Duft'ham's,  Mrs.  Layne  let  fall  her  pillow-case,  and  did  no  more 
of  it.  But  she  was  not  prepared,  when  Lady  Chavasse  came  out  again 
with  Mr.  Dutfham,  to  see  him  escort  her  over  the  road  to  her  gate. 
Mrs.  LajTie  had  just  time  to  open  her  parlour-door,  and  say  to  the 
servant,  "In  the  other  room  :  show  her  ladyship  into  the  other  room," 
before  she  went  off  into  complete  bewilderment,  and  ran  away  with  the 
pillow-case. 

The  other  room  was  the  best  room.  Mary  Layne  sat  there  at  the  old 
piano,  practising.  She  had  seen  and  heard  nothing  of  all  this ;  and 
rose  in  astonishment  when  the  invasion  took  place.  A  beautiful  lady, 
whom  Mary  did  not  know  or  recognize,  was  holding  out  a  delicatel}'- 
gloved  hand  to  her,  and  saying  that  she  resembled  her  father.  It  was 
Mary  Layne's  first  meeting  with  Lady  Chavasse  :  she  had  just  come 
home  again  from  some  heavy  place  of  teaching,  finding  her  strength 
unequal  to  it.         .  . 

"  I  should  have  known  you,  I  think,  for  a  daughter  of  Mr.  Layne's 
had  I  met  j^ou  in  the  street,"  said  Lady  Chavasse,  graciously. 

Mary  was  blushing  like  anything.  Lady  Chavasse  thought  her  an 
elegant  girl,  in  spite  of  the  shabby  black  silk  she  was  dressed  in :  very 
pretty  too.     At  least,  it  w-as  a  nice  countenance ;  and  my  lady  quite 
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took  to  it.  Mrs.  Layne,  having  collected  her  wits,  and  taken  off  her 
apron,  came  in  then :  and  Mary,  who  was  humble-minded  also,  though 
not  exactly  in  the  same  way  that  her  mother  was,  modestly  retired. 

My  lady  was  all  graciousness :  just  as  much  so  that  morning  as  she  . 
used  to  be.  Perhaps  the  sight  of  Mrs.  Layne  put  her  ui  mind  of  the 
old  days  when  she  was  herself  suffering  trouble  in  a  widow's  cap,  and 
not  knowing  how  matters  would  turn  out  for  her,  or  how  they  would 
not.  She  told  Mrs.  Layne  that  she  had,  unthinkingly,  bid  her  servants 
that  morning  drive  to  Mr.  Layne^s!  and  it  was  only  when  she  saw 
Mrs.  Layne  at  the  window  in  her  widow's  cap,  that  she  remembered 
the  mistake.  She  talked  of  her  son  Geoffry,  praising  his  worth  and  his 
goodness ;  she  bade  Mrs.  Layne  to  the  fete  on  the  20th,  saying  she 
must  come  and  bring  her  two  daughters,  and  she  would  take  no  denial. 
And  Mrs.  Layne,  curtsying  again — which  did  not  become  her,  for  she 
was  short  and  stout — opened  the  front-door  to  her  ladyship  with  her  own 
hands,  and  stood  there  curtsying  until  the  carriage  had  dashed  away. 

"  We'll  go  on  the  20th,"  she  said  to  her  daughters.  "  I  didn't  like 
to  say  nay  to  her  ladyship  ;  and  I  should  be  glad  to  see  what  the  young 
heir's  like.  He  was  as  pretty  a  boy  as  you'd  wish  to  see.  There'll  no 
doubt  be  some  people  there  of  our  own  condition  that  we  can  mix  with, 
and  it  will  be  in  the  open  air  :  so  we  shan't  feel  strange." 

But  when  the  day  arrived,  and  they  had  reached  the  Grange,  it  seemed 
that  they  felt  very  strange.  Whether  amidst  the  crowds  they  did  not 
find  any  of  their  "own  condition,"  or  that  none  were  there,  Mrs.  Layne 
did  not  know.  Once,  they  came  near  Lady  Chavasse.  Lady  Chavasse, 
surrounded  by  a  bevy  of  people  that  Mrs.  Layne  took  to  be  lords  and 
ladies — and  perhaps  she  was  right — bowed  distantly,  and  waved  her 
hand,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  Make  yourselves  at  home,  but  don't  trouble 
me  :  "  and  Mrs.  Layne  curtsyed  herself  to  a  respectful  distance.  It  was 
a  fine  bright  day,  very  warm ;  and  she  sat  on  a  bench  in  the  park  with 
her  daughters,  listening  to  the  band,  looking  at  the  company,  and  wonder- 
ing which  was  the  heir.  Some  hours  seemed  to  pass  in  this  way,  and 
gradually  the  grounds  grew  deserted.  People  were  eating  and  drinking 
in  a  distant  tent — the  lords  and  ladies  Mrs.  Layne  supposed,  and  she 
did  not  presume  to  venture  amongst  them.  Presently  a  young  man 
approached,  who  had  observed  from  a  distance  the  solitary  group.  A 
fat  old  lady  in  widow's  mourning ;  and  the  younger  ones  in  pretty 
white  bonnets  and  new  black  silks. 

"  Will  you  allow  me  to  take  you  where  you  will  find  some  refresh- 
ment? "  he  said,  raising  his  hat,  and  addressing  Mrs.  Layne. 

She  paused  before  answering,  taken  aback  by  his  looks,  as  slie 
described  it  afterwards,  for  he  put  her  in  mind  of  Sir  Peter.  It  was  as 
nice  a  face  as  Sir  Peter's  used  to  bo,  clean-shaved,  except  for  the  hght 
whiskers :  and  if  those  were  not  Sir  Peter's  kindly  blue  eyes,  why,  her 
memory  failed  her.     But  the  dress  puzzled  Mrs.  Layne :  he  wore  a 
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dark-blue  frock-coat  and  grey  troupers,  a  white  waistcoat  with  a  ihiu 
gold  chain  passed  across  it  and  a  drooping  seal :  all  very  nice  and 
gentlemanly  certainly,  but  quite  plain.  What  she  had  expected  to  rca 
the  heir  attired  in,  Mrs.  Layne  never  afterwards  settled  with  herself; 
perhaps  purple  and  miniver. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon  sir,"  she  said,  speaking  at  length,  '•  but  I  think 
you  must  be  Sir  Geotlry  V  " 

"  Yes,  I  am  Sir  Geoffry.' 

"  Lord  bless  me  !"  cried  Mrs.  Layne. 

She  told  him  wlio  she  was,  adding,  as  an  a]K)logy  for  being  found 
there,  that  her  hulysliip  had  invited  her  and  her  girls,  and  wouldn't 
take  a  tlenial.  Geoffry  held  out  his  arm  cordially  to  lead  her  to  the 
tent,  and  glanced  behind  at  the  "girls,"  remembering  what  his  mother 
liad  said  to  him  of  one  of  them :  "  a  sweet-looking  young  woman, 
Geofiry,  poor  Layne's  daughter,  quite  an  elegant  girl."  Yes,  she  was 
sweet-looking  and  elegant  also,  Geoffry  decided.  The  elder  one  was 
like  her  mother,  short,  stout,  and — Geoffry  could  not  help  seeing  it — 
commonplace.  He  told  Mrs.  Layne  that  he  could  remember  her 
husband  still :  he  spoke  of  a  ride  the  doctor  iiad  taken  him,  seated 
before  him  on  his  horse ;  and  altogether  in  that  short  minute  or  two 
won,  by  his  true  aflability,  the  heart  of  the  doctor's  widow. 

The  tent  was  crowded  to  confusion.  Waiters  were  running  about, 
and  there  was  much  rattle  of  knives  and  forks.  Sir  Geoffry  could  find 
only  two  places  anywhere  ;  at  which  he  seated  Mrs.  Layne  and  her 
daughter  Elizabeth,  according  to  precedence. 

"  I  will  find  you  a  place  in  the  other  tent,  if  you  will  come  with  me," 
he  said  to  Mary. 

She  wished  to  refuse.  She  had  a  suspicion  that  the  other  tent  was 
the  one  for  the  "  lords  and  ladies,"  people  who  were  altogether  above 
her.  But  Sir  Geoffry  was  holding  up  the  canvas  tor  her  to  pass  out, 
and  she  was  too  timid  to  disobey.  He  walked  by  her  side  almost  in 
silence,  speaking  a  courteous  word  or  two  only,  to  put  her  at  her  ease. 
The  band  was  playing  "  The  Roast  Beef  of  Old  England." 

But  the  other  tent  seemed  in  worse  confusion  as  far  as  crowding 
went.  Some  one  turned  on  her  seat  to  accost  Sir  Geoffry :  a  slight, 
upright  girl,  with  tinely-carved  features  of  that  creamy  white  rarely 
seen,  and  a  hauglity  expression  in  her  very  light  eyes. 

"  You  are  being  waited  for,  Geoffry.  Don't  you  know  that  you 
preside  ?  " 

"  No ;  nonsense  ! "  he  answered.  "  There's  to  be  nothing  of  that  sort, 
Rachel ;  no  presiding.  I  am  going  to  walk  about  and  look  out  for 
stray  people.  Some  of  the  strangers  will  get  nothing,  if  they  are  not 
seen  after.    Could  you  make  room  for  one  by  you  '?  " 

"  Who  is  it  ?  "  she  asked. 

Sir  Geoffry  said  a  Avord  in  her  ear,  and  she  moved  a  few  inches 
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higher  up.  He  stepped  back  to  Mary  Layne.  She  had  been  looking 
at  the  young  lady,  who  was  so  richly  dressed — in  some  thin  material  of 
shimmering  blue  and  lace — and  who  was  so  utterly  at  her  ease  as  to  be 
sitting  without  her  bonnet,  which  she  had  jjut  at  her  feet. 

"We  have  made  a  place  for  you,"  said  Sir  Geofhy.  "  I  fear  you 
will  be  a  little  crowded.    Miss  LajTie,  Rachel." 

Mary  waited  to  thank  him  before  taking  it.  Her  cheeks  were  full  of 
blushes,  her  soft  dark  eyes  went  out  to  his.  She  felt  ashamed  that 
he  should  take  so  much  trouble  for  her,  and  strove  to  say  so.  Sir 
Geoffry  held  her  hand  while  he  answered,  his  own  eyes  looking  back 
again. 

But  Mary  sat  for  some  minutes  before  any  one  came  to  wait  on  her. 
The  young  lady  whom  Sir  Geoffry  had  called  Rachel  was  busy  with 
her  own  plate,  and  did  not  observe.     Presently,  she  looked  round. 

"  Dear  me !  what  are  they  about  ?  Field  ! "  she  imperatively  called 
to  the  butler,  who  was  passing.     He  turned  at  once. 

"My  lady?" 

"  Have  the  goodness  to  attend  here,"  said  Lady  Rachel,  indicating 
the  vacant  space  before  Miss  Layne.  "  This  young  lady  has  had 
nothing." 

"  So  I  really  am  amidst  the  lords  and  ladies,"  thought  Mary,  as  the 
butler  presented  her  with  a  card  of  the  dishes,  made  out  in  French, 
and  inquh-ed  what  she  would  be  pleased  to  take.  She  was  inex- 
perienced and  shj' ;  and  did  not  know  where  to  look  or  what  to  say. 
Lady  Rachel  spoke  to  her  once  or  twice,  and  was  civilly  distant :  and 
so  the  half-hour  was  got  over.  When  Sir  Geoffry's  health  was  proposed 
by  Lord  L.,  the  young  baronet  suddenly  appeared  in  his  rightful  place 
at  the  head  of  the  table.  He  thanked  them  all  very  heartily  in  a  few 
words  ;  and  said  he  hoped  he  sliould  live  long,  as  they  had  all  just  been 
wishing  him,  live  that  he  might  repay  his  dear  mother  one  tithe  of  the 
sacrifices  she  had  made,  and  the  love  she  had  lavished  on  him. 

The  cheers  broke  forth  as  he  finished,  his  eyes  wet  with  the  sincerity 
of  his  feeling,  the  music  burst  out  with  a  crash,  "  See  the  conquering 
hero  comes,"  and  Mary  Layne  felt  every  nerve  thrill  within  her ;  as  if 
she  would  faint  with  the  excess  of  unwonted  emotion. 

[Mr.  Duff  ham's  Dia7-y.] 

June  2nd. — The  rejoicings  are  well  over,  and  Sir  Geofliy  Chavasse  is 
his  own  master.  In  law,  at  any  rate ;  but  it  strikes  me  he  will  never 
know  any  will  but  his  mother's.  It's  not  that  he  possesses  none  of  his 
own — rather  the  contrary,  I  fancy  ;  but  in  his  filial  love  and  reverence 
lie  merges  it  in  hers.  It  is,  on  the  one  hand,  good  to  see ;  on  the 
other,  one  can  but  fancy  his  ideal  of  the  fifth  commandment  is  some- 
what exaggerated.  Lady  Chavasse  on  her  part  seems  bound  up  in  him. 
T'l  him  there  is  no  sign  of  imperiousness,  no  assertion  of  self-will:  and, 
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BO  far  as  can  be  seen,  she  does  not  txact  deference.  "  Geoliry,  would 
you  wish  this  ?  "  she  says.  "  Geoflfry,  would  you  like  the  other.?  My 
darling  Geoffry,  don't  you  think  it  might  be  well  to  do  so-and-so  ?  " 
No.  It  is  a  case  of  genuine  filial  respect  and  love ;  and  one  can  but 
honour  Lady  Chavasse  for  have  gained  it. 

My  lady  has  condescended  to  be  almost  confidential  with  me.  The 
illness  of  her  maid  has  been  a  long  and  serious  one,  and  I  have  had  to 
be  a  good  deal  at  the  Grange.  "  Sir  Geoffry  is  engaged  to  be  married, 
Mr.  Duffham,"  she  said  to  me  yesterday,  when  our  conversation  had 
tinned — as  it  often  does  turn — on  Sir  Geoffry.  I  could  not  help  showing 
some  surprise :  and,  one  word  leading  to  another,  I  soon  gi-asped  the 
whole  case.  Not  so  much  by  what  she  directly  said,  as  by  the  habit  I 
have  of  putting  two-and-two  together. 

Conspicuous  amidst  the  guests  at  the  fete  on  the  20th  of  May,  was 
Lady  Rachel  Derrestou :  a  cold,  self-possessed  ghl,  vAih  strictly  classical 
features,  and  the  palest  blue  eyes  I  ever  saw.  It  would  be  a  very 
handsome  face — and  indeed  is  so — but  for  its  cold,  proud  expression ; 
she  is  the  daughter  of  one  of  Lady  Chavasse's  sisters,  who  married  the 
Earl  of  Derreston,  and  is  now  a  very  slenderly-portioned  widow  with 
some  expensive  daughters.  It  is  to  this  Lady  Eachel  that  Sir  Geoffry 
is  engaged.  The  engagement  is  not  of  his  own  seeking,  or  of  hers ; 
the  two  mothers  settled  it  between  them  when  the  children  were 
young ;  they  have  been  brought  up  to  look  on  each  other  as  future 
husband  and  wife,  and  have  done  so  as  a  matter-of-course.  Neither  of 
them,  by  what  I  can  gather,  has  the  slightest  intention,  or  wsli,  to  turn 
aside  from  fulfilling  the  contract :  they  vnW  ratify  it  in  just  the  same 
business  manner  and  with  the  same  calm  feelings  that  they  would  take 
the  lease  of  a  house.  It  is  not  their  fault :  they  should  not  have  been 
led  into  it.  Human  nature  is  cross  and  contrary  as  a  crab :  had  the 
two  young  people  been  thrown  together  now  for  the  first  time,  and 
been  warned  not  to  fall  m  lo\'e  with  each  other,  the  chances  are  they 
would  have  tumbled  headlong  into  it  before  the  week  was  out :  as  it 
is,  they  Uke  each  other  as  cousins,  or  brother  and  sister,  but  they'll 
never  get  beyond  that.  I  can  see.  The  two  old  sisters  have  a  private 
understanding  with  each  other — and  my  young  Lady  Rachel  dutifully 
falls  in  with  it — that  after  the  marriage  Lady  Chavasse  shall  still  live 
and  rule  at  the  Grange.  Indeed  she  implied  it  when  she  let  fall  the 
words,  perhaps  unthinkingly — "  Geoffry  would  never  marry  to  put  me 
out  of  my  home  here,  Mr.  Duffham."  And  I  am  sure  that  he  never 
would. 

Lady  Rachel  is  here  still.  I  often  see  her  and  Sir  Geoffry  together, 
indoors  or  out ;  but  I  have  never  yet  seen  a  symptom  of  courtship  on 
either  side.  They  call  each  other  "  Geoffry "'  and  '•  Rachel ;  "  and  are 
as  indifferently  familiar  as  brother  and  sister.  That  they  will  be 
sufficiently  happy  with  a  quiet,  moonlight  kind  of  happiness,  is  almost 
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sure.  I  find  that  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  mention  this  engagement 
abroad :  and  tliat's  why  I  say  my  lady  has  grown  confidential  with 
me. 

June  2^th. — ^Wilkins  continues  very  ill ;  and  it  puts  my  lady  about 
amazingly.  The  maid  who  has  been  taking  Wilkins's  duties,  Hester 
Picker,  is  a  country  girl  of  the  locality.  Goody  Picker's  daughter ;  her 
sen-ices  being  as  difierent  from  those  of  the  easy,  experienced  Wilkins, 
as  darkness  is  from  light.  "  She  manages  my  hair  atrociously,"  cried 
my  lady  to  me,  one  day,  in  her  vexation ;  "  she  attempted  to  write  a 
note  ibr  me  in  answer  to  inquiries  for  the  character  of  my  late  page, 
and  the  spelling  was  so  bad  it  could  not  be  sent." 

Lady  llachel  has  left.  Sir  Geoflry  escorted  her  to  her  home  (near 
Bath),  stayed  two  days  there,  and  came  back  again.  And  glad  to  be 
back,  evidently :  he  does  not  care  to  be  long  separated  from  his  mother. 
The  more  I  see  of  this  young  fellow,  the  more  I  like  him.  He  has  no 
bad  habits ;  does  not  smoke  or  swear :  reads,  rides,  drives,  loves 
flowers,  and  is  ever  ready  to  do  a  good  turn  for  rich  or  poor.  "  You 
appear  to  have  gi'own  up  quite  strong.  Sir  GeofFry,"  I  said  to  him  to- 
day when  we  were  in  the  greenhouse,  and  he  leaped  on  a  ledge  to  do 
something  or  other  to  the  broken  cord  of  the  window.  "  Oh,  quite," 
he  answered.  "  I  think  I  am  stronger  and  heartier  than  most  men : 
and  I  owe  thanks  for  it  to  my  mother.  It  was  not  only  my  health  of 
body  she  cared  for  and  watched  over,  but  of  mind.  She  taught  me  to 
love  rational  pursuits ;  she  showed  me  how  to  choose  the  good,  and 
reject  the  evil :  it  is  she  alone  who  has  made  me  what  I  am." 

July  6th. — Mary  Layne  is  going  to  the  Grange  as  companion  to 
Lady  Chavasse.  "  Humble  companion,"  as  my  lady  takes  care  to  put 
it.  It  has  been  brought  about  in  this  way.  Wilkins  is  slightly  im- 
proving :  but  it  will  be  months  before  she  can  resume  her  duties  about 
Lady  Chavasse :  and  my  lady  has  at  length  got  this  opinion  out  of  me. 
"  Five  or  six  months !  "  she  exclaimed  in  dismay.  "  But  it  is  only 
what  I  have  lately  suspected.  Mr.  Duffham,  I  have  been  thinking  that 
I  must  take  a  companion ;  and  now  this  has  confirmed  it.  A  humble 
companion,  who  will  not  object  to  do  my  hair  on  state  occasions,  and 
superintend  Picker  in  trimming  my  dresses,  especially  the  lace ;  and 
wlio  will  write  notes  for  me  when  I  desire  it,  and  read  to  me  when  Sir 
Geoftry's  not  here  ;  and  sit  with  me  if  I  wish  it.  She  wouldn't  dine 
with  us,  of  course  ;  but  I  might  sometimes  let  her  sit  down  to  luncheon, 
lu  short,  what  I  want  is  a  well-educated,  lady-like  yoiuig  woman,  who 
will  make  herself  useful.     Do  you  happen  to  know  of  one  ?  " 

I  mentioned  Mary  Layne.  She  has  been  wishing  not  to  return  to 
the  heavy  work  and  confinement  of  a  school,  where  she  had  to  sit  up 
late,  night  after  night,  correcting  exercises,  and  touching  up  drawings 
by  gas-light.  My  lady  ciught  at  it  at  onro.  "  Mary  Layne  !  the  very 
thing.     I  like  the  look  of  the  girl  much,  Mr.  Duffham ;  and  of  course 
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slie  won't  be  above  doing  anything  required  of  her :  Lanie,  the 
apothecary's  daughter,  cannot  be  called  a  gentlewoman  in  position, 
you  know." 

She  forgot  I  was  an  apothecary  also;  I'll  give  her  that  credit. 
But  this  is  a  specimen  of  the  way  my  lady's  exclusive  spirit  peeps 
out. 

And  so  it  is  settled.  And  if  Miss  Mary  had  been  suddenly  offered 
a  position  in  the  Royal  household,  she  could  not  have  thought  more  of 
it.  "  Mr.  Durt'ham,  I  will  try  my  very  best  to  satisfy  Lady  Chavasse," 
says  she  to  me,  in  an  ecstasy ;  "  I  will  do  anything  and  everything 
leqnired  of  me  :  who  am  I,  that  I  should  be  above  it?  "  And  by  the 
glistening  of  her  sweet  brown  eyes,  and  the  rose-blush  on  her  cheeks, 
it  would  seem  that  she  fancies  she  is  going  into  fairy-land.  Well,  tlie 
(irange  is  a  nice  jilace  :  and  she  is  to  have  thirty  guineas  a-j^ear.  At 
the  last  school  she  had  twenty  pounds  :  at  the  first  ten. 

[End  of  the  Diary  for  the  present.] 
Miss  Layne  entered  the  Grange  with  trepidation.  She  had  never 
been  inside  the  house,  and  at  first  thought  it  was  foiry-laiid  realized 
and  that  she  was  out  of  place  in  it.  A  broad  flight  of  three  or  four 
steps  led  up  to  the  wide  entrance-door ;  the  brilliant  colours  from  the 
painted  windows  shone  on  the  mosaic  pavement  of  the  hall ;  on  the 
right  were  the  grand  drawing-rooms ;  on  the  left  the  dining-room  and 
Sir  Geoff'ry's  library.  Behind  the  library,  going  down  a  step  or  two 
was  a  low,  shady  apartment,  its  glass  doors  opening  to  a  small  grass 
plat,  round  which  flowers  were  planted ;  and  be3'ond  it  lay  the  fragrant 
lierbary.  This  little  room  was  called  the  garden-room ;  and  on  the 
morning  of  Miss  Layne's  arrival,  after  she  had  taken  off  her  things, 
Hester  Picker  (who  thought  almost  as  much  of  the  old  surgeon's 
daughter  as  she  did  of  my  lady)  curtsyed  her  into  it,  and  said  it 
was  to  be  Miss  Lavne's  sitting-room,  when  she  was  not  with  my 
la.ly. 

]V[ary  Layne  looked  around.  She  thought  it  charming.  It  had  an 
old  Turkey  carpet,  and  faded  red  chairs,  and  a  shabby  checked  cloth 
on  the  table,  with  other  ancient  furniture ;  but  the  subdued  light  was 
gi-ateful  after  the  garish  July  sun,  and  a  sweetness  came  in  from  the 
lierbs  and  flowers.  Mary  stood,  wondering  what  she  had  to  do  first, 
and  not  quite  daring  to  sit  down  even  on  one  of  the  old  red  chairs. 
The  Grange  was  the  Grange,  and  my  lady  was  my  lady ;  and  they 
were  altogether  above  the  sphere  in  which  she  had  been  brought  up. 
She  had  a  new  lilac  muslin  dress  on,  fresh  and  simple ;  her  smooth 
brown  hair  had  a  bit  of  lilac  ribbon  in  it ;  and  she  looked  as  pretty  and 
ladylike  as  a  girl  can  look.  Standing  at  the  back,  there  beyond  the 
able,  was  she,  when  Sir  Geoffiy  walked  in  at  the  glass  doors,  his  light 
summer  coat  thrown  back,  and  a  heap  of  small  paper  packets  in  his 
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hands,  containing  seeds.     At  first  he  looked  astonished :  not  remember- 
ing her. 

"  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon !  "  he  exclaimed,  his  face  lighting  up,  as  he 
took  off  his  straw  hat.  "  Miss  Mary  Layne,  I  think.  I  did  not  know 
3'ou  at  the  moment.    My  mother  said  she  expected  you  to-day," 

He  came  round  to  her  with  outstretcherl  hand,  and  then  put  a  chair 
for  her,  just  as  though  she  had  been  a  duchess — or  Lady  Rachel 
Derreston.  Mary  did  not  take  the  chair  :  she  felt  strange  in  her  new 
home,  and  as  yet  very  timid. 

"I  am  not  sure  what  Lady  Chavasse  would  wish  me  to  do,"  she 
ventured  to  say,  believing  it  might  be  looked  upon  as  next  door  to  a 
crime  to  be  seen  idle,  in  a  place  where  she  was  to  receive  thirty  guineas 
a-year.     "  There  appears  to  be  no  work  here." 

*'  G-et  a  book,  and  read  !  "  cried  Sir  Geoffry.  "  I'll  find  you  one  as 
soon  as  I  have  put  up  these  seeds.  A  box  of  new  novels  has  just  come 
from  to\vn.  I  hope  you  ^vi]l  make  yourself  at  home  with  us,  and  be 
happy,"  he  added,  in  his  kindness. 

"  Thank  you,  sir;  I  am  sure  I  shall  " 

He  was  putting  up  the  seeds,  when  Lady  Chavasse  entered.  She 
had  a  way  of  taking  likes  and  dislikes,  and  she  never  scrupled  to  show 
either.  On  this  first  day,  it  seemed  that  she  did  not  know  how  to  make 
enough  of  Mary.  She  chose  to  forget  that  she  was  only  to  be  the 
humble  companion,  and  treated  her  as  a  guest.  She  carried  her  in  to 
take  luncheon  with  herself  and  Sir  Geoffry ;  she  made  her  play  and 
sing ;  she  showed  her  the  drawing-rooms  and  the  flower-gardens,  and 
finally  took  her  out  in  the  barouche.  She  certainly  did  not  ask  her  in 
to  dinner,  but  said  she  should  expect  her  to  come  to  the  drawing-room 
afterwai'ds,  and  spend  the  evening.  And  Miss  Layne,  not  ignorant  of 
the  customs  obtaining  in  gi'eat  houses,  dressed  herself  for  it  in  her  one 
evening  dress  of  white  spotted  muslin,  and  changed  the  lilac  ribbon  in 
her  hair  for  blue. 

So  that,  you  perceive,  the  girl  was  inaugurated  at  the  Grange  as  a 
young  lady,  almost  as  an  equal,  and  not  as  a  servant — as  Lady 
Chavasse's  true  opinion  would  have  classed  her.  That  was  mistake 
the  first.  For  it  led  Sir  Geoffry  to  make  a  companion  of  Miss  Layne  ; 
that  is,  to  treat  her  as  though  she  belonged  to  their  order  ,•  which 
otherwise  he  certainly  would  not  have  done.  Had  Miss  Layne  been 
assigned  her  true  place  at  first — the  place  that  Lady  Chavasse  meant 
her  to  fill,  that  of  an  inferior  and  humble  dcjiendcnt — Sir  Geoffry,  out 
of  simple  respect  to  the  girl  and  to  his  mother,  would  have  kept  his 
distance. 

As  the  time  passed  on  they  grew  great  friends.  Lady  Chavasse 
retained  her  liking  for  Mary,  and  saw  no  harm  in  the  gi'owing  intimacy 
with  Sir  Geoffry.  That  was  mistake  the  second.  Both  of  them  were 
drifting  into  love;  but  Lady  Chavasse  di'eamt  it  not.    The  social  gulf 
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that  spread  itself  between  Sir  Geoffry  Chavasse,  of  Cluxvasse  (irau,<;e, 
and  Mary  Layne,  daughter  of  the  late  hard-worked  village  apothecary, 
was  one  tliat  Lady  Chavasse  would  lia\e  said  (had  she  been  asked  to 
think  about  it)  could  never  be  bridged  over :  and  for  this  very  reason 
she  saw  no  danger  in  the  intercourse.  She  regarded  Mary  Layne  as 
of  a  totally  different  caste  from  themselves,  and  never  supposed  but  Sir 
Geoffry  did  so  too. 

And  so  time  went  on,  on  the  wings  of  love.  There  were  garden 
walks  together  and  moonlight  saunterings ;  meetings  in  my  lady's 
presence,  meetings  without  it.  Sir  Geoffry,  going  in  and  out  of  the 
garden-parlour  at  will,  as  he  had  been  accustomed  to  do — for  it  was 
where  all  kinds  of  things  belonging  to  him  were  kept :  choice  seeds,  his 
fishing-rods,  his  collection  of  butterflies — would  linger  there  by  the  hour 
together,  talking  to  Mary  at  her  work.  And,  before  either  of  them  was 
conscious  of  the  danger,  they  had  each  passed  into  a  dream  that 
changed  everything  about  them  to  Paradise. 

Of  course,  Sir  Geoffry,  when  he  awoke  to  the  truth — that  it  wvas  love 
—ought  to  have  gone  away,  or  have  contrived  to  get  his  mother  to 
dismiss  Miss  Layne.  He  did  nothing  of  the  sort.  And  for  this,  some 
people — Duffham  for  one— held  him  even  more  to  blame  i.ian  fur  any- 
thing that  liappened  afterwards.  But  how  could  he  voluntarily  bliglit 
his  new  happiness,  and  hers  ?  It  was  so  intense  as  to  absorb  every 
other  feeling ;  it  took  his  common  sense  away  from  him.  And  thus 
they  went  dreaming  on  together  in  that  one  spring-time  (of  the  heart, 
not  of  the  weather),  and  never  thought  about  drifting  into  shoals  and 
pitfalls. 

In  the  autumn  my  lady  went  to  the  seaside  in  Cornwall,  taking  Mary 
as  hei'  maid,  and  escorted  by  her  son.  "  Will  you  do  for  me  wliat 
I  want  while  I  am  away  ?  I  do  not  care  to  be  troubled  with  Picker," 
she  had  said  ;  and  Mary  replied,  as  in  duty  bound,  that  she  would.  It 
is  mconvenient  to  treat  a  maid  as  a  lady,  especially  in  a  strange  place, 
and  Mary  found  that  during  this  sojourn  Lady  Chavasse  did  not  attempt 
it.  To  all  intents  and  purposes  Mary  was  the  maid  now ;  she  did  not 
eit  with  her  ladj^,  she  took  her  meals  apart ;  she  was,  in  fact,  regarded 
as  the  lady's-maid  by  all,  and  nothing  else.  Lady  Chavasse  even  took 
to  calling  her  "  Layne."  This,  the  sudden  dethroning  of  her  social 
status,  was  the  third  mistake ;  and  this  one,  as  the  first,  was  my  lady's. 
Sir  Geoftry  had  been  led  to  regard  her  as  a  companit)n ;  now  he  saw 
her  but  as  a  servant.  But,  servant  or  no  servant,  you  cannot  put  love 
out  of  the  heart,  once  it  has  possession  of  it. 

At  the  month's  end  they  returned  home  :  and  there  Mary  found  that 
she  was  to  retain  this  lower  station :  never  again  would  she  be  exalted 
as  she  had  been.  Lady  Chavasse  had  tired  of  the  new  toy,  and  just 
carelessly  allowed  her  to  find  her  own  level.  Except  that  Miss  Layne 
sat  in  the  garden-parlour,  and  her  meals  were  served  there,  she  was 
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not  very  much  distinguished  from  Hester  Picker  and  the  other  servants ; 
indeed,  Picker  sometimes  sat  in  the  parlour  too,  when  they  had  lace, 
or  what  not,  to  mend  for  my  lady.  Geoftry  in  his  heart  was  grieved  at 
■the  changed  treatment  of  Miss  Layne  ;  he  thought  it  wrong  and  unjust ; 
and  to  make  up  for  the  mistake,  was  with  her  a  great  deal  himself. 

Tilings  were  in  this  position  when  Lady  Chavasse  Avas  summoned  to 
Bath  :  her  sister.  Lady  Derreston,  was  taken  ill.  Sir  Geoffry  escorted 
her  thither.  Picker  was  taken,  not  Miss  Layne.  In  tlie  countess's 
small  household,  Mary,  in  her  anomalous  position — for  she  could  not 
be  altogether  put  with  the  servants — would  have  been  an  inconvenience  ; 
and  my  lady  bade  her  make  herself  hap])y  at  the  Grange,  and  left  her 
a  lot  of  fine  needlework  to  get  through. 

Leaving  liis  mother  in  Bath,  Sir  Geoffry  went  to  London,  stayed  a 
week  or  so,  and  then  came  back  to  the  Grange.  Another  week  or  two, 
and  he  returned  to  Bath  to  bring  his  mother  home.  And  so  the  winter 
set  in,  and  wore  on.  And  now  all  that  has  to  be  told  to  the  paper's 
end  is  taken  from  diaries,  lluffhani's  and  others.  But  for  convenience' 
sake,  I  put  it  as  though  the  words  were  my  own,  instead  of  copying 
them  literallj'. 


Spring  came  in  early.  February  was  not  quite  at  an  end,  and  the 
trees  were  beginning  to  show  their  green.  All  the  month  it  had  been 
warm  weather  ;  but  people  said  it  was  too  relaxing  for  the  season,  and 
they  and  the  trees  should  suffer  for  it  later.  A  good  deal  of  sickness 
was  going  about;  and,  amongst  others  who  had  to  give  in  for  a  time, 
was  Duff'ham  himself.  He  had  inflammation  of  the  lungs.  His  brother 
Luke,  who  was  partner  in  a  medical  firm  elsewhere,  came  to  Church 
Dykely  for  a  week  or  two,  to  take  the  patients.  Luke  was  a  plain- 
f-poaking  man  of  forfy,  with  rough  hair  and  a  good  heart. 

The  afternoon  after  he  arrived,  an  applicant  came  into  the  surgery 
with  her  daughter.  It  was  Mrs.  Layne,  but  the  temporary  doctor  did 
not  know  her.  ^Irs.  Layne  never  did  look  like  a  lady,  and  he  did  not 
nistake  her  for  one  :  he  thought  it  some  respectable  countrywoman  : 
slie  had  ilinig  a  very  ancient  cloak  o\'er  her  worn  morning  gown.  She 
expressed  herself  disappointed  at  not  seeing  Mr.  Dufi'hani,  but  opened 
the  consultation  with  the  brother  instead.  Mrs.  Layne  took  it  for 
granted  she  was  known,  and  talked  accordingly. 

Her  daughter,  whom  she  kept  calling  ]\Iary,  and  nothing  else,  had 
been  ailing  lately ;  she,  IMrs.  Layne,  could  not  think  what  was  the 
matter  with  her,  unless  it  was  the  unusually  warm  spring.  She  grew 
tliiiuier  and  weaker  daily  ;  her  cheeks  were  pale,  her  eyes  seemed  to 
liave  no  life  in  them :  she  was  very  low  in  spirits  ;  yet,  in  spite  of  all 
this,  Mary  had  kept  on  saying  it  was  "  nothing."  My  Lady  ( 'havasse 
— returning  home  from   London  yesterday,  whither  she  had  accom- 
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panied  her  son  a  ■week  or  two  ago,  and  wliom  she  had  left  there  — was 
so  much  struck  witli  the  change  she  saw  in  Mary,  who  lived  with  her 
as  humble  companion,  Mrs.  Layne  added,  in  a  parenthesis,  that  she 
insisted  on  lier  seeing  Dr.  Duftham,  that  lie  miglit  prescribe  some 
tonics.   And  accordingly  Mary  had  walked  to  her  mother's  this  afternoon. 

Mr.  Luke  Dufl'ham  listened  to  all  this  witli  one  ear,  as  it  were.  He 
supposed  it  migiit  be  the  warm  spring,  as  suggested.  However,  he  took 
Mary  into  the  patients'  room,  and  examined  her ;  felt  lier  pulse,  looked 
at  her  tongue,  sounded  her  chest,  witii  all  the  rest  of  it  that  doctors 
treat  their  clients  to ;  and  asked  her  this,  that,  and  the  other — about 
tive-and-twenty  questions,  when  perhaps  live  might  have  done.  The 
njjshot  of  it  all  was  that  Mary  Layne  went  off  in  a  dead  faint. 

'"What  on  earth  can  be  the  matter  with  herV"  cried  the  alarmed 
motlier,  when  they  had  brought  her  round. 

Mr.  Luke  Duftham,  going  back  to  the  surgery  with  Mrs.  Layne,  shut 
the  doors,  and  told  her  what  he  thought  it  was.  It  so  startled  the  old 
lady  that  she  backed  against  the  counter  and  upset  the  scales. 

"  How  dare  you  say  so,  sir  !  " 

"But  I  am  sure  of  it,"  returned  Mr.  Luke. 

"Lord  be  good  to  me!"  gasped  Mrs.  Layne,  looking  like  one 
terrified  out  of  her  seven  senses.  "  The  worst  I  feared  was  that  it 
might  be  consumption.     A  sister  of  mine  died  of  it." 

"  Where  shall  I  send  the  medicine  to?"  inquired  the  doctor. 

"  Anywhere.  Over  the  way,  if  you  like,"  contiiuied  Mrs.  Layne,  in 
her  perturbation, 

"Certainly.     Where  to,  over  the  way?" 

"  To  my  house.  Don't  you  know  me  ?  I  am  the  widow  of  your 
brother's  late  partner.  This  unhappy  child  is  the  one  he  was  fondest 
of;  she  is  only  nineteen,  much  younger  than  the  rest." 

"  Mrs.  Layne !  "  thought  Luke  Dutfham,  in  surprise,  "  1  wish  I  had 
known ;  I  might  have  hesitated  before  sjjeaking  plainly.  But  where 
would  have  been  the  good  ?  " 

The  fijst  thing  Mrs.  Layne  did,  was  to  shut  her  own  door  against 
Mary,  and  send  her  back  to  the  Grange  in  a  shower  of  anger.  She 
was  an  honest  old  lady,  of  most  irreproachable  character;  never 
needing,  as  she  phrased  it,  to  have  had  a  blush  on  her  cheek,  for  her- 
self or  any  one  belonging  to  her.  In  her  indignation,  she  could  have 
crushed  Mary  to  the  earth.  Whatever  it  might  be  that  the  poor  girl 
had  done,  robbed  a  church,  or  shot  its  parson,  her  mother  deemed  that 
she  deserved  hanging. 

Mary  Layne  walked  back  to  the  Grange :  where  else  had  she  to  go? 
Broken-hearted,  humiliated,  weak  almost  unto  death,  she  was  as  a 
reed  in  her  mother's  hands,  yielding  herself  to  any  command  given ; 
and  only  wishing  she  might  die.  Lady  Chavasse,  compassionating  her 
evident  suffering,  brought  her  a  glass  of  wine  with  her  own  hand,  and 
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inquired  what  Mr.  DufTliam  said,  and  wliether  he  was  going  to  give  her 
tonics.  Instead  of  answering,  Mary  went  into  another  faint :  and  my 
lady  thought  she  had  overwalked  herself.  "  I  wish  I  had  sent  her  in 
the  carriage,"  said  she  kindly.  And  while  the  wish  was  yet  upon  her 
lips,  Mrs.  Layne  arrived  at  the  Grange,  to  reqi;est  an  audience  of  her 
ladyship. 

Then  was  commotion.  My  lady  talked  and  stormed,  Mrs.  Layne 
talked  and  cried.  Both  were  united  in  one  thing — heaping  reproaches 
on  Mary.  They  were  in  the  grand  drawing-room — where  my  lady 
had  been  sitting  when  Mrs.  Layne  was  shown  in.  Lady  Chavasse  sat 
back,  furious  and  scornful,  in  her  pink  velvet  chair;  Mrs.  Layne 
stood ;  Mary  had  sunk  on  the  carpet  kneeling,  her  face  bent,  her 
clasped  hands  raised  as  if  imploring  mercy.  This  group  was  suddenly 
broken  in  upon  by  Sir  Geoffry — who  had  but  then  reached  the  Grange 
from  town.  They  were  too  noisy  to  notice  him.  Halting  in  dismay 
he  had  the  pleasure  of  catching  a  sentence  or  two  addressed  to  the 
unhappy  Mary. 

"  The  best  thing  you  can  do  is  to  find  refuge  in  the  workhouse," 
stormed  Lady  Chavasse.     "  Out  of  my  house  you  turn  this  hour." 

"  The  best  thing  you  can  do  is  to  go  on  the  tramp,  where  you  won't 
be  known,"  amended  Mrs.  Layne,  who  was  nearly  beside  herself  with 
conflicting  emotions.  "  Never  again  shall  you  enter  the  home  that  was 
your  poor  dead  father's.  You  wicked  girl ! — and  you  hardly  twenty 
years  old  j'et !  But,  my  lady,  I  can  but  tJiink — though  I  know  we  are 
humble  people,  as  compared  with  you,  and  perhaps  I've  no  right  to  say 
it — that  Sir  Geoffry  has  not  behaved  like  a  gentleman. 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  woman,"  said  her  ladyship.     "  Sir  Geoffry " 

"  Sir  Geoffry  is  at  least  enough  of  a  gentleman  to  take  his  evil  deeds 
on  himself,  and  not  shift  them  on  to  others,"  spoke  the  baronet, 
stepping  forward — and  the  unexpected  interruption  was  startling  to 
them  all.  My  lady  pointed  imperatively  to  the  door,  but  he  stood  his 
ground. 

It  was  no  doubt  a  bitter  moment  for  him ;  bringing  home  to  him  an 
awful  amount  of  self-humiliation  :  for  throughout  his  life  he  had  striven 
to  do  right  instead  of  wrong.  And  when  these  better  men  yield  to 
temptation  instead  of  fleeing  from  it,  the  reacting  sting  is  of  the 
sharpest.  The  wisest  and  strongest  sometimes  fall :  and  find  too  late 
that,  though  the  fall  was  so  easy,  the  picking-up  is  of  all  things  most 
difficult.     Sir  Geolfry's  face  was  white  as  death. 

"  Get  up,  Mary,"  he  said  gently,  taking  her  hand  to  help  her  in  all 
respect.  "  Mrs.  LajTie,"  he  added,  turning  to  face  the  otliers  ;  "  my 
dear  mother — if  I  may  dare  still  to  call  j'ou  so — suffer  me  to  say  a 
Avord.  For  all  that  has  taken  place,  I  am  alone  to  blame ;  on  me  only 
must  it  rest.     The  fault " 

"  Sin,  sir,"  interrupted  Mrs.  Layne. 
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"  Yes.  Thank  you.  Sin.  The  sin  Hes  with  me,  not  with  Mary. 
In  my  presence  reproacli  sliall  not  be  visited  on  her.  Slie  has  enough 
trouble  to  bear  without  tliat.  I  wish  to  Heaven  that  I  had  never — 
Mrs.  Layne,  believe  me,"  he  resumed,  after  the  pause,  "  no  one  can 
feel  this  more  keenly  than  I.  And,  if  circumstances  permit  me  to 
make  reparation,  I  will  make  it ! " 

Sir  Geoffry  wanted  (circumstances  permitting,  as  he  shortly  put  it) 
to  marry  Mary  Layne ;  he  ivished  to  do  it.  Taking  his  mother  into 
another  room  he  told  her  this.  Lady  Chavasse  simply  thought  him 
mad.  She  grew  a  little  afraid  of  him,  lest  he  should  set  her  and  all 
high  rules  of  propriety  at  nought,  and  do  it. 

But  trouble  like  this  cannot  be  settled  in  an  hour.  Lady  Chavasse, 
in  her  great  fear,  conciliated  just  a  little  :  she  did  not  turn  Miss  Layne 
out  at  once,  as  threatened,  but  suffered  her  to  remain  at  the  Grange  for 
the  night. 

"  In  any  case,  whatever  may  be  the  ending  of  this,  it  is  not  from  my 
family  that  risk  of  exposure  must  come,"  spoko  Sir  Geoffry,  in  a  tone 
of  firmness.     "It  might  leave  me  no  alternative." 

"  No  alternative  ?  "  repeated  Lady  Chavasse.     "  How  ?  " 

"Between  my  duty  to  you,  and  my  duty  to  her,"  said  Sir  Geoffry. 
And  my  lady's  heart  fainted  within  her  at  the  suggested  fear. 


They  were  together  in  the  library  at  Chavasse  Grange,  Lady 
Chavasse  and  her  only  son  Geoffry.  It  was  early  morning  ;  they  had 
sat  in  the  breakfast-room  making  a  show  of  partaking  of  the  morning 
meal,  each  of  them  with  that  bitter  trouble  at  the  heart  that  had  been 
knowTi  only — to  my  lady,  at  least — since  the  previous  day.  But  the 
farce  of  speaking  in  monosyllables  to  one  another  could  not  be  kept  up 
—the  trouble  had  to  be  dealt  with,  and  without  delay ;  and  when  the 
poor  meal  could  not  be  prolonged  by  any  artifice.  Sir  Geoffry  held 
open  the  door  for  his  mother  to  pass  through,  and  crossed  the  hall 
with  her  to  the  library.  Shut  within  its  walls  they  could  discuss  the 
secret  in  safety ;  no  eye  to  see  them,  no  ear  to  hear. 

Sir  Geoffry  mechanically  stirred  the  fire,  and  placed  a  chair  for  his 
mother  near  it.  The  weather  appeared  to  be  changing.  Instead  of 
the  unseasonable  relaxing  warmth  that  had  been  upon  the  earth  up  to 
the  previous  day,  a  cold  north-east  wind  had  set  in,  enough  to  freeze 
people's  marrow.  The  skies  were  grey  and  lowering  ;  the  trees  shook 
and  moaned  :  winter  was  taking  up  his  place  again. 

So  much  the  better.  Blue  skies  and  brightness  would  liardly  have 
accorded  with  Sir  Geoffry's  spirit.  He  might  have  to  endure  many 
cruel  visitations  ere  he  died,  but  never  a  one  so  cruel  as  this.  No  evil 
that  Heaven  can  send  upon  us,  or  man  inflict,  is  so  hard  to  bear  as  self- 
reproach. 
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If  ever  a  son  had  idolized  a  mother,  it  had  surely  been  Geoffrj' 
Chavasse.  They  had  been  knit  together  in  the  strongest  bonds  of  filial 
love.  His  whole  thought  from  his  boyhood  had  been  her  comfort :  to 
have  sacrificed  himself  for  her,  if  needs  must,  would  have  been  a 
cheerful  task.  When  he  came  of  age,  not  yet  i=o  very  many  months 
ago,  he  had  resolved  that  his  whole  future  life  should  be  devoted  to 
])romote  her  happiness — as  her  life  had  been  devoted  to  him  in  the 
days  of  his  sickly  boyhood.  Her  wishes  were  his  ;  her  word  his  law ; 
he  would  have  died  rather  than  cause  her  a  moment's  pain. 

And  how  had  he,  even  thus  early,  fulfilled  this '?  Look  at  him,  as 
he  leans  against  the  heavy  framework  of  the  window,  drawn  back  fi-om 
it  that  the  light  may  not  fall  on  his  subdued  face.  The  brow  is  bent  in 
grievous  doubt ;  the  dark-blue  eyes,  generally  so  honestly  clear,  are  hot 
with  trouble  ;  the  bright  hair  hangs  limp.  Yes  ;  he  would  have  died 
rather  than  bring  his  mother  pain  :  that  was  his  true  creed  and  belief; 
but,  like  many  another  whose  resolves  are  made  in  all  good  faith,  he  had 
signally  failed,  even  while  he  was  thinking  it,  and  brought  pain  to  her 
in  a  crushing  heap.  He  hated  himself  as  he  looked  at  her  pale 
countenance;  at  the  traces  of  tears  in  her  heav}'  eyes.  Never  a 
minute's  sleep  had  she  had  the  previous  night,  it  was  plainly  to  bo 
seen ;  and,  as  for  him,  he  had  paced  his  chamber  until  morning,  net 
attempting  to  go  to  rest.  But  there  was  a  task  close  before  him, 
heavier  than  any  that  had  gone  before ;  heavier  even  than  this  silent 
repentance — the  deciding  lohat  was  to  be  done  in  the  calamity  ;  and 
Sir  Geoffiy  knew  that  his  duty  to  his  mother  and  his  duty  to  another 
would  clash  with  each  other.  All  the  past  night  he  had  been  earnestly 
trying  to  decide  which  of  the  two  might  be  evaded  with  the  least  sin — ■ 
and  he  thought  he  saw  which. 

Lady  Chavasse  had  taken  the  chair  he  placed  for  her  ;  sitting  upright 
in  it,  and  waiting  for  him  to  speak.  She  knew,  as  well  as  he,  that  this 
next  hour  would  decide  tlieir  fate  in  life  :  whether  they  should  still  be 
together  a  loving  mother  and  son ;  or  whether  they  should  become 
estranged  and  separate  for  ever.  He  crossed  to  the  fireplace  and  put 
his  elbow  on  the  manteljuece,  shielding  his  eyes  with  his  hand.  Just 
a  few  words,  he  said,  of  his  sense  of  shame  and  sorrow;  of  regret  tliat 
he  should  have  brought  this  dishonour  on  himself  and  his  mother's 
home ;  of  hope  that  he  might  be  permitted,  by  Heaven  and  circum- 
stances, to  work  out  his  repentance,  in  endeavouring  daily,  hourl}' 
constantly,  to  atone  to  her  for  it — to  her,  his  greatly-loved  mother 
And  then — lifting  his  face  from  the  hand  that  had  partially  hidden  it — ■ 
he  asked  her  to  be  patient,  and  to  hear  him  without  interruption  a  little 
further.     And  Lady  Chavasse  bowed  her  head  in  acquiescence. 

"  Nothing  remains  for  me  but  to  marry  Miss  Layne,"  he  began  :  and 
my  lady,  as  she  heard  the  expected  avowal,  bit  her  compressed  \\\n 
"  It  is  the  only  course  open  to  me ;  unless  I  would  forfeit  every  claim 
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to  honour,  and  to  the  respect  of  upright  meu-  If  you  will  give  your 
consent  to  this,  the  evil  may  be  in  a  degree  repaired ;  nothing  need 
ever  be  known ;  INIary's  good  name  may  be  saved — mine,  too,  if  it 
comes  to  that — and  eventually  we  may  be  all  hap])y  together " 

"  Do  not  try  me  too  much,  Geoftry,"  came  the  low  interruption. 

"  Mother,  you  signitied  that  you  would  hear  me  to  the  end.  I  will 
nut  try  you  more  than  I  can  help ;  but  it  is  necessary  that  I  should 
speak  fully.  All  last  night  I  was  walking  about  my  room  in  self- 
coininunc  ;  deliberating  what  way  was  open,  if  any,  that  it  would  be 
practicable  to  take — and  I  saw  but  this  one.  Let  me  marry  her.  It 
will  be  easy  of  accomplishment — speaking  in  reference  to  appearances 
and  the  Avorld.  She  might  go  for  a  week  or  two  to  her  mother's ;  for  a 
month  or  two,  if  it  were  thought  better  and  less  suspicious ;  there  is 
no  pressing  hurry.  We  could  then  be  married  quietly,  and  go  abroad 
for  a  year  or  so,  or  for  longer ;  and  come  back  together  to  the  Grange, 
and  be  your  dutiful  and  loving  children  always,  just  as  it  was  intended 
1  and  Rachel  should  be.  But  that  you  have  liked  Mary  Layne  very 
much,  I  might  have  felt  more  difficulty  in  proposing  this." 

"  I  have  liked  her  as  my  servant,"  said  Lady  Chavasse,  scornfully. 

"  Pardon  me,  you  have  liked  her  as  a  lady.  Do  you  remember  once 
saying — -it  was  when  she  tirst  came — that  if  you  had  had  a  daughter 
you  could  have  wished  her  to  be  just  like  Mary  Layne.  Before  I  ever 
saw  her,  you  told  me  she  was  a  sweet,  elegant  young  woman  ;  and — 
mother — she  is  nothing  less.  Oh,  mother,  mother ! "  continued  Sir 
Geoftry,  with  emotion,  "  if  you  will  but.  forget  your  prejudices  for  my 
sake,  and  consent  to  what  I  ask,  we  would  endeav6ur  to  be  ever 
repaying  you  in  love  and  services  during  our  after-life.  I  know  what 
a  gi-eat  sacrifice  it  will  be ;  but  for  my  sake  I  venture  to  crave  it  of 
you — for  my  sake." 

A  great  fear  lay  upon  Lady  Chavasse :  it  had  lain  on  her  ever  since 
the  previous  day— that  he  might  carry  this  marriage  out  of  his  own 
will.  So  that  she  dared  not  answer  too  imperatively.  She  was  bitted}' 
hurt,  and  caught  her  breath  with  a  sob. 

"  Do  you  want  to  kill  me,  Geoffry  ?  " 

"  Heaven  knows  that  I  wish  I  had  been  killed,  before  I  brought  this 
distress  upon  you,"  was  his  rejoinder. 

"  I  am  distressed.  I  have  never  felt  anything  like  it  since  your 
father  died.  No  ;  not  once  when  you,  a  child  of  seven,  were  given  over 
in  illness,  and  it  was  thought  you  would  not  live  till  morning." 

Sir  Geofl'ry  passed  his  hand  hastily  across  his  eyes,  in  which  stood 
the  hot  tears.  Ilis  heart  was  sore,  nearly  unto  breaking ;  his  ingratitude 
to  his  mother  seemed  fearfully  great.  He  longed  to  throw  himself  at 
her  feet,  and  clasp  her  knees,  and  tell  how  deep  for  her  was  hie  love, 
bow  true  and  deep  it  always  would  be. 

"  Though  the  whole  world  had  united  to  deceive  me,  Geofiry,  I  could 
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never  have  believed  that  you  would  do  so.  Why  did  you  pretend  to 
be  fond  of  Rachel?" 

"I  never  pretended  to  be  fonder  of  Rachel  than  I  was.  I  hked  her 
as  a  cousin,  nothing  more.  I  know  it  now  And — mother" — he 
added,  with  a  flush  upon  his  face,  and  a  lowering  of  the  voice,  "  it  is 
better  and  safer  that  the  knowledge  should  have  come  to  me  before  our 
marriage  than  after  it." 

"  Nonsense,"  said  Lady  Chavasse.  **  Once  married,  a  man  of  right 
principles  is  always  safe  in  them." 

Sir  Geoffry  was  silent.  Not  very  long  ago,  he  had  thought  himself 
safe  in  his.  With  every  word,  it  seemed  that  his  shame  and  his  siu 
came  more  glaringly  home  to  him. 

"  Then  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  you  do  not  like  Rachel " 

"  That  I  have  no  love  for  her.  K — if  there  be  any  one  plea  that  1 
can  put  forth  as  a  faint  shadow  of  excuse  for  what  has  happened,  it  lies 
in  my  love  for  another.  Faint  it  is.  Heaven  knows  ;  the  excuse,  not 
the  love.  That  is  deep  enough  ;  but  I  would  rather  not  speak  of  it  to 
you — my  mother." 

"  And  that  you  never  vidll  love  Rachel?  "  continued  Lady  Chavasse, 
as  though  he  had  not  interposed. 

"  Never.  It  is  impossible  that  I  can  ever  love  any  one  but  ]\Iary 
Layne.  I  am  grateful,  as  things  have  turned  out,  that  I  did  not  deceive 
Rachel  by  feigning  what  I  could  not  feel.  Neither  does  she  love  me.  We 
were  told  to  consider  ourselves  beti'othed,  and  did  so  accordingly  ;  but, 
BO  far  as  love  goes,  it  has  not  been  so  much  as  mentioned  between  us." 

"What  else  have  you  to  say  ?"  asked  Lady  Chavasse. 

"  I  might  say  a  great  deal,  but  it  would  all  come  round  to  the  same 
point :  to  the  one  petition  that  I  am  beseecliing  you  to  grant — that  you 
will  sanction  the  marriage." 

Lady  Chavasse's  hands  trembled  visibly  wthiu  their  rich  lace  fiilL, 
as  they  lay  passive  on  her  soft  dress  of  fine  geranium  cashmere.  Her 
lips  grew  white  with  agitation. 

"  Geoffry  ! " 

"  My  darling  mother." 

"  I  have  heard  you.    Will  you  hear  me  ?  " 

"  You  know  I  will." 

"  More  than  one-and-twenty  years  ago,  my  husband  died  within  these 
walls  ;  and  I — I  was  not  eighteen,  Geoffiy — felt  utterly  desolate.  But, 
as  the  weeks  went  on,  I  said  my  child  will  be  born,  if  God  permit,  and 
he  will  bring  rac  comfort.  You  were  born,  Geoffry ;  you  chd  bring  me 
comfort :  such  comfort  that  I  tliought  Heaven  had  come  again.  You 
best  know,  my  son,  what  our  hfe  has  been  ;  how  we  have  loved  each 
other :  how  pleasantly  time  has  flown  in  uninterrupted  happiness.  I 
have  devoted  myself,  my  time,  my  energies,  everi'thing  I  possessed,  to 
you,  my  beet  treasure;  I  have  given  up  the  world  for  you,  Geoffry  ;  I 
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had  only  you  left  in  it.  Is  it  fitting  that  you  should  fling  me  from  you 
now ;  that  you  should  blight  my  remaining  days  with  misery ;  that  you 
should  ignore  me  just  as  though  I  were  already  dead — and  all  for  the 
sake  of  a  stranger  ? 

"But " 

"  I  have  not  finished,  Geoffiy.  For  the  sake  of  a  stranger,  whom  a 
few  months  ago  neither  you  nor  I  had  ever  seen?  If  you  think  this — 
if  you  deem  that  you  would  be  acting  rightly,  and  can  find  in  your 
heart  to  treat  me  so,  why,  you  must  do  it." 

"  But  what  I  wish  and  propose  is  quite  difierent !  "  he  exclaimed  in 
agony.  "  Oh,  mother,  surely  you  can  understand  me— and  the  dilemma 
I  am  placed  hi  ?  " 

"  I  understand  all  perfectly." 

"  Ah  yes  !  " 

"  Geotfry,  there  is  no  middle  course.  You  must  choose  between  me 
and — her.  Once  she  and  I  separate — it  will  be  to-day — we  can  never 
meet  again.  I  will  not  tolerate  her  memory ;  I  will  never  submit  to 
the  degradation  of  hearing  her  named  in  my  presence.  Our  paths  lie 
asunder,  Geoftry,  far  as  the  poles  :  hers  lies  one  way,  mine  another. 
You  must  decide  for  yourself  which  of  them  you  will  follow.  If  it  be 
mine,  you  shall  be,  as  ever,  my  dear  and  honoured  son,  and  I  will 
never,  never  reproach  you  with  your  folly :  never  revert  to  it ;  never 
think  of  it.  If  it  be  hers,  why,  then — I  will  go  away  somewhere  and 
hide  myself,  and  leave  the  Grange  free  for  you.  And  I — I  dare  say — 
shall  not  live  long  to  be  a  thorn  in  your  remembrance." 

She  broke  down  with  a  flood  of  bitter  sobs.  Geofiry  Chavasse  had 
never  seen  his  mother  shed  such.  The  liour  was  as  trying  to  her  as  to 
him.  She  had  loved  him  with  a  strangely  selfish  love,  as  it  is  in  the 
nature  of  mothers  to  do;  and  that  she  should  have  to  bid  him  choose 
I'ctween  her  and  another — and  one  so  entirely  beneath  her  as  Lady 
(Jhavasse  considered  Mary  Layne  to  be — was  gall  and  wormwood. 
Never  would  she  have  stooped  to  put  the  choice  before  him,  even  in 
words,  but  for  her  dread  that  he  might  be  intending  to  take  it. 

"It  is  a  fitting  end,  Geoftry — that  tliis  worthless  girl  should  supplant 
me  in  your  home  and  heart,"  she  was  resuming  when  her  emotion 
allowed ;  but  Geoftiy  stood  forward  to  face  her,  his  agitation  great  as 
her  own. 

"  An  instant,  mother :  that  you  may  fully  understand  me.  The 
duty  I  owe  you,  the  allegiance  and  the  love,  are  paramount  to  all  else 
on  earth.  In  communing  with  myself  last  night,  as  I  tell  you  I  was, 
my  heart  and  my  reason  alike  showed  me  tlii^.  If  I  must  choose  be- 
tween you  and  Mary  Layne,  there  cannot  be  a  question  in  my  mind  on 
which  side  duty  Hes.  In  all  honour  I  am  bound  to  make  her  my  wife, 
and  I  should  do  it  in  all  affiection  :  but  not  in  defiance  of  you  ;  not  to 
thrust  rudely  aside  the  love  and  obhgations  of  the  past  one-and-twenty 
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years.  You  niUbt  chuose  for  me.  If  you  refuse  your  approval,  I 
have  no  resource  but  to  yield  to  your  decision ;  if  you  consent,  I  bhall 
thank  you  and  bless  you  for  ever." 

A  spasm  of  pain  passed  across  the  mouth  of  Lady  Chavasse.  Slie 
could  not  help  saying  something  that  arose  prominently  in  her  mnid^ 
though  it  interrupted  the  question. 

"  And  you  can  deem  the  a})0tliecary  Layne's  daughter  fit  to  mate 
with  Sir  GeoftVy  Chavasse  ?  " 

"  No,  I  do  not.  Under  ordinary  circumstances,  I  should  never  have 
thought  of  such  a  thing.  This  unhapj)y  business  has  a  sting  for  me, 
mother,  on  many  sides.  Will  you  give  mc  your  decision  V  "  he  added, 
after  a  pause. 

"I  have  already  given  it,  GeoftVy — so  far  as  I  am  concerned.  You 
must  choose  between  your  mother,  between  all  the  hopes  and  the 
home-interests  of  one-and-twenty  years,  and  this  alien." 

"  Then  I  have  no  alternative." 

She  turned  her  gaze  steadily  upon  him.  A  sob  rose  in  his  throat  as 
he  took  her  hands,  his  voice  was  hoarse  with  emotion. 

"  To  part  from  her  will  be  like  parting  with  life,  mother.  I  can 
never  know  happiness  again  in  this  world." 

But  the  decision  was  irrevocable.  What  further  passed  between  Sir 
Geoffry  and  his  mother  in  the  remaining  half-hour  they  spent  together . 
how  much  of  entreaty  and  anguish  was  spoken  on  his  side,  how  much 
of  passionate  plaint  and  sorrow  on  hers,  will  never  be  known.  But  she 
was  obdurate  to  the  last  letter  :  and  Sir  Geoftry's  lot  in  life  was  fixed. 
Mary  Layne  was  to  be  sacrificed  :  and,  in  one  sense  of  the  word,  him- 
self also  :  and  there  might  be  no  appeal. 

Lady  Chavasse  exacted  from  him  that  he  should  quit  the  Grange  at 
once  without  seeing  Miss  Layne,  and  not  return  to  it  until  Mary  had 
left  it  for  ever.  Anything  he  wished  to  say  to  her,  he  was  to  write. 
On  Lady  Chavasse's  part,  she  voluntarily  undertook  to  explain  to  Miss 
Layne  their  conversation  faithfully,  and  its  result ;  and  to  shield  the 
young  lady's  good  name  from  the  censure  of  the  world.  She  would 
keep  her  for  some  time  longer  at  the  Grange,  be  tender  with  her, 
honour  her,  drive  out  with  her  in  the  carriage  so  that  they  might  be 
seen  together,  subdue  her  mother's  anger,  strive  to  persuade  Mr.  Luke 
Duft'ham  that  his  opinion  had  been  mistaken,  and,  in  any  case,  bind 
him  down  to  secrecy :  in  short,  she  would  make  future  matters  as  easy 
as  might  be  for  Mary,  as  tenaciously  as  though  she  were  lier  o\\n 
dnnghter.  That  she  ])romiscd  this  at  the  sacrifice  of  pride  and  of  much 
feeling,  Avas  indisputable ;  but  she  meant  to  keep  her  word. 

However  miserable  a  night  the  others  had  passed,  it  will  readily  be 
imagined  that  Mary  Layne  had  spent  a  worse.  She  made  no  pretence 
of  catinc;  breakfast  ;  and  when  it  was  taken  away  sat  at  her  work  in 
the  garden-parlour,  trying  to  do  it ;  but  her  cold  fingers  dropped  the 
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neeiUc  evory  minute,  her  aching  brow  felt  a;s  llioUgli  it  were  Ijursting. 
Good-Iiearted  Hester  Picker  was  sorry  to  see  her  looking  so  ill,  ami 
wished  the  nasty  trying  spring,  hot  one  day,  cold  the  next,  would  just 
settle  itself  down. 

Mary  rose  from  her  chair,  and  went  upstairs  to  her  own  bedroom  for 
a  brief  respite  :  in  her  state  of  mind  it  seemed  impossible  to  stay  long 
quiescent  anywhere.  This  little  incident<il  occurrence  frustrated  one 
part  of  the  understanding  between  Sir  Geoffry  and  his  mother — tliat  he 
should  quit  the  house  without  seeing  Miss  Layne.  In  descending,  slie 
chanced  to  cross  the  end  of  the  corridor  just  as  he  came  out  of  his 
mother's  room  after  bidding  her  farewell.  The  carriage  waited  at  the 
door.  Ids  coat  was  on  his  arm.  Mary  would  have  shrunk  back  again, 
but  he  bade  her  wait. 

"You  must  allow  me  to  shake  her  liand,  and  say  just  a  word  of 
adieu,  mother;  I  am  not  quite  a  brute,"  he  whispered.  And  Lady 
Chavasse  came  out  of  her  room,  and  tacitly  sanctioned  it. 

But  there  was  literally  nothing  more  than  a  hand-shake.  Miss 
Layne,  standing  still  in  all  humility,  turned  a  little  white,  for  she 
guessed  that  he  was  being  sent  from  his  home  through  her.  Sir 
Geoffry  held  her  hand  for  a  moment. 

"  I  am  going  away,  Mary.  My  mother  will  explain  to  you.  I  have 
done  ray  best,  and  failed.  Before  Heaven,  I  have  striven  to  the  utter- 
most, for  your  sake  and  for  mine,  to  make  reparation  ;  but  it  is  not  to 
be.  I  leave  you  to  my  mother  ;  she  is  your  friend  ;  and  you  shall  hear 
from  rae  in  a  day  or  two.  I  am  now  going  to  see  Mrs.  Layne.  Good- 
bye :  God  bless  you  always  !  " 

But,  ere  Sir  Geoffry  reached  the  hall.  Lady  Chavasse  had  run 
swiftly  down,  caught  him,  and  was  drawing  him  into  a  room.  Tiie 
fear  had  returned  to  her  face. 

"  I  heard  you  say  you  were  going  to  call  on  Mrs.  Layne.  Geoff'ry, 
this  must  not  be." 

"  Not  he  !  "  he  repeated,  in  surprise.  "  Mother,  I  am  obeying  you  in 
all  essential  things ;  but  you  cannot  wish  to  reduce  me  to  an  utter 
craven.  I  owe  an  explanation  to  Mrs.  Layne  almost  in  the  same 
degree  that  I  owe  it  to  you ;  and  I  shall  certainly  not  quit  Church 
Dykely  until  I  have  given  it." 

"  Oh,  well — if  it  must  be,"  she  conceded,  afraid  still.  "  You — you 
will  not  be  drawn  in  to  act  against  me,  Geoffry  ?  " 

"  No  power  on  earth  could  draw  me  to  that.  You  have  my  first 
and  best  allegiance ;  to  which  I  bow  before  every  other  consideration, 
before  every  interest,  whether  of  my  own  or  of  others.  But  for  that, 
should  I  be  acting  as  I  am  now?     Fare  you  w'ell,  mother." 

She  heard  the  carriage-door  closed ;  she  heard  Sir  Geoftry's  order  to 
the  footman.  Even  for  that  order,  he  was  cautious  to  give  a  plausible 
excuse. 

Johnny  Ludlow.— II.  »* 
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"  Stop  at  Mrs.  Layne's.  I  have  to  leave  a  message  from  her 
ladyHhip." 

The  wheels  of  the  carriage  crunched  the  gravel,  bearing  ofl"  Sir 
Geoffry  in  the  storm  of  sleet — which  had  begun  to  fall — and  Lady 
Chavasse  passed  up  the  stairs  again.  Taking  the  hand  of  Mary — who 
had  stood  above  like  a  statue — never  moving — she  led  her,  gently 
enough,  into  her  dressing-room,  and  put  her  in  a  comfortable  chair  by 
the  fire ;  and  prepared  for  this  second  interview. 

Briefly,  Lady  Chavasse  recounted  what  she  had  to  say.  Sir  Geoffry 
had  found  himself  obliged  to  choose  between  Miss  Layne  and  her,  his 
mother.  Mary  Layne  sat  wth  her  hands  before  her  face,  and  acknow- 
ledged that,  if  it  came  to  such  a  choice,  he  had  chosen  rightly.  And 
then,  in  forcible  language,  because  it  came  from  her  heart,  my  lady 
drew  a  picture  of  the  life-long  happiness  she  and  her  son  had  enjoyed 
together,  of  her  devotion  and  sacrifices  for  him,  of  his  deep  love  and 
reverence  for  her :  and  she  quietly  asked  Mary  to  put  herself  in 
imagination  in  her  place,  and  say  what  her  feelings  would  have  been 
had  a  stranger  come  in  to  mar  this.  Had  she  any  right  to  do  this  ? — 
Lady  Chavasse  asked  her^ — would  she  be  justified  in  destropng  the  ties 
of  a  hfe,  in  thrusting  herself  between  mother  and  son  ? — in  invoking  a 
curse,  his  mother's  curse,  on  him  ?  My  lady  did  not  spare  her :  but 
she  spoke  in  no  angry  tone,  rather  in  a  piteous  and  imploring  one :  and 
Mary,  feeling  as  if  matters  were  being  put  to  her  own  better  feeling, 
sobbed,  and  shook,  and  shrunk  within  herself,  and  could  have  knelt  at 
Lady  Chavasse's  feet  for  pardon  in  her  distress  and  humiliation. 

And  that  was  the  end  of  the  wretched  business — as  Duff  ham  phrases 
it  in  his  diary — so  far  as  the  Grange  and  its  people  were  concerned. 
Mary  Lajme  stayed,  perforce,  two  or  three  weeks  longer  at  the  house, 
and  my  lady  made  much  of  her :  she  took  her  out  daily  in  her  carriage ; 
she  said  to  her  friends,  in  the  hearing  of  her  sen-ants  and  tlie  sjin- 
jiathizing  Hester  Picker,  how  vexatious  it  was  that  the  relaxing, 
unseasonable  weather  had  brought  out  the  delicacy  that  was  latent  in 
Miss  Layne's  constitution,  and  that  she  feared  she  must  let  her  go 
away  somewhere  for  a  change.  IVIary  submitted  to  all.  She  was  in 
such  a  self-abased  frame  of  mind  that  had  my  lady  desired  her  to 
immolate  herself  on  a  l)lazing  pyre,  she  would  have  gone  to  it  meekly. 
My  lady  had  interviews  witli  Mrs.  Layne,  and  with  Duft'ham  (who  had 
got  well  then),  and  with  his  brother  Luke.  At  the  two  or  three  Aveeks' 
end.  Miss  Elizabeth  Layne  came  by  appointment  to  the  Grange,  and 
slie  and  Mary  were  driven  to  the  nearest  station  in  my  lady's  own 
carriage  on  then*  way  to  the  seaside  :  or  to  elsewhere,  as  it  might  be. 
And  never  an  ill  breath,  in  the  Grange  or  out  of  it,  transpired  to 
tai-nish  the  fair  fame  of  Mary  Layne. 

lint  my  lady  was  not  lionest  in  one  respect.  The  letter  that  arrived 
for  Mary  from  Sir  Geoffry  a  day  or  two  after  his  departure,  was  never 
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given  to  her.  My  lady  knew  she  might  trust  her  son  implicitly ;  he 
could  only  be  straightforward  and  keep  his  word  in  all  things ;  never- 
theless, she  deemed  the  fire  the  safest  place  for  the  weighty  epistle  of 
many  sheets.  On  the  other  hand,  Mary  wrote  to  Sir  Geoffry,  saying 
that  the  alternative  he  had  chosen  was  the  only  one  possible  to  him. 
Nothing,  no  prayers  of  his,  she  said,  would  have  induced  her  to  put 
herself  between  him  and  his  mother,  even  had  he  so  far  forgotten  his 
duty  as  to  urge  it.  It  was  a  good  and  sensible  letter,  and  none  but  a 
good  and  unselfish  girl  could  have  written  it. 

So  that  ended  the  dream  and  the  romance.  And  I  hope  the  reader 
does  not  forget  that  it  is  Duff  ham's  diary  that's  telling  all  this,  and  iKjt 
I.  For  though  dreams  and  romance  seem  to  be  in  Duffham's  line, 
they  are  not  in  mine. 


^art  t^c  ^tconlj. 

Not  very  long  after  the  time  that  Mary  Layne  quitted  Chavasse 
Grange — having  closed  all  connection  with  it,  never  to  be  to  it  hence- 
forth but  as  an  utter  stranger — her  eldest  sister,  Susan,  the  wfe  of 
Captain  Richard  Layne,  arrived  in  England  from  India  with  her  children, 
four  little  ones ;  the  eldest  seven  years  old,  the  yomigest  eighteen 
months.  The  children  had  been  ailing,  and  she  brought  them  over  for 
a  twelvemonth's  change.  Mrs.  Layne  was  a  good  deal  worn  herself, 
for  the  only  nurse  she  had  with  her,  a  coloured  woman,  was  sea- sick 
during  the  voyage.  Her  sister  Eleanor,  who  originally  went  out  with 
her  to  Calcutta,  had  made  an  excellent  match  ;  having  married  Allan 
McAlpin,  the  younger  partner  in  the  staid  old  firm  of  ]\IcA]pin  Brothers, 
merchants  of  high  standing,  and  wealthy  men. 

The  first  thing  ]Mrs.  Eichard  Layne  did  on  arrival  was  to  establish 
herself  in  lodgings  in  Liverpool,  the  port  she  landed  at  (in  order  to  rest 
a  week  or  two  from  the  fatigues  of  the  voyage)  and  send  for  her 
mother  and  sister  Elizabeth.  In  answer  came  a  letter  from  her  mother., 
sajang  she  was  not  equal  to  the  journey  and  that  Elizabeth  was  from 
home.  It  contained  Elizabeth's  present  address,  and  also  one  or  two 
items  of  news  that  startled  young  Mrs.  Layne  well-nigh  out  of  her 
senses.  Lea^^ng  her  children  to  their  nurse's  care,  she  started  for  the 
address  given,  and  found  lier  two  sisters,  Elizabeth  and  ^lary.  The 
one  li\'ing  in  a  chronic  state  of  ouipoming  sarcasm  and  reproach ;  the 
other  meekly  taking  all  as  not  a  tithe  of  her  just  due. 

After  a  day  or  two  given  to  natural  grief  and  lamentation,  Mrs. 
Richard  Lapie  took  matters  into  her  own  capable  hands.     She  conr 
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sidered  that  a  mora  coinitlctc  c]uui;,^e  would  1)C  good  Ibr  JIary,  and 
decided  to  convey  her  to  the  Continent.  8he  wrote  a  long  and  con- 
fidential letter  to  her  hnsband  in  India,  of  Avhat  she  meant  to  do  :  and 
then  she  went  back  to  Liverpool  with  Elizabeth,  to  leave  the  latter  in 
charge  of  her  own  children  and  their  colonred  nurse,  during  her 
absence  across  the  Channel.  Mrs.  Layne  then  returned  to  Mary,  and 
they  started  together  for  France. 

Shortly  after  this,  old  Mrs.  Layne  fell  ill :  and  Elizabeth,  when  she 
found  she  must  go  home  in  consequence,  left  a  responsible  English 
nurse  with  the  colotu'ed  woman  and  children.  Not  for  several  months 
afterwards  did  Mrs.  Eichard  Layne  and  IVLary  return  from  abroad  ;  and 
at  the  end  of  the  twelvemonth  they  all  went  back  to  India— Mrs. 
Layne,  her  cliildren,  the  native  nurse,  and  Mary.  Mary  accompanied 
them  in  the  capacity  of  governess. 

After  that  a  couple  of  years  went  on. 


[From  Miss  Mary  Layne's  Journal,  ivrltlen  in  Calcutta,  at  the  Jioiise 

of  Captain  Layne.] 

June  lOth. — Cool  of  the  evening.  Susan  came  to  the  schoolroom  in 
the  midst  of  the  geography  lesson  this  morning,  and  told  me  an  old 
friend  of  mine  at  home  had  called,  and  I  was  to  come  into  the  verandah 
to  see  her.  I  never  was  more  surprised.  It  was  Jane  Arkill ;  my  chief 
friend  in  our  old  school-days.  She  has  married  a  Mr.  Cale,  a  doctoi-, 
who  has  just  come  out  here  to  practise.  Mrs.  Cale  says  she  shall  never 
grow  reconciled  to  the  heat  of  India.  While  she  sat  telling  us  home 
news,  she  alternately  wiped  her  pale  face  and  stared  at  me,  because 
I  am  so  much  altered.  She  thinks  she  should  not  have  known  me. 
It  is  not  that  my  features  have  changed,  she  says,  but  that  I  have 
grown  so  much  graver,  and  look  so  old.  When  people  talk  like  this, 
I  long  to  tell  them  that  things  have  changed  me ;  that  I  have  passed 
through  a  fiery  trial  of  sin  and  suffering ;  that  my  life  is  one  long 
crucifixion  of  inward,  silent  repentance.  When  I  first  came  out,  two 
years  ago,  and  people  would  say,  "  It  must  be  the  climate  that  is 
making  Miss  Layne  look  so  ill,"  it  seemed  to  me  like  tlie  worst  hypocrisy 
to  let  them  think  it  was  the  climate,  and  not  to  tell  the  truth.  This 
feeling  came  back  again  to-day,  when  Jane  Arkill — I  shall  often  forget 
to  call  her  "  Cale  " — said  my  eyes  had  grown  to  liave  a  sad  look  in 
them  ;  and  Susan  answered  that  young  ladies  faded  quickly  in  India  ; 
and  that  Mary  vmuld  apply  herself  too  closely  to  the  children's  studies 
in  spite  of  remonstrance.  Too  closely?  Why,  if  I  devoted  every  hour 
of  my  life,  night  and  day,  to  these  dear  children,  I  could  never  repay 
what  their  motlier — or  tlieir  father,  either — has  done  for  me. 

My  mother  is  very  well,  Jane  says,  l)nt  lame,  and  cannot  get  about 
much:   slie  saw  her  oidy  six  weeks  ago— for  they  came  out  by  the 
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overland  route.  Only  six  weeks  ago ! — to  hear  that  one  has  seen  ray 
dear  mother  so  recently  as  that,  makes  it  seem  almost  as  though  /  had 
seen  her  but  yesterday.  My  darling  mother ! — whom  my  conduct  so 
giieved  and  outraged  at  the  time,  and  who  was  so  quick  to  forgive  nie 
and  to  do  so  much  for  me.  What  a  message  she  has  sent  me  !  "  Give 
my  love  to  dear  Mar}',  and  say  I  hope  she  is  happy  with  her  sisters." 
Elizabeth,  too,  sent  me  her  love.  "  I  saw  your  little  Arthur,  ^Irs. 
Layne,"  Jane  Gale  then  said  to  my  sister  :  "  he  is  a  sweet  little  fellow  ; 
your  mother  and  Elizabeth  are  so  fond  of  him.  They  call  him  Baby 
Arthur."  I  felt  my  fiicc  growing  whiter  than  death  :  but  Susan,  who 
was  never  I  believe  put  out  in  her  life,  quietly  sent  me  away  with  a 
message  to  the  nurse — that  she  might  bring  the  children.  When  I 
got  back,  Gaptain  Layne  had  come  in  and  had  the  baby  on  lu's 
shoulder :  for  nurse  had  made  more  haste  than  I.  "  None  of  your 
children  here  arc  so  foir  as  the  little  one  your  wife  left  in  England, 
Captain  Layne,"  Jane  Gale  was  saying;  as  she  looked  at  them  one  by 
(inc.  "  You  mean  little  Arthur,"  returned  the  Captain,  in  his  ready 
kindness  ;  "  I  hear  he  is  fair."  "  Have  you  never  seen  him  ?  "  "  No  ; 
how  should  I  have  seen  him  ? "  asked  Gaptain  Layne,  laughing : 
'•  ho  was  born  over  there,  and  my  wife  left  him  beliind  her  as  a 
legacy  to  her  mother.  It  is  rather  a  hazard,  Mrs.  Gale,  as  perhai)s  you 
know,  to  bring  out  very  young  infants  to  this  country."  Susan  came 
to  the  rescue :  she  took  the  baby  and  put  him  on  his  feet,  that  Mi's. 
Gale  should  see  how  well  he  walked  for  his  twelvemonth's  age.  But  it 
did  not  answer.  No  doubt  Jane  thouglit  that  the  more  she  told  them 
about  Baby  Arthur  in  England,  the  better  pleased  they  would  be.  How 
much  difference  was  tliere,  she  asked,  between  tliis  child  and  little 
Arthur — eighteen  months? — and  how  much  between  Arthur  and  the 
one  above  him?  "  Oh,"  said  the  captain,  "  if  it  comes  to  months,  you 
must  ask  my  wife.  Come  here,  sir,"  he  called  to  Robert,  who  was 
tumbling  over  the  little  black  bearer,  "  tell  this  lady  how  old  you  are, 
for  I  am  sure  I  can't."  "  I'm  over  four,"  lisped  Bobby.  "  Ah,  I  see," 
said  Jane  Gale,  "  Baby  Arthur  is  just  between  them."  "  Exactly  so," 
said  Gaptain  Layne  :  "  Susan,  I  tliink  these  children  may  go  to  their 
own  quarters  now."  They  went  at  once,  for  I  have  trained  them  to  be 
obedient,  and  I  escaped  with  them.  It  is  the  first  time  any  human 
tongue  has  spoken  to  me  of  Baby  Arthur.  I  think  if  Captain  Layne 
had  looked  at  me  I  should  have  died  :  but  he  is  ever  kind.  Never,  by 
so  much  as  a  word,  or  look,  or  tone,  since  the  hour  when  I  first  set  foot 
on  these  shores,  his  wife's  humbled  sister,  his  children's  meek  governess 
— and  it  is  more  than  good  of  him  to  entrust  their  training  to  me  ! — 
never  has  he  betrayed  that  he  as  much  as  knew  anything,  still  less 
thought  of  it, 

.    Oh,  how  events  have  been  smoothed  for  me  !— how  much  more  than 
I  deserve  have  I  to  be  thankful  for ! 
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[Letter  from  Cajitain  Laym's  Wife  to  her  Mother  at  Churdi  Dykdy.] 

Calcutta,  September  2ml. 

My  Darling  Mother, 

I  am  sitting  down  to  answer  your  letter,  which  arrived  by  last 
mail :  for  I  am  sure  you  must  wonder  at  my  long  silence  and  think  it 
an  age  since  I  wrote.  But  the  truth  is,  I  have  had  a  touch  of  my  old 
complaint — intermittent  fever — and  it  left  me  very  weak  and  languid. 
1  know  you  have  an  untiring  correspondent  in  Eleanor.  Perhaps  that 
makes  me  a  little  negligent  in  writing  home,  though  I  am  aware  it 
ouglit  not  to  do  so. 

We  were  truly  glad  to  welcome  Mrs.  Cale,  because  she  had  so 
recently  come  from  you.  I  cannot  say  that  I  have  seen  much  of  her 
as  yet,  for  it  was  just  after  she  got  out  that  my  illness  began  ;  and  when 
1  grew  better  my  husband  sent  me  to  the  hiUs  for  a  change.  Mary 
Avent  with  me  and  the  children.  She  is  the  gi-eatest  comfort.  Mother 
dear,  in  spite  of  what  we  know  of,  I  do  not  think  i\Iary  has  her  equal 
for  true  worth  in  this  world.  You  say  that  Mrs.  Cale,  in  writing  home 
to  you,  described  Mary  as  being  so  altered ;  so  sad  and  subdued.  "Why, 
my  dear  mother,  of  course  she  is  sad ;  how  could  it  be  otherwise  ?  I 
do  not  suppose,  in  her  more  recent  life,  she  has  ever  felt  other  than  the 
most  intense  sadness  of  mind ;  no,  not  for  one  minute  :  and  it  is  only  to 
be  expected  that  this  must  in  time  show  itself  in  the  countenance.  I 
spoke  to  her  about  it  one  day ;  it  is  a  long,  long  time  ago  now ;  sajdng 
I  did  not  like  to  see  her  retain  so  much  sadness.  "  It  cannot  be  helped," 
she  answered ;  "  sadness  must  always  follow  sin." 

And  now  I  must  tell  you,  even  at  the  risk  of  being  misunderstood — ■ 
though  I  am  sure  you  know  me  too  well  to  fear  I  should  seek  to 
countenance  or  excuse  wrong-doing — that  I  think  Mary  takes  an  exag- 
gerated view  of  the  past.  She  seems  to  think  it  can  never  be  wiped 
out,  never  be  palliated.  Of  course,  in  one  sense,  it  never  can :  but  1 
don't  see  why  she  need  continue  to  feel  this  intense  humiliation,  as  if  she 
ought  to  have  a  cordon  drawn  round  her  gown  to  warn  all  good  folks 
from  its  contact.  Look  again  at  that  persistent  fancy  of  hers,  always  to 
wear  black  ;  it  is  writing  about  her  gown  puts  me  in  mind  of  it.  Black, 
black,  black:  thin  silk  when  the  heat  will  allow,  oftener  a  dreary, 
rusty-black-looking  kind  of  soft  muslin  that  is  called  here  "black 
jaconite  " — but  I  really  don't  know  whether  that's  the  way  to  spell  the 
thing.  During  the  late  intense  heat,  we  have  talked  her  into  a  black- 
and-white  muslin  :  that  is,  white,  with  huge  black  spots  upon  it  in  the 
form  of  a  melon.  Only  once  did  I  speak  to  her  about  wearing  white 
as  we  do ;  I  have  never  ventured  since.  She  turned  away  with  a  shiver, 
and  said  white  was  no  longer  for  lier.  Motlier,  dear,  if  any  one  ever 
lived  to  work  out  on  earth  their  repentance  for  shi,  surely  it  is  Mary. 
The  more  I  see  of  her  innate  goodness,  the  less  can  I  understand  the 
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past.  With  her  upright  principles  and  strict  sense  of  conscientiousness 
• — and  you  know  that  Mary  always  had  these,  even  as  a  child — 1  am 

unable  to  imagine  how  it  could  have  been  that But  I  won't  go 

into  that.  And  it  may  be  that  the  goodness,  so  remarkable,  would  not 
have  come  out  conspicuously  but  for  the  trial. 

Mrs.  Cale  gave  us  such  a  nice  account  of  "  Baby  Ai'thur."  She  saj's 
he  is  very  fair  and  pretty.  She  has  talked  to  other  people  about  h inl- 
and of  course  we  cannot  tell  her  not  to  talk.  A  brother-officer  of  my 
husband's  said  to  me  yesterday : 

"  I  hear  your  httle  boy  at  home  is  charming,  Mrs.  Layne.  When 
shall  you  have  him  out?  " 

"  Not  yet,"  I  answered.  "  He  was  a  very  delicate  baby,  and  I  should 
not  like  to  risk  it." 

"  Ah,"  said  Major  Grant,  "  that  is  why  you  left  him  in  England." 

"  My  mother  takes  great  care  of  him,"  I  went  on  ;  "it  would  break 
her  heart  if  I  were  to  bring  him  away  from  her." 

You  will  wonder  at  my  writing  all  this  :  but  it  is  so  new  a  thing  to 
hear  "  Baby  Arthur  "  made  a  topic  of  discussion,  and  all  through  Mrs. 
Cale !  Talking  of  children,  Eleanor  is,  I  think,  getting  somewhat  over 
her  long-continued  disappointment.  Four  years  she  has  been  married, 
and  has  none.  It  is  certainly  a  pity,  when  she  and  Allan  McAlpin  are 
so  well  off".  Not  a  family  in  Calcutta  lives  in  better  style  than  they 
— people  here  talk  of  the  house  of  McAlpin  Brothers  as  we  at  home 
talk  of  Rothschild's  and  Baring's.  I  am  sure  they  must  be  very  rich, 
and  poor  Eleanor  naturally  thinks  where  is  the  use  of  the  riches  when 
there's  no  child  to  leave  them  to.  Eleanor  said  to  me  the  other  day 
when  she  was  here,  "  You  might  as  well  make  over  that  child  of  yours 
to  me,  Susan," — meaning  Baby  Arthur ;  "  he  does  you  no  good,  and 
must  be  a  trouble  to  mamma  and  Elizabeth."  Of  course  I  laughed  it 
oft';  saying  that  you  and  Elizabeth  would  not  part  with  him  for  untold 
gold.  And  I  beheve  it  is  so,  is  it  not,  dear  mother?  Do  you  remember 
when  I  first  went  to  your  house  with  the  poor  httle  infant,  after  his 
birth  on  the  Continent,  you  took  him  out  of  my  arms  with  an  averted 
face,  as  if  you  would  rather  have  thrown  him  on  the  fioor,  and  Ehzaheth 
turned  away  and  groaned  ?  "  Mother,"  I  said,  "  you  may  grow  to  love 
the  child  ui  time,  and  then  you  will  be  more  ready  to  forgive  and 
forget."     And  that  has  come  to  pass. 

Mary  has  always  been  against  our  not  telling  the  truth  to  Eleanor ; 
she  says,  even  yet,  that  she  feels  like  a  hypocrite  before  her ;  but  I 
feel  sure  it  was  best  and  wisest.  Eleanor  is  as  sensitive  in  her  way  as 
Mary  is ;  Eleanor  holds  a  high  position  in  the  place  ;  she  and  her 
husband  are  both  courted,  she  for  herself,  he  for  his  riches,  for  his  high 
commercial  name,  for  his  integrity ;  and  I  know  she  would  have  felt 
the  slur  almost  as  keenly  as  Mary.  It  is  true  I  do  not  like  deliberate 
deceit :  but  there  was  really  no  need  to  tell  her — it  would  not  have 
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answered  any  good  end.  Until  Mrs.  Gale  talked,  Eleanor  scarcely 
remembered  that  there  was  a  Baby  Arthur ;  and  now  she  seems  quite 
jealous  that  he  is  mine  and  she  cannot  have  him.  I  say  to  Eleanor 
that  she  must  be  contented  with  the  good  she  has ;  her  indulgent 
husband,  her  position.  We  poor  officers'  wiveg  cannot  compete  with 
her  in  grandeur.  By  the  way,  talking  of  officers,  you  will  be  glad  to 
hoar  that  my  husband  expects  his  majority.  It  will  be  a  welcome  rise. 
For,  with  our  little  ones  and  our  expenses,  it  is  rather  difficult  at  times 
to  make  both  endi  meet:  We  shall  come  into  money  some  time  from 
the  West  Indies ;  but  until  tlien  every  pound  of  additional  pay  is 
welcome. 

Mrs.  Gale  told  us  another  item  of  news ;  th\t  is,  she  recounted  it 
amidst  the  rest,  little  thinking  what  it  was  to  us.  That  Sir  G.  C.  is 
married,  and  living  with  his  wife  at  the  Grange  with  Lady  G.  You 
liave  been  keeping  the  feet  back,  dear  mother ;  either  through  not 
choosing  to  mention  their  names,  or  out  of  consideration  to  Mary. 
But  I  can  assure  you  she  was  thankful  to  hear  of  it ;  it  has  removed  a 
little  of  the  abiding  sting  from  her  life.  You  cannot  imagine  how 
unselfish  she  is :  she  looks  upon  herself  as  the  sole  cause  of  all  that 
occurred.  I  mean  that  she  says  it  was  through  her  going  to  the 
(Jrange.  Had  she  not  gone,  the  peace  of  mother  and  son  would  never 
have  been  disturbed.  /  think  Lady  G.  was  selfish  and  lurong ;  that  she 
ought  to  have  allowed  Sir  G.  to  do  as  he  Avished.  Mary  says  no ;  that 
Lady  G.'s  comfort  and  her  lifelong  feelings  were  above  every  other 
consideration.  She  admires  Lady  G.  more  than  I  do.  However,  she 
is  tnily  glad  to  hear  that  the  marriage  took  place.  Events  have  fallen 
now  into  their  original  course,  and  she  trusts  that  the  bitter  episode  in 
which  she  took  part  may  be  gradually  forgotten  at  the  Grange.  The 
day  we  first  heard  of  his  marriage,  I  went  hastily— and  I  fear  you  Avill 
say  rudely — into  Mary's  room  at  night  when  she  was  preparing  for 
rest,  having  omitted  to  tell  her  something  I  wished  changed  in  Nelly's 
studies  for  the  morning.  She  was  on  her  knees,  and  rose  up;  the 
tears  were  literally  streaming  down  her  sweet  face,  "  Oh,  Mary,  wiiat 
is  the  matter?  "  I  asked,  in  dismay.  "  I  was  only  praying  for  God  to 
bless  them,"  she  answered  simply.     Is  she  not  a  good,  unselfish  girl  ? 

I  could  fill  pages  with  her  praises.  What  she  has  been  to  my 
children,  (hiring  these  two  years  she  has  had  them  in  charge,  I  can 
ncivcr  tell.  Slie  insisted  upon  being  regarded  and  treated  wholly  as  a 
governess  ;  but,  as  my  husband  says,  no  real  governess  could  be  half 
so  painstaking,  untiring,  and  conscientious.  SIic  has  earned  the  respect 
of  all  Calcutta,  and  she  shrinks  from  it  as  if  it  were  something  to  l)e 
shunned,  saying,  "  If  people  did  but  know !  "  Nelly,  from  being  the 
only  ^^irl,  and  perhaps  also  because  she  was  the  eldest  and  her  papa 
loved  her  so,  was  tiic  most  tiresome,  spoiled  little  animal  in  the  world; 
and  the  boys  were  boisterous,  and  I  am  afraiil  frightfully  impudent  to 
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the  native  servants :  but  since  Mary  took  them  in  hand  they  are 
ahoj::ether  diiVerent,  fit  to  be  loved.  Richard  often  says  he  wshes  he 
could  recompense  her. 

And  now  I  must  bring  my  letter  to  a  close,  or  you  will  be  tii'ed. 
The  children  all  send  Icw^e  to  grandmamma  and  Aunt  Elizabeth :  and 
(it  is  Miss  Nelly  calls  out  this)  to  little  brother  Arthur.  Nelly  is 
p'owing  prettier  every  day  :  she  is  now  going  on  for  eleven.  Young 
Iviehard  promises  to  be  as  tall  and  fine  a  man  as  his  father.  I  believe 
he  is  to  be  sent  home  next  year  to  the  school  attached  to  King's 
College  in  London.  Little  Allan  is  more  delicate  than  I  like  to  see 
liim ;  Bobby,  a  frightful  Turk ;  baby,  a  dear  little  fellow.  Master 
Allan's  godfather,  Eleanor's  husband,  gave  him  a  handsome  present  on 
his  last  birthdaj- — a  railway  train  that  would  "go."  He  had  sent  for 
it  from  England :  I  am  sure  it  never  cost  less  than  five  pounds ;  and 
the  naughty  child  broke  it  before  the  day  was  out.  I  felt  so  ve.xed ; 
and  downright  ashamed  to  confess  it  to  Eleanor.  The  Ayah  said  he 
broke  it  for  the  purpose,  "  to  see  what  it  was  made  of;  "  and,  in  spite 
of  entreaties  to  the  contrary,  Kichard  was  on  the  point  of  whip])ing 
him  for  the  mischief,  and  Allan  was  roaring  in  anticipation,  when  Ahiry 
interposed,  and  begged  to  be  let  deal  with  him  for  it.  What  she  said, 
or  what  she  did,  I  don't  know,  I'm  sure  there  was  no  whipping;  but 
Master  Allan  was  in  a  penitential  and  subdued  mood  for  days  after  it, 
voluntarily  renouncing  some  pudding  that  he  is  uncommonly  fond  of, 
because  he  had  "not  been  good."  Richard  says  that  he  would  rather 
trust  his  children  to  Mary,  to  be  made  what  they  ought  to  be,  than  to 
any  one  under  heaven.  Oh,  it  is  grievous — that  her  life  should  have 
been  blighted ! 

My  best  love  to  you  and  Elizabeth,  dearest  mother,  in  which  Rich;ird 
begs  to  join ;  and  believe  me,  your  aft'ectionate  daughter, 

Susan  Layne. 

P.S. — I  have  never  before  written  openly  on  these  private  matters  : 
we  have  been  content  tacitly  to  ignore  them  to  each  other,  but  somehow 
my  pen  has  run  on  incautiously.  Please,  therefore,  to  burn  this  letter 
when  you  and  Elizabeth  shall  have  read  it.* 

[From  Miss  Mai-y  Layne's  Journal,  about  two  years  yet  later. ~\ 

October  dth. — I  quite  tremble  at  the  untoward  turn  things  seem  to  be 
taking.  To  think  that  a  noble  gentleman  should  be  casting  his  thoughts 
on  7ne  !  And  he  is  a  gentleman,  and  a  noble  one  also,  in  s[)ite  of  that 
vain  yomig  adjutant,  St.  George's,  slighting  remark  when  Mr.  McAlphi 

*  But  old  Mrs.  L.ayne  did  not  burn  the  letter :  or  else  it  would  never  have 
fnund  its  waj'  into  DufFham's  collection.  She  was  content  to  put  it  off  from 
day  to  day  just  as  jieoplo  do  put  things  off ;  find  it  was  never  done. — J,  L, 
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came  in  last  night — "  Here's  that  confounded  old  warehouseman ! "  It 
was  well  the  major  did  not  hear  him.  He  has  to  take  St.  George  to 
task  on  accasion,  and  he  would  have  done  it  then  with  a  will. 

Andrew  McAlpin  is  not  an  ordinary  man.  Head  of  a  wealthy  house, 
whose  integiity  has  never  been  questioned ;  himself  of  unsullied  honour, 
of  handsome  presence,  of  middle  age,  for  surely,  in  his  three-and-fortieth 
year,  he  may  be  called  it — owner  of  all  these  solid  advantages,  he  lias 
actually  turned  his  attentions  upon  me.  Me  !  Oh,  if  he  did  but  know ! 
— if  he  could  but  see  the  humiliation  it  brings  to  this  abeady  too 
humiliated  heart. 

Has  a  glamour  been  cast  over  his  sight — as  they  say  in  bis  own 
land  ?  Can  he  not  see  how  I  shrink  from  people  when  they  notice  me 
by  chance  more  than  is  usual  ?  Does  he  not  see  how  constantly  I  have 
tried  to  shrink  from  him  ?  If  I  thought  that  this  had  been  brought 
about  by  any  want  of  precaution  on  my  part,  I  should  be  doubly 
miserable.  When  I  was  assistant-teacher  at  school  in  England,  the 
French  governess,  poor  old  Madame  de  Visme,  confided  to  me  some- 
tliing  that  she  was  in  the  habit  of  doing  ;  it  was  nothing  wrong  in  itself, 
but  totally  opposed  to  the  arbitrary  rules  laid  down,  and,  if  discovered, 
might  have  caused  her  to  be  abruptly  dismissed.  "  But  suppose  it 
were  found  out,  madame?"  I  said.  "Ah  non,  mon  enfant,"  she 
answered;  "je  prends  mes  precautions."  Since  then  I  have  often 
thought  of  the  words :  and  I  say  to  myself,  now  as  I  write,  have  I  taken 
precautions^proper  ones  ?  I  can  hardly  tell.  For  one  thing,  I  was 
at  first,  and  for  some  time,  so  totally  unprepared ;  it  would  no  more 
have  entered  my  mind  to  suppose  Mr.  McAlpin  would  think  of  paying 
attention  to  me,  than  that  the  empty-headed  Lieutenant  St.  George — 
who  boasts  that  his  family  is  better  than  anybody's  in  India,  and  intends 
to  wed  accordingly  if  he  weds  at  all — would  pay  it. 

When  it  first  began — and  that  is  so  long  ago  that  I  can  scarcely 
remember,  nearly  a  year,  though — Mr.  McAlpin  would  talk  to  me  about 
the  children.  I  felt  proud  to  answer  him,  dear  little  things ;  and  I  knew 
he  liked  them,  and  Allan  is  his  brother's  godchild,  and  Robert  is 
Eleanor's.  I  am  afraid  that  is  where  I  was  wrong :  when  he  came 
talking,  evening  after  evening,  I  should  have  been  on  my  guard,  and 
begged  Susan  to  excuse  me  from  appearing  as  often  as  she  would.  The 
great  evil  lies  in  my  having  consented  to  appear  at  all  in  company. 
For  two  years  after  I  came  out — oh,  more  than  that ;  it  must  have  been 
nearly  three — I  resolutely  refused  to  join  them  when  they  were  not 
alone.  It  was  Major  Layne's  fault  that  the  rule  was  broken  through. 
One  day,  when  invitations  were  out  for  an  evening  party,  Susan  came 
to  me  and  said  that  the  major  particularly  requested  I  would  appear  at 
it.  "The  fact  is,  Maiy,"  she  whispered,  "there  has  been  some  talk  at 
the  mess  :  you  are  very  much  admired — your  face,  I  mean — and  some 
of  them  began  wondering  whether  there  was  any  reason  for  your  never 
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appearing  in  society ;  and  whether  you  could  really  be  my  sister, 
liichard  was  not  present — that  goes  without  saying — the  colonel 
repeated  it  to  him  afterwards  in  a  joking  way.  But  what  the  major 
says  is  this,  Mary — that  he  knows  India  and  gossiping  tongues  better 
than  you  do,  and  he  desires  for  all  our  sakes,  for  yours  of  coui'se 
especially,  that  you  wll  now  and  then  show  yourself  wth  us.  You  are 
to  begin  next  Tuesday  evening.  Richard  legs  you  ■will.  And  I  have 
been  getting  you  a  black  net  dress,  \\\i\\  a  httle  white  lace  for  the  body 
— you  cannot  say  that's  too  fine."  The  words  "for  all  our  sakes" 
decided  it ;  and  I  said  I  would  certainly  obey  Major  Lajne.  What  else 
could  I  do  ? 

That  was  the  beginning  of  it.  Though  I  go  out  scarcely  ever  with 
the  major  and  Susan,  declining  invitations  on  the  plea  of  my  duties  as 
governess,  it  has  certainly  grown  into  a  habit  wth  me  to  spend  my 
evenings  with  them  when  they  are  at  home. 

But  I  never  supposed  anything  like  this  would  come  of  it.  It  has 
always  seemed  to  me  as  if  the  world  could  see  me  a  little  as  1  sec 
myself,  and  not  think  of  me  as  one  eUgible  to  be  chosen.  As  soon  as  I 
suspected  that  Mr.  McAlpin  came  here  for  me,  I  strove  to  show  him 
as  plainly  as  I  might  that  he  was  making  a  mistake.  And  now  this 
proves,  as  it  seems  to  me,  how  wrong  it  was  not  to  tell  my  sad  story  to 
Eleanor,  but  to  let  her  think  of  me  as  one  still  worthy.  Susan  knows 
how  averse  I  was  to  its  suppression ;  but  she  overruled  me,  and  said 
Richard  thought  with  her.  Eleanor  would  have  whispered  it  to  her 
husband,  and  he  might  have  whispered  to  his  brother  Andrew,  and  this 
new  perplexity  have  been  spared.  It  is  not  for  my  own  sake  I  am  so 
sorry,  but  for  his  :  crosses  and  vexations  are  only  my  due,  and  I  try  to 
take  them  patiently;  but  I  grow  hot  with  shame  every  time  I  think 
how  he  is  deceived.  Oh,  if  he  would  only  speak  out,  and  end  it !  that 
I  might  thank  him  and  tell  him  it  is  impossible  :  I  should  like  to  say 
unfit.  Susan  might  give  him  a  hint ;  but  when  I  urge  her  to  do  so,  she 
laughs  at  me  and  asks.  How  can  she,  until  he  has  spoken  ? 

October  25th — It  has  come  at  last.  Mr.  McAlpin,  one  of  the  best 
men  amidst  the  honourable  men  of  the  Avorld,  has  asked  me  to  become 
his  wife.  Whilst  I  was  trying  to  answer  him,  I  burst  into  tears.  We 
were  quite  alone.  "Why  do  you  weep?"  he  asked,  and  I  answered 
that  I  thought  it  was  because  of  my  gratitude  to  him  for  his  kindness, 
and  because  I  was  so  unworthy  of  it.  It  was  perhaps  a  hazardous 
thing  to  say — but  I  was  altogether  confused.  I  must  have  explained 
myseh  badly,  for  he  could  not  or  would  not  understand  my  refusal ;  he 
said  he  certainly  should  decline  to  take  it ;  I  must  consider  it  well — for 
a  week — or  a  month — as  long  as  I  hked,  provided  I  said  "  Yes  "  at  last. 
When  the  crjdng  was  over,  I  felt  myself  again  ;  and  I  told  him,  just 
as  quietly  and  calmly  as  I  could  speak,  that  I  should  never  marry ; 
never.    He  asked  whi/,  and  as  I  was  hesitating  what  reason  to  give, 
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and  praying  to  be  helped  to  speak  right  in  the  emergency,  we  were 
interrupted. 

Oh,  if  I  could  only  tell  him  the  naked  truth,  as  I  here  write  it !  That 
the  only  one  living  man  it  would  be  possible  for  me  to  marry  is 
separated  from  me  wider  than  seas  can  part.  The  barrier  was  thrown 
up  between  us  years  ago,  never  to  be  overstepped  by  either  of  us  : 
whilst  at  the  same  time  it  shut  me  out  from  my  kind.  For  this  reason 
1  fan  never  marry,  and  never  shall  marry,  so  long  as  the  world,  for  me, 
endures. 

November  19lh. — This  is  becoming  painful.  Mr.  McAlpin  will  not 
give  me  up.  He  is  all  consideration  and  respect,  he  is  not  obtrusive, 
but  yet— he  will  not  give  me  up.  There  can  exist  no  good  reason  why 
I  sliould  not  have  him,  he  says ;  and  he  is  willing  to  wait  for  montlis 
and  years.  Eleanor  comes  in  with  her  remonstrances  :  "  Whatever 
possesses  you,  Mary?  You  must  be  out  of  your  mind,  child,  to  refuse 
Andrew  McAlpiu.  For  goodness'  sake,  get  a  little  common  sense  into 
your  poor  crotchety  head."  Allan  McAlpin,  in  his  half-earnest,  half- 
joking  way,  says  to  me,  "  Miss  Layne,  /  make  a  perfect  husband ;  ask 
Eleanor  if  I  don't ;  and  I  know  Andrew  will  make  a  better."  It  is  so 
difticult  for  me  to  parry  these  attacks.  The  children  even  have  taken 
it  up  :  and  Richard  to-day  in  the  schoolroom  calle<l  me  Mrs.  McAlpin. 
Susan  has  tried  to  shield  me  throughout.  The  major  says  not  a  word 
one  way  or  tlie  other. 

A  curious  idea  has  come  across  me  once  or  twice  lately — that  it 
might  be  almost  better  to  give  Mr.  McAlpin  a  hint  of  the  truth.  Of 
course  it  is  but  an  idea  ;  one  that  can  never  be  carried  out ;  but  I  know 
that  he  would  be  true  as  steel.  I  cannot  bear  for  him  to  think  me  un- 
grateful :  and  he  must  consider  me  both  ungrateful  and  capricious.  I 
respect  him  and  like  him  very  much,  and  he  sees  this :  if  I  were  at 
liberty  as  others  are,  I  would  gladly  marry  him :  the  great  jiuzzle  is, 
how  to  make  him  understand  that  it  is  not  possible.  I  suppose  the 
consciousness  of  mj''  secret,  which  never  leaves  me,  renders  it  more 
ditficult  for  me  to  be  decisive  than  it  would  be  if  I  possessed  none.  Not 
the  least  painful  part  of  it  all  is,  that  he  brings  me  handsome  presents, 
and  will  not  take  them  l)ack  again.  He  is  nearly  old  enough  to  be  my 
father,  he  says,  and  so  I  must  consider  them  as  given  to  me  in  that 
light.     How  shall  I  stop  it?— how  convince  him? 

Nuvemher  '29</«.— Well,  I  have  done  it.  List  night  there  was  a  grand 
dinner  at  the  mess ;  some  strangers  were  to  join  it  on  invitixtion ;  Susan 
went  to  spend  a  quiet  hour  with  the  colonel's  wife,  and  Mr.  McAlpin 
came  in,  and  found  me  alone.  What  possessed  me  I  cannot  tell :  but 
I  began  to  tremble  all  over.  He  asked  what  was  the  matter,  and  I 
took  courage  to  say  that  T  always  now  felt  distn>ssed  to  son  him  come  in, 
knowing  he  came  lor  my  sake,  and  that  I  could  not  respond  to  him  as 
he  wished.     We  had  never  had  so  serious  a  conversation  as  the  one 
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that  olisiioil.  lie  bot^'gcd  mc  to  ut,  least  tell  liiiii  wliat  the  liariier  was, 
and  wlierc  it  lay  :  1  thoiiglit  lie  almost  hinted  that  it  was  due  to  him. 
'•  There  is  some  particular  barrier,  I  feel  sure,"  he  said,  "  altliougii 
l^leanor  tells  inc  there  is  none."  And  then  I  took  some  more  courage, 
inwardly  lio]iing  to  be  helped  to  speak  for  the  best,  and  answered  Yes, 
there  v'cis  a  barrier ;  one  that  could  never  be  surmounted  ;  and  that  [ 
had  tried  to  make  him  see  this  all  along.  I  told  him  how  truly  I 
esteemed  him  ;  how  little  I  felt  in  my  own  eyes  at  being  so  undeserving 
(if  the  opinion  of  a  good  man  ;  I  said  I  should  thank  him  for  it  in  my 
heart  for  ever.  Did  the  barrier  lie  in  my  loving  another  ?  he  asked,  and 
1  hesitated  there.  I  ha  I  loved  another,  I  said :  it  was  before  I  came 
out,  and  the  circumst<ances  attending  it  were  very  painful ;  indeed,  it 
was  a  painful  story  altogether.  It  had  blighted  my  life ;  it  had  isolated 
me  from  the  world;  it  entirely  ])revented  me  from  ever  thinking  of 
another.  I  do  believe  he  gathered  from  my  agitation  something  of  the 
truth,  for  he  was  so  kind  and  gentle.  Eleanor  knew  nothing  of  it,  I 
said ;  Major  and  Mrs.  Layne  had  thought  there  was  no  need  to  tell  her, 
and,  of  course,  he  would  understand  that  I  was  speaking  to  him  in 
confidence.  Yes,  he  answered,  in  confidence  that  I  should  not  find 
misplaced.  I  felt  happier  and  more  at  ease  with  him  than  I  had  ever 
done,  for  now  I  knew  that  misajiprehension  was  over ;  and  we  talked 
together  on  other  matters  peacefully,  until  Major  Layne  entered  and 
brought  a  shock  with  him. 

A  shock  for  me.  One  of  the  guests  at  the  mess  came  with  him  :  a 
naval  officer  in  his  imiform  :  a  big  man  of  fifty  or  sixty  years,  with  a 
stern  countenance  and  a  cloud  of  untidy  white  hair.  "  "Where's  Susan?" 
cried  the  major :  "  out  ?  Come  here,  then,  Mary  :  yon  must  be  hostess." 
And  before  I  knew  what  or  who  it  was,  1  liad  been  introduced  to 
Admiral  Chavasse.  My  head  was  in  a  whirl,  my  eyes  were  swimmin 
1  had  not  heard  the  name  spoken  openly  for  years.  Major  Layne  littl 
thought  he  was  related  to  G.  C:  Mr.  McAlpin  had  no  idea  that  this 
fine  naval  officer,  Parker  Chavasse,  could  be  cousin  to  one  of  whom 
I  had  been  speaking  covertly,  but  had  not  named.  The  admiral  is 
on  cruise,  has  touched  at  Calcutta,  and  his  vessel  is  lying  in  Diamond 
Harbour. 

Novemher  Z0th.—O\\  dear !  oh  dear  !  That  I  should  be  the  recipient 
of  so  much  goodness,  and  not  be  able  to  appreciate  it ! 

A  message  came  to  the  schoolroom  this  morning ;  Miss  Layne  was 
wanted  downs'airs.  It  was  Susan  who  sent,  but  I  found  Mr.  McAli>in 
alone,  lie  had  been  holding  a  confidential  interview  with  Susan  :  and 
Susan,  hearing  how  much  I  had  said  to  him  last  night,  confided  to  him 
all.  Oh,  and  he  was  willing  to  take  me  still ;  to  take  me  as  I  am  !  I 
fell  down  at  his  feet  sobbing  when  I  told  him  that  it  coulil  not  be. 
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[Private  Note  from  Major  Layne's  Wife  to  her  Mother  at  Church 

byJcehj.] 

Just  half-a-dozen  lines,  my  dear  mother,  for  your  eye  alone :  I  enclose 
them  in  my  ordinary  letter,  meant  for  the  world  in  general  as  well  as 
you.  Mr.  McAlpin  knows  all ;  but  he  was  still  anxious  to  make  her 
his  wife.  He  thinks  her  the  best  and  truest  girl,  excellent  among 
women.  Praise  from  him  is  praise.  It  was,  I  am  certain,  a  most 
affecting  interview  ;  but  they  were  alone.  Mary's  refusal — an  absolute 
one — was  dictated  by  two  motives.  The  one  is  that  the  old  feelings 
hold  still  so  much  sway  in  her  heart  (and,  she  says,  always  will)  as  to 
render  the  idea  of  a  union  with  any  one  else  absolutely  distasteful. 
The  other  motive  was  consideration  for  Andrew  McAlpin.  "  I  put  it 
to  you  what  it  would  be,"  she  said  to  him,  "  if  at  any  time  after  our 
marriage,  whether  following  closely  upon  it,  or  in  years  to  come,  this 
story  of  mine  should  transpire  ?  I  should  die  with  shame,  with  grief 
for  your  sake ;  and  there  coidd  be  no  remedy.  No,  no  ;  never  will  I 
subject  you,  or  any  one  else,  to  that  frightful  chance." 

And,  mother,  she  is  right.  In  spite  of  Mr.  McAlpin's  present  dis- 
appointment, I  know  he  thinks  her  so.  It  has  but  increased  his 
admiration  for  her.  He  said  to  me,  "  Henceforth  I  shall  look  upon 
her  as  a  dear  younger  sister,  and  give  her  still  my  heart's  best  love  and 
reverence." 

And  this  is  the  private  history  of  the  affair :  I  thought  I  ought  to 
disclose  it  to  you.  Richard,  while  thinking  she  has  done  right,  says  it 
is  altogether  an  awful  pity  (he  means  inclusive  of  the  past),  for  she's  a 
trump  of  a  girl.     And  so  she  is. 

Ever  yours,  dear  mother, 

Susan  Layne. 


^art  tfje  mM- 

It  was  a  lovely  place,  tliat  homestead  of  Chavasse  Grange,  as  seen  in 
the  freshness  of  tlie  summer's  morning :  and  my  Lady  Chavasse,  looking 
from  her  window  as  she  dressed,  might  be  thinking  so.  The  green 
lawn,  its  dew-drops  sparkling  in  the  sun,  was  dotted  with  beds  of  many 
coloured  flowers;  the  thrush  and  blackbird  were  singing  in  the  sur- 
jinniding  trees ;  the  far-off  landscape,  stretched  around  in  the  distance, 
was  l)cautiful  for  the  eye  to  rest  upon. 

Nearly  hiilden  by  gi-eat  clusters  of  roses,  some  of  which  he  was>- 
l)lueking,  and  talking  at  the  same  time  to  the  head-gardener  who  stood 
l)y,  was  a  good-looking  gentleman  of  some  five-and-twenty  years.  His 
light  morning  coat  was  flung  back  from  the  snowy  white  waistcoat, 


A  TALE  OP  Sllf.  191 

across  which  a  gold  chain  passed,  its  seal  drooping  ;  a  blue  necktie,  just 
as  blue  as  his  blue  eyes,  was  carelessly  tied  round  his  neck.  He  might 
have  been  known  for  a  Chavasse  by  those  self-same  eyes,  for  they  liad 
l>een  his  father's — Sir  Peter's — before  him. 

"  About  those  geraniums  that  you  liave  put  out,  Markham,"  he  was 
saying.  "  How  came  you  to  do  it  ?  Lady  Chavasse  is  very  angry ; 
she  wanted  them  kept  in  the  pots." 

"  Well,  Sir  Geoifry,  I  only  obeyed  orders,"  replied  the  gardener — 
who  was  new  to  the  place.     "  Lady  Rachel  told  me  to  do  it." 

"  Lady  Rachel  did?  Oh,  very  well.  Lady  Chavasse  did  not  under- 
stand that,  I  suppose." 

Up  went  Lady  Chavasse's  window  at  this  juncture.     "  Geoftry." 

Sir  Geofl'ry  stepped  out  from  the  roses,  and  smiled  as  he  answered 
her. 

"  Ask  Markham  about  the  geraniums,  Geoffry — ^how  he  could  dare  to 
do  such  a  thing  without  orders." 

"  Mother,  Rachel  bade  him  do  it.  Of  course  she  did  not  know  that 
you  wslied  it  not  done." 

"  Oh,"  curtly  ropHed  Lady  Chavasse.  And  she  shut  down  the 
window  again. 

By  this  it  ■will  be  seen  that  the  wishes  of  the  two  ladies  at  Chavasse 
Grange  sometimes  clashed.  Lady  Rachel,  though  perhaps  regarded  us 
second  in  authority,  was  fond  of  having  her  own  way,  and  took  it  when 
she  could.  Lady  Chavasse  made  a  show  of  deferring  to  her  generally ; 
but  she  had  reigned  queen  so  long  that  she  found  it  irksome,  not  to  say 
humiliating,  to  jield  the  smallest  point  to  her  son's  wife. 

They  were  sitting  down  to  breakfast  when  Sir  Geoftry  went  in,  in 
the  room  that  had  once  been  the  garden-parlour.  It  had  been  re- 
embellished  since  those  days,  and  made  the  breakfast-room.  Lady 
Cliavasse  was  but  in  her  forty-fourth  year  ;  a  young  woman,  so  to  say, 
beautiful  still,  and  excellently-well  preserved.  She  wore  a  handsome 
dress  of  green  muslin,,  with  a  dainty  little  cap  of  lace  on  her  ricli 
brown  hair.  Sir  GeofFry's  wife  was  in  white  ;  she  looked  just  the  same 
as  when  she  was  Rachel  Derreston  ;  her  perfect  features  pale,  and  cold, 
and  faultless. 

Geoftry  Chavasse  laid  a  rose  by  the  side  of  each  as  he  sat  down.  He 
was  the  only  one  changed ;  changed  since  the  light-hearted  days  before 
that  episode  of  sin  and  care  came  to  the  Grange.  It  had  soon  passed 
away  again ;  but  somehow  it  had  left  its  mark  on  him.  His  face 
seemed  to  have  acquired  a  weary  sort  of  look  ;  and  the  fair  briglit 
hair  was  getting  somewhat  thin  iqion  the  tenq)les.  Sir  Geoftry  was  in 
Parliament ;  but  he  had  now  paired  oif  for  the  short  remainder  of  the 
session.  Sometimes  the}'  were  all  in  London :  sometimes  Sir  Geoftiy 
would  be  there  alone ;  or  only  witli  his  wife  :  the  Grange  was  their 
chief  and  usual  home. 
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They  began  talking  of  their  plans  for  the  d;i\'.  Sir  Geofl'ry  had  to 
ride  over  some  portion  of  the  estate ;  Lady  Rachel  thought  she  must 
write  some  letters ;  Lady  Chavasse,  who  said  her  head  ached,  intended 
to  go  out  in  her  new  carriage. 

It  was  ordered  to  the  door  in  the  course  of  the  morning:  this  pretty 
toy  carriage,  which  had  been  a  recent  present  from  Geoftry  to  his 
mother.  Low  and  lightly  built,  it  was  something  like  a  ba.sket-chaise, 
but  much  more  elegant,  and  the  boy -groom,  in  his  natty  postillion's 
dress,  sat  the  horse.  Lady  Chavasse,  a  light  shawl  thrown  over  her 
green  muslin,  and  a  white  bonnet  on,  stood  admiring  the  turn-out,  her 
maid,  who  had  come  out  with  the  parasol,  by  her  side. 

"  Wilkins,"  said  her  ladyship,  suddenly,  "run  and  ask  Lady  Rachel 
whether  she  is  suie  she  would  not  like  to  go  with  me ? " 

The  woman  went  and  returned.  "  Lady  Rachel's  love  and  thanks, 
my  lady,  but  she  would  prefer  to  get  her  letters  done." 

So  Lady  Cavasse  went  alone,  taking  the  road  to  Church  Dykely. 
The  hedges  Avere  blooming  with  wild  roses  and  woodbine,  the  sweet 
scent  of  the  hay  filled  the  aii',  the  sky  was  blue  and  cloudless.  But  the 
headache  was  making  itself  sensibly  felt ;  and  my  lady,  remembering 
that  she  had  often  had  these  headaclies  lately,  began  wondering  whether 
Duffham  the  surgeon  could  give  her  anything  to  cure  them. 

"  Giles,"  she  cried,  leaning  forward.  And  the  groom  turned  and 
touched  his  cap. 

"  My  lady  ?  " 

"  To  Mr.  DufTham's." 

So  in  the  middle  of  the  village,  at  Mr.  Duffham's  door,  Giles  pulled 
up.  The  surgeon,  seeing  who  it  was,  came  out,  aiid  handed  his  visitor 
indoors. 

Lady  Chavasse  had  not  enjoyed  a  gossip  with  Mr.  Duifham  since 
before  her  last  absence  from  home.  She  rather  liked  one  in  her  coldly 
condescending  way.  And  she  stayed  with  him  in  the  surgery  v.liile  he 
made  up  some  medicine  for  her,  and  told  her  all  the  village  news. 
Then  she  began  talking  about  her  daughter-in-law. 

"  Lady  Rachel  seems  well,  but  there  is  a  little  fractiousness  per- 
ceptible now  and  then ;  and  I  fancy  that,  with  some  people,  it  denotes 
a  state  of  not  perfect  health.  Tliere  are  no  children,  Mr.  Duft'iiam, 
you  see.     There  have  been  no  signs  of  any." 

'•  Time  enough  for  that,  my  lady." 

"  Well — they  have  been  married  for — let  me  recollect — nearly  four- 
teen months.  I  do  hope  there  will  be  children  !  I  am  anxious  that 
there  shuuld  be." 

The  surgeon  happened  to  meet  her  eyes  as  she  spoke,  and  read  the 
anxiety  seated  in  tiiem. 

"  You  set.' — if  tliere  were  nunc,  and  anything  happened  to  Sir  Geoilry, 
it  would  bi'  the  case  of  the  old  days — my  case  pver  again.    Had  my 
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child  proved  to  be  a  girl,  the  Grange  would  have  gone  from  us.  You 
do  not  remember  that ;  you  -were  not  here  ;  but  your  predecessor,  Mr, 
Layne,  knew  all  about  it." 

Perhaps  it  was  the  first  time  for  some  three  or  more  years  past  that 
Lady  Chavassc  had  voluntarily  mentioned  the  name  of  Layne  to  the 
surgeon.     It  might  have  been  a  slip  of  the  tongue  now. 

"  But  nothing  is  likely  to  happen  to  Sir  Geoftry,  Lady  Chavasse," 
observed  Duft'ham,  after  an  imperceptible  pause.  "  He  is  young  and 
healthy." 

"  I  know  all  that.  Only  it  would  be  pleasant  to  feel  we  were  on  the 
fiafe  side — that  there  was  a  son  to  succeed.  If  anything  did  happen  to 
him,  and  he  left  no  son,  the  Grange  would  pass  away  from  us.  I  can- 
not help  looking  to  contingencies  :  it  has  been  my  way  to  do  so  all  my 
life." 

"  Well,  Lady  Chavasse,  I  sincerely  hope  the  son  will  come.  Sir 
GeoflFry  is  anxious  on  the  point,  I  dare  say." 

"  lie  makes  no  sign  of  being  so.  Sir  (ieoffry  seems  to  me  to  have 
grown  a  little  indifferent  in  manner  of  late,  as  to  general  interests. 
Yesterday  afternoon  we  were  talking  about  making  some  improvements 
at  the  Grange,  he  and  I ;  Lady  Rachel  Avas  indoors  at  the  piano.  I 
remarked  that  it  would  cost  a  good  deal  of  money,  and  the  question 
was,  whether  it  would  be  worth  while  to  do  it.  '  My  successor  would 
think  it  so,  no  doubt,'  cried  Sir  Geoffry.  '  I  hope  that  will  never  be 
Parker  Chavasse ;  I  should  not  like  him  to  reign  here,'  I  said  hastily. 
'  If  it  is,  mother,  I  shall  not  be  alive  to  witness  it,'  was  his  unemotional 
answer." 

"  Lady  Chavasse,  considering  the  difference  between  the  admiral's 
age  and  Sir  Geoftry's,  I  should  say  there  are  thirty  chances  against  it," 
was  DulTham's  reply,  as  he  began  to  roll  up  the  bottle  of  mixture  in 
white  paper. 

While  he  was  doing  this,  a  clapping  of  tiny  hands  attracted  Lady 
Chavasse's  attention  to  the  window,  which  stood  open.  A  little  boy 
had  run  out  of  Mrs.  Layne's  door  opposite,  and  stood  on  the  pavement 
in  admiration  of  the  can'iage,  which  the  gi'oom  was  driving  slowly 
about.  It  was  a  pretty  child  of  some  three  years  old,  or  thereabouts, 
in  a  brown  liolland  piimfore  strapped  round  the  waist,  his  little  arms 
and  legs  and  neck  bare,  and  his  light  liair  curling. 

"  Oh,  g'andma,  look  !  G'andma,  come  and  look  !  "  he  cried — and  the 
words  were  wafted  distinctly  to  Lady  Chavasse. 

"  Who  is  that  child,  Mr.  DuiTham  ?  T  have  seen  him  sometimes 
before.  Stay,  though,  I  remember — I  think  I  have  heard.  He  belongs 
to  that  daughter  of  Mr.  Layne's  who  married  a  soldier  of  the  same 
name.     A  lieutenant,  or  some  grade  of  that  kind,  was  he  not?  " 

"  Lieutenant  Layne  then :  Captain  Layne  now,"  carelessly  replied 
Mr.  Dutt^ham.     ''  Hopes  to  get  his  majority  in  time,  no  doubt." 

Johnny  Luiluw. — II.  |0 
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"  Oh,  indeej.  I  sometimes  wonder  how  people  devoid  of  family  con- 
nections manage  to  obtain  rapid  promotion.  The  grandmother  takes 
care  of  the  child,  I  suppose.     Quite  a  charge  for  her." 

Mr.  Duft'ham,  standing  now  by  her  side,  glanced  at  Lady  Chavasse. 
Her  countenance  was  open,  unembarrassed:  there  was  no  sign  of 
ulterior  thought  upon  it.  Evidently  a  certain  event  of  the  past  was 
not  just  then  in  her  remembrance. 

"  How  is  the  old  lady  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Middling.  Slie  breaks  fast.  I  doubt,  though,  if  one  of  her 
daughters  will  not  go  before  her." 

Lady  Chavasse  turned  quickly  at  the  words. 

"I  speak  of  the  one  who  is  with  her — ]Miss  Elizabeth  LajTie,"  con- 
tinued Mr.  Duffham,  busily  rolling  up  the  bottle.  "  Her  health  is 
iixiling  :  I  think  seriously  ;  though  she  may  linger  for  some  time  yet." 

There  was  a  pause.  Lady  Chavasse  looked  hard  at  the  white  knobs 
on  the  drug-drawers.  But  that  she  began  to  speak,  old  Duffham  might 
have  thought  she  was  counting  how  many  there  were  of  them. 

"The  other  one — Mies  Mary  Layne — is  she' still  in  that  situation  in 
India  ?  A  governess,  or  something  of  the  kind,  we  heard  she  went  out 
to  be." 

"  Governess  to  Captain  Layne's  children.  Oh  j-es,  she's  there.  And 
likely  to  be,  the  people  over  the  way  seem  to  say.  Captain  and  Mrs. 
hayne  consider  that  they  have  a  treasure  in  her." 

"  Oh,  I  make  no  doubt  she  would  do  her  duty.  Thank  you ;  never 
mind  sealing  it.  I  will  be  sure  to  attend  to  vour  directions,  Mr- 
Duffham." 

She  swept  out  to  the  carriage,  which  had  now  drawn  up,  and  stepped 
over  the  low  step  into  it.  The  surgeon  put  the  bottle  by  her  side,  and 
saluted  her  as  she  cbove  away.  Across  the  road  trotted  the  little 
fellow  in  the  pinafore. 

"  Did  00  gee  dat  booful  tarriage,  Mis'er  Duffham  ?  I'd  like  to  'ide 
in  it." 

"You  would,  would  you.  Master  Arthur,"  retunied  the  surgeon, 
lioisting  the  child  for  a  moment  on  his  shoulder,  and  then  setting  him 
on  his  feet  again,  as  Miss  Layne  appeared  at  the  door.  "  Be  off  back  : 
there's  Aunt  Elizabeth  looking  angry.  It's  against  the  law,  you  know, 
sir,  to  run  out  beyond  the  house." 

And  the  little  lad  ran  over  at  once,  obediently. 

Nearly  three  years  back — not  quite  so  much  by  two  or  three  months 
— Church  Dykely  was  gratified  by  the  intelligence  that  Captain  Layne's 
wife — then  sojouniiiig  in  Europe — was  coming  on  a  short  visit  to  her 
mother  with  her  three  or  four  weeks'  old  baby.  Church  Dykely 
welcomed  the  news,  for  it  was  a  sort  of  break  to  the  monotonous,  jog- 
trot village  life,  and  warmly  received  IMrs.  Richard  Layne  and  the 
child  on  their  arrival.     The   infant  was  born  in  France,  where  Mrs, 
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Richard  Layne  had  been  staying  with  one  of  her  sisters — Mary — and 
whence  she  had  now  come  direct  to  her  mother's ;  Mary  having  gone 
on  to  Liverpool  to  join  I\Irs.  Richard  Layne's  other  children.  The 
baby — made  much  of  by  the  neighbours — was  to  remain  with  old  iSlrs. 
Layne :  Mrs.  Richard  Layne  did  not  deem  it  well  to  take  so  young  a 
child  to  India,  as  he  seemed  rather  delicate.  Church  Dykely  said  how 
generous  it  was  of  her  to  sacrifice  her  motherh'  feelings  for  the  baby's 
good — but  the  Laynes  had  always  been  unselfish.  She  departed, 
leaving  the  child.  And  Baby  Arthur,  as  all  the  place  called  him,  lived 
and  thrived,  and  was  now  grown  as  fine  a  little  fellow  for  his  age  as 
might  be,  Avith  a  generous  spirit  and  open  heart.  j\Iy  Lady  Chavasse 
(having  temporarily  forgotten  it  when  speaking  with  Mr.  Duffham)  had 
heard  all  about  the  child's  parentage  just  as  the  village  had — that  he 
was  the  son  of  Captain  Richard  Layne  and  his  wife  Susan.  Chavasse 
Grange  generally  understood  the  same,  including  Sir  Geoff"ry.  There 
was  no  intercourse  whatever  between  the  Layne  family  and  the 
Grange ;  there  liad  not  been  any  since  Miss  Mary  Layne  quitted  it. 
My  Lady  Chavasse  was  in  the  habit  of  turning  away  her  eyes  when 
she  passed  Mrs.  Layne's  house :  and  in  good  truth,  though  perhaps  her 
conscience  reminded  her  of  it  at  these  moments,  she  had  three-parts  for- 
gotten the  unpleasant  episode  of  the  past. 

And  the  little  boy  grew  and  thrived  :  and  became  as  much  a  feature 
in  Church  Dykely  as  other  features  were — say  the  bridge  over  the 
mill-stream,  or  the  butcher's  wife — and  was  no  more  thought  of,  in  the 
matter  of  speculation,  than  they  were. 

Miss  Elizabeth  Layne  caught  hold  of  the  young  truant's  hand  with  a 
jerk  and  a  reprimand,  telling  him  he  would  be  run  over  some  day. 
She  had  occasion  to  tell  it  him  rather  often,  for  he  was  of  a  fearless 
nature.    Mr.  Dufi'ham  nodded  across  the  road  to  Miss  Ehzabeth. 

"  Are  you  better  to-day  ?  "  he  called  out.  People  don't  stand  on 
ceremony  in  these  rural  places. 

"  Not  much,  thank  you,"  came  the  answer. 

For  Miss  Elizabeth  Layne  had  been  anything  but  strong  lately :  her 
symptoms  being  very  like  those  that  herald  consumption. 


The  time  rolled  on,  bringing  its  changes.  You  have  already  seen  it 
rolling  on  in  Calcutta,  for  in  this,  the  third  part,  we  have  had  to  go 
back  a  year  or  two. 

Ehzabeth  Layne  died.  'Mis.  Lajme  grew  very  feeble,  and  it  was 
thought  and  said  by  every  one  that  one  of  her  daughters  ought  to  be 
residing  with  her.  There  was  only  one  left  unmarried — Mary.  INhiry 
received  news  in  India  of  this  state  of  things  at  home,  together  \Aath 
a  summons  from  her  mother.  Not  at  all  a  peremptory  summons. 
Mrs.  Layne  wrote  a  few  shakv  lines,  praying  her  to  come  "  if  she 


196  JOHNNY   LUDLOW, 

would  not  mind  returning  to  the  place  :  "  if  she  did  mind  it,  why,  she, 
the  mother,  must  die  alone  as  she  best  could.  There  was  a  short 
strng,c,de  in  Mary  Layne's  heart ;  a  quick,  sharp  battle,  and  she  gave  in. 
Her  duty  to  her  mother  lay  before  aught  else  in  God's  sight ;  and  she 
would  yield  to  it.  As  soon  as  preparations  for  her  voyage  could  be 
made,  she  embarked  for  England. 

It  was  autumn  when  she  got  home,  and  Church  D3dcely  received  her 
gladly.  Mary  Layne  had  always  been  a  favourite  in  the  place,  from 
the  time  her  father,  the  good-hearted,  hard-working  surgeon,  had 
fondly  shown  her,  his  yoangest  and  fairest  child,  to  the  public,  a  baby 
of  a  few  days  old.  But  Church  Dykely  found  her  greatl}^  changed. 
They  remembered  her  as  a  blooming  girl ;  she  came  back  to  them  a 
grave  woman,  looking  older  than  her  years,  and  with  a  pale  sweet 
coTuitenance  that  seemed  never  to  have  a  smile  on  it.  She  was  only 
six-and-twenty  j'et. 

Miss  Layne  took  up  her  post  at  once  by  the  side  of  her  ailing  mother. 
What  with  attending  her  and  attending  to  Baby  Arthur — whom  she 
took  into  training  at  once,  just  as  she  had  taken  the  children  in 
India — she  found  her  time  fully  occupied.  The  boy,  when  she  re- 
turned, was  turned  five.  She  went  out  very  rarely ;  never — excei)t  to 
church,  or  at  dusk — when  the  fomily  were  at  the  Grange,  for  she 
seemed  to  have  a  dread  of  meeting  them.  Church  Dykely  wondered 
that  Miss  Layne  did  not  call  at  the  Grange,  considering  that  she  had 
been  humble  companion  there  before  she  went  out,  or  that  my  lady  did 
not  come  to  see  her ;  but  supposed  the  lapse  of  time  had  caused  the 
acquaintanceship  to  fall  through. 

Mary  had  broiight  good  news  from  India.  Her  sister  Eleanor,  Mrs. 
Allan  McAlpin,  had  a  little  girl,  to  the  great  delight  of  all  concerned. 
Just  when  they  had  given  it  up  as  hopeless,  the  capricious  infant 
arrived.  Major  Layne  told  his  wife  confidentially  that  Allan  McAljtin 
was  prouder  of  that  baby  than  any  dog  with  two  tails. 

And  henceforth  this  was  ta  he  Mary  Layne's  home,  and  this  her 
occupation — caring  for  her  mother,  so  long  as  the  old  lady  should  be 
spared,  and  gently  leading  to  good  the  child,  Arthur.  Mrs.  Lajme, 
lapsing  into  her  dotage,  would  sit  in  her  favourite  place,  the  parlour 
window,  open  when  the  weather  allowed  it,  watching  people  as  they 
])ass«l.  Mary's  smooth  and  bright  brown  hair  might  be  seen  in  the 
background,  her  head  drooping  over  the  book  she  was  reading  to  Mrs. 
Layne,  or  over  her  work  when  the  old  lady  grew  tired  of  listening,  or 
over  Master  Arthur's  lessons  at  the  table.  Not  only  lessons  to  fit  him 
for  this  world  did  !Mary  teach  him  ;  but  such  as  would  stand  him  in 
good  aid  when  striving  onwards  for  the  next.  Twice  a  day,  morning 
and  evening,  would  she  take  the  child  alone,  and  talk  lo  him  of  heaven, 
and  things  pertaining  to  it.  Aiuit  Elizabeth's  lessons  had  been  chiefly 
on  the  score  of  behaviour :  the  otljer  sort  of  instruction  had  been  all 
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routine,  at  the  beyt.  Mary  remedied  this,  and  she  had  an  ajit  little 
scholar.  Seated  on  her  knee,  his  bright  blue  eyes  turned  up  to  her 
lace,  the  child  would  listen  and  talk,  and  say  lie  would  be  a  good  boy 
always,  always.  The  tears  wet  liis  eyelashes  at  her  Bible  stories :  he 
would  put  his  little  face  down  on  her  bosom,  and  wliis])er  out  a  sobbing 
wish  that  Jesus  would  love  him  as  He  had  loved  the  little  children  on 
earth.  There  is  no  safeguard  like  this  seed  sown  in  childhood :  if 
withheld,  nothing  can  replace  it  in  after-life. 

They  grew  the  best  and  greatest  friends,  these  two.  Whether  j\Iary 
loved  him,  or  not,  she  did  not  say;  she  was  ever  patient  and  thought- 
ful with  him,  with  a  kind  of  grave  tenderness.  But  the  child  gi-ew  to 
love  her  more  than  he  had  ever  loved  any  one  in  his  young  life.  One 
day,  when  he  did  something  wrong  and  saw  liow  it  grieved  her,  his 
repentant  sobs  nearly  choked  him.  It  was  very  certain  that  iVIary  had 
found  the  way  to  liis  heart,  and  might  mould  him  for  good  or  for  ill. 

The  child  was  a  chatterbox.  Aunt  Elizabeth  used  to  say  he  ought 
to  have  the  tip  of  his  tongue  cut  otf.  He  seemed  never  tired  of  asking 
about  papa  and  mamma  in  India,  and  Allan  and  Bobby  and  the  rest, 
and  the  elephants  and  camels — and  Dick  the  eldest,  who  was  in 
London,  at  the  school  attached  to  King's  College. 

"  When  will  they  come  over  to  see  us.  Aunt  Mary?  "  he  questioned 
one  day,  Avhen  he  was  on  Mary's  knee. 

"  If  grandmamma's  prettv  well  we,  will  have  Dick  down  at  Cln-ist- 
mas." 

"  Is  Dick  to  be  a  soldier  like  papa?  " 

'•  I  think  so." 

"  I  shall  be  a  soldier  too." 

There  was  an  involuntary  tightening  of  her  hands  round  him — as  if 
she  would  guai'd  him  from  ihat. 

"  I  hope  not,  Arthur.  One  soldier  in  a  funily's  enough  :  and  that  is 
to  be  Eichard." 

"  Is  papa  a  very  big,  big  brave  man,  with  a  flashing  swovd?  " 

"  Major  Layne  is  tall  and  very  brave.  He  Avears  liis  sword  some- 
times." 

"  Oh,  Aunt  Mary,  I  should  like  to  \>g  a  soldier  and  have  a  sword  ! 
When  I  can  write  well  enough  I'll  write  a  letter  to  papa  to  ask  him. 
I'd  like  to  ride  on  the  elephants." 

"  They  are  not  as  good  to  ride  as  horses." 

"  Is  mamma  as  pretty  as  you  ?  "  demanded  Master  Arthur,  after  a 
pause. 

"Prettier.  I  am  pale  and — "sad,  she  was  going  to  say,  but  put 
another  word — "  quiet." 

"  When  you  go  back  to  India,  Aunt  Maiy,  shall  you  take  me  ?  I 
should  like  to  sail  in  the  great  ship." 

"  Arthur  dear,  I  do  not  think  I  shall  go  back." 
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And  so  Miss  Mary  Layne— she  was  Miss  Layne  now — stayed  on. 
Church  Dykely  would  see  a  slender,  grave  young  lady,  dressed  generally 
in  black  silk,  whose  sweet  face  seemed  to  have  too  careworn  an  expres- 
sion for  her  years.  But  if  her  countenance  was  worn  and  weary,  her 
heart  was  not.  That  seemed  full  of  love  and  charity  for  all ;  of  gentle 
compassion  for  any  wrong-doer,  of  sj'mpathy  for  the  sick  and  suffering. 
She  grew  to  be  revered,  and  valued,  and  respected  as  few  had  ever 
been  in  Church  Dykely :  certainly  as  none  had,  so  young  as  she  was. 
Baby  Arthur,  clacking  his  whip  as  he  went  through  the  streets  on  his 
walks  by  the  nurse  Betsy's  side,  his  chattering  tongue  never  still;  now 
running  into  the  blacksmith's  shed  to  watch  the  sparks ;  now  perching 
himself  on  the  top  of  the  village  stocks ;  and  now  frightening  Betsy  out 
of  her  senses  by  attempting  to  leap  the  brook — in  spite  of  these  outdoor 
attractions,  Baby  Arthur  was  ever  ready  to  run  home  to  Aunt  Mary,  as 
though  she  were  his  best  treasure. 

When  Miss  Layne  had  been  about  six  months  at  her  mother's,  a 
piece  of  munificent  good  fortune  befel  her — as  conveyed  to  her  in  official 
and  unofficial  communications  from  India.  Andrew  McAlpin — the  head 
of  the  great  McAlpin  house  in  Calcutta,  who  had  respected  Mary  La}Tie 
above  all  women,  and  had  wished  to  marry  her,  as  may  be  remembered 
— Andrew  McAlpin  was  dead,  and  had  left  some  of  his  accumulated 
wealth  to  Mary.  It  would  amount  to  six  hundred  a-j'ear,  and  was 
bequeathed  to  her  absolutely :  at  her  own  disposal  to  will  away  when 
she  in  turn  should  die.  In  addition  to  this,  he  directed  that  the  sum  of 
one  thousand  pounds  should  be  paid  to  her  at  once.  He  also  left  a 
thousand  pounds  to  Mrs.  Richard  Layne — but  that  does  not  concern  us. 
This  good  man's  death  brought  gi-eat  grief  to  Mary,  It  had  been  the 
result  of  an  accident :  he  lay  ill  only  a  few  weeks.  As  to  the  fortune — 
well,  of  course  that  was  welcome,  for  Mary  had  been  casting  many  an 
anxious  thought  to  the  future  on  sundry  scores,  and  what  little  money 
she  had  been  able  to  put  by,  out  of  the  salary  as  governess  at  Major 
Layne's,  was  now  nearly  exhausted.  She  thought  she  knew  why  Mr. 
McAlpin  had  thus  generously  remembered  her  :  and  it  was  an  additional 
proof  of  the  thoughtful  goodness  which  had  ever  characterized  his  life. 
Oh,  if  she  could  only  have  thanked  him  !  if  she  had  only  known  it 
before  he  died !  He  had  been  in  the  habit  of  corresponding  with  her 
since  her  return  to  Europe,  for  she  and  he  had  remained  firm  friends, 
but  the  thought  of  ever  boneiiting  by  him  in  this  way  had  never  entered 
lier  head.  As  how  should  it  ? — seeing  that  he  was  a  strong  man,  and 
only  in  the  prime  of  life.  She  mourned  his  loss  :  she  thought  she 
could  best  have  spared  any  other  friend ;  but  all  the  regrets  in  the 
world  would  not  bring  him  back  to  life.  He  was  gone.  And  Allan 
McAlpin  was  now  sole  head  of  that  Avealthy  house,  besides  inheriting 
a  vast  i)rivate  fortune  from  his  brother.  Eleanor  McAlpin,  once  Eleanor 
Layne,  might  well  wish  for  more  children  amidst  all  her  riches. 
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The  first  thing  that  Mary  Laync  did  with  some  of  this  thousand 
pounds — which  had  been  conveyed  to  lier  simultaneously  witli  the 
tidings  of  the  death — was  to  convey  her  mother  to  the  seaside  for  a 
change,  together  with  Baby  Arthur  and  the  nurse,  Betsy.  Before 
quitting  home  she  held  one  or  two  interviews  with  James  Spriggings, 
the  house  agent,  builder,  and  decorator,  and  left  certain  orders  with 
him.  On  their  return,  old  Mrs.  Layne  did  not  know  her  house.  It 
had  been  put  into  substantial  repair  inside  and  out,  and  was  now  one 
of  the  prettiest,  not  to  say  handsomest,  in  the  village.  All  the  old 
carpets  were  replaced  by  handsome  new  ones,  and  a  great  deal  of  the 
furniture  was  new.  Pillars  had  been  added  to  the  rather  small  door, 
giving  it  an  imposing  appearance,  iron  outside  railings  had  taken  the 
place  of  the  old  ones.  Mrs.  Layne,  I  say,  did  not  know  her  house 
again. 

"  My  dear,  why  have  you  done  it  ?  "  cried  the  old  lady,  looking 
about  her  in  amazement.     "  Is  it  not  a  waste  of  money  ?  " 

"  I  thi;ik  not,  mother,"  was  the  answer.  "  Most  likely  this  will  be 
my  home  for  life.  Perhaps  Arthur's  home  after  me.  At  least  it  mil 
be  his  until  he  shall  be  of  an  age  to  go  out  in  the  world." 

Mrs.  Laj-ne  said  no  more.  She  had  grown  of  late  very  indifferent 
to  outward  things.  Aged  people  do  get  so,  and  Mr.  Duff'ham  said  her 
system  was  breaking  up.  The  seaside  air  had  done  her  good;  they 
had  gone  to  it  in  May,  and  came  back  in  iUigust.  Mary  added  a  third 
servant  to  the  household,  and  things  went  on  as  before  in  their  quiet 
routine. 

One  afternoon  in  September,  when  they  had  been  at  home  about  a 
month,  Mary  went  out,  and  took  Arthur.  She  was  going  to  see  a  poor 
cottager  who  had  nursed  herself,  Mary,  when  she  was  a  child,  and  who 
had  recently  lost  her  husband.  When  they  came  to  the  gates  of 
Chavasse  Grange,  past  which  their  road  lay.  Master  Arthur  made  a 
dead  standstill,  and  wholly  dechned  to  proceed.  The  child  was  in 
a  black  velvet  tunic,  the  tips  of  his  white  drawers  just  discernible 
beneath  it,  and  his  legs  bare,  down  to  the  white  socks :  boys  of  his  age 
were  dressed  so  then.  As  bonny  a  lad  for  his  six  years  as  could  be 
seen  anywhere,  with  a  noble,  fearless  bearing.  Mary  wore  her  usual 
black  silk,  a  rich  one  too,  with  a  little  crape  on  it ;  the  mourning  for 
Mr.  McAlpm.  Arthur  was  staring  over  the  Avay  through  the  open  gates 
of  the  Grange. 

"  I  want  to  go  in  and  see  the  peacock." 

"Go  in  and  see  the  peacock!  "  exclaimed  Miss  Layne,  rather  taken 
aback  by  the  demand.  "  What  can  you  mean,  Arthur?  The  peacock 
is  up  by  tlie  house." 

"  I  know  it  is.     We  can  go  up  there  and  see  it.  Aunt  Mary." 
"  Indeed  we  cannot,  Arthur.     I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing."' 
"  Betsy  lets  me  go. 
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Tlio  confession  involved  all  worts  of  thonghts,  and  a  fhisli  crossed 
Miss  Layne's  delicate  face.  The  family  were  not  at  the  Grange,  as  she 
kne\y  :  they  had  gone  up  to  Loiulon  in  January,  when  Parliament 
met,  "{llid  had  never  returned  since  :  nevertheless  she  did  not  like  to 
hear  of  this  intrusion  into  the  grounds  of  the  nurse  and  child.  The 
peacock  had  been  a  recent  acquisition  ;  or,  as  Arthur  expressed  it,  had 
just  "  come  to  live  there."  When  he  had  talked  of  it  at  home,  Mary 
supposed  he  had  seen  it  on  the  slopes  in  passing.  These  green  slopes, 
dotted  here  and  there  with  shrubs  and  Howers,  came  down  to  the 
boundary  wall  that  skirted  the  highway.  The  avenue  through  the 
gates  wound  round  abruptly,  hiding  itself  beyond  the  lodge. 

"  Come,  my  dear.     It  is  already  late." 

"  But,  Aunt  Mary,  you  must  see  the  peacock.  He  has  got  the  most 
splendid  tail.  Sometimes  he  drags  it  behind  him  on  the  grass,  and 
sometimes  it's  all  spread  out  in  a  beautiful  circle,  like  that  fon  you 
brought  home  from  India.     Do  come." 

Miss  Layne  did  not  reply  for  the  moment.  She  was  inwardly  de- 
bating upon  what  plea  she  could  forbid  the  child's  ever  going  in  again 
to  see  the  peacock:  the  interdiction  would  sound  most  arbitrary  if  she 
gave  none.  All  at  once,  as  if  by  magic,  the  peacock  ai)peared  in  view, 
strutting  down  the  slopes,  its  proud  tail,  in  all  its  glory,  spread  out  in 
the  rays  of  the  declining  sun. 

It  was  too  much  for  Arthur.  With  a  shout  ot  delight  he  leaped  off 
the  low  foot-path,  hew  across  the  road,  and  in  at  the  gates.  In  vain 
Mary  called :  in  his  glad  excitement  he  did  not  so  much  as  hear  her. 

There  ensued  a  noise  as  of  the  fleet  foot  of  a  horse,  and  then  a  crash, 
a  man's  shout,  and  a  child's  cry.  What  harm  had  been  done?  In 
dire  fear  Mary  Layne  ran  to  see,  her  legs  trembling  beneath  her. 

Just  at  tlie  sharp  turn  beyond  the  lodge,  a  group  stood  :  Sir  GeotTry 
Chavasse  had  Arthur  in  his  arms ;  his  horse,  from  which  he  had  flung 
liimself,  being  held  and  soothed  by  a  mounted  gi-oom.  The^  lodge 
children  also  had  come  running  out  to  look.  She  understood  it  in  a 
moment:  Sir  Geofl'ry  must  have  been  riding  quickly  down  from  the 
house,  his  groom  behind  him,  when  the  unfortunate  little  intruder  en- 
countered him  just  at  the  turn,  and  there  was  no  possibility  of  pulling 
up  in  time.     In  f;ict,  the  boy  had  run  absolutely  on  to  the  horse's  legs. 

She  stood,  white,  and  foint,  and  sick  against  the  wall  of  the  lodge : 
not  daring  to  look  into  the  accident— for  Mary  Layne  was  but  a  true 
woman,  timid  and  sensitive;  as  little  daring  to  encoimter  Sir  Geoftry 
Chavasse,  whom  she  had  not  been  close  to  but  for  a  few  months  short 
of  sevea  years.  That  it  should  have  occurred  !— that  this  untoward 
thing  should  have  occurred  ! 

"  I  wonder  whose  child  it  is?  "  she  heard  Sir  Geoffry  say— and  the 
well-remembered  tones  came  home  to  her  with  a  heart-thrill.  "  Poor 
little  fellow!  could  it  have  been  my  fault,  or  his?     Dovey  "— to  the 
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groom — ''  ride  oil  at  once  and  get  Mr.  DutVliani  here.  Never  mind  my 
horse  ;  he's  all  right  now.  You  can  Icail  him  up  to  tlie  house,  Bill, 
my  lad !  " 

The  groom  touched  his  hat,  and  rode  past  Mary  on  his  errand.  Sir 
Geoffry  was  already  carrying  the  child  to  the  Grange  ;  Bill,  the  eldest 
of  the  loilge  children,  following  with  the  horse.  All  in  a  minute,  a 
wailing  cry  burst  from  Arthur. 

"  Aunt  Mary !  Aunt  Mary  !  Oh,  please  let  her  come !  I  want 
Aunt  Mary." 

And  then  it  struck  Sir  Geoffry  Chavasse  that  a  gentleman's  child, 
such  as  this  one  by  his  appearance  evidently  was,  would  not  liave  been 
out  without  an  attendant.  He  turned  round,  and  saw  a  lady  in  black 
standing  by  the  lodge.     The  wailing  cry  began  again. 

"  Aunt  Mary !     I  want  Aunt  Mary." 

There  was  no  help  for  it.  She  came  on  with  her  agitated  face,  from 
which  every  drop  of  blood  had  fiided.  Sir  Geoffry,  occupied  with  the 
child,  did  not  notice  her  much. 

"  I  am  so  grieved,"  he  began  ;  "  I  trust  the  injury  -will  be  found  not 
to  be  very  serious.     My  horse " 

He  had  lifted  his  eyes  then,  and  knew  her  instantly.  His  ovm  face 
turned  crimson ;  the  w'ords  he  had  been  about  to  say  died  unspoken  on 
his  hps.  For  a  moment  they  looked  in  each  other's  faces,  and  might 
have  seen,  had  the  time  been  one  of  less  agitation,  how  markedly 
sorrow  had  left  its  traces  there.  The  next,  they  remembered  the 
present  time,  and  what  was  due  from  them. 

"  I  beg  your  i)ardon  :  ^liss  Layiio,  I  think  ?  ''  said  Sir  Geoft'ry,  con- 
triving to  release  one  hand  and  raise  his  hat. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  she  answered,  and  bowed  in  return. 

He  sat  down  on  the  bank  for  a  moment  to  obtain  a  better  hold  of  the 
child.  Blood  was  dripping  from  one  of  the  little  velvet  sleeves.  Sir 
Geoftiy,  carrying  him  as  gently  as  was  possible,  made  all  haste  to  the 
house.  The  window  of  what  had  been  the  garden-parlour  stood  open, 
and  he  took  him  into  it  at  once.  Ah,  how  they  both  remembered  it 
It  had  been  refurnished  and  embellished  now  :  but  the  room  was  the 
room  still.  Sir  Geoffry  had  returned  home  that  morning.  His  wife 
and  Lady  Chavasse  were  not  expected  for  a  day  or  two.  Scarcely  any 
servants  were  as  yet  in  the  house ;  but  the  woman  who  had  been  left  in 
charge,  Hester  Picker,  came  in  with  warm  water.  She  curtsied  to 
Miss  Layne. 

'•  Dear  little  fellow  !  "  she  exclaimed,  her  tongue  ready  as  of  old. 
"  How  did  it  happen,  sir?  " 

"  My  horse  knocked  him  down,"  replied  Sir  Geoffry.  *'  Get  me  some 
linen,  Picker." 

The  boy  lay  on  the  sofa  where  he  had  been  put,  his  hat  off,  and  his 
pretty  light  bro\^^l  hair  falling  from  his  face,  pale  now.    Apparently 
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there  was  no  injury  except    to    the   arm.      Sir  Geoffry  looked  at 
Mary. 

"  I  am  a  bit  of  a  sm'geon,"  he  said.  "  Will  you  allow  me  to  examine 
his  Imrt  as  a  surgeon  would  ?     Duff  ham  cannot  be  here  just  yet." 

"  Oh  yes,  certainly,"  she  answered. 

"  I  must  cut  his  velvet  sleeve  up." 

And  she  bowed  in  acquiescence  to  that. 

Hester  Picker  came  in  with  the  linen.  Before  commencing  to  cut  the 
sleeve,  Sir  Geoffry  touched  the  arm  here  and  there,  as  if  testing  where 
the  damage  might  lie.     Arthur  cried  out. 

"  That  hurts  you,"  said  Sir  Geoffry. 

"  Not  much,"  answered  the  little  fellow,  trying  to  be  brave.  "  Papa's 
a  soldier,  and  I  want  to  be  a  soldier,  so  I  won't  mind  a  little  hurt." 

"  Your  papa's  a  soldier  ?  ,  Ah,  yes,  I  think  I  remember,"  said  Sir 
Geoffry,  turning  to  Mary.     "  It  is  the  little  son  of  Captain  Layne." 

"  My  papa  is  Major  Layne  now,"  spoke  up  Arthur,  before  she  could 
make  any  answer.     "  He  and  mamma  live  in  India." 

"  And  so  you  want  to  be  a  soldier,  the  same  as  papa  ?  "  said  Sir 
Geoffry,  testing  the  basin  of  water  with  his  finger,  which  Picker  was 
holding,  and  Avhich  had  been  brought  in  very  hot. 

"  Yes,  I  do.  Aunt  Mary  there  says  No,  and  grandmamma  says  No  ; 
but — oh,  what's  that?" 

He  had  caught  sight  of  the  blood  for  the  first  time,  and  broke  off  with 
a  shuddering  cry.  Sir  Geoffry  was  ready  now,  and  had  the  scissors  in 
his  hand.     But  before  using  them  he  spoke  to  Miss  Layne. 

"Will  you  sit  here  whilst  I  look  at  it?"  he  asked,  putting  a  chair 
with  its  face  to  the  open  window,  and  its  back  to  the  sofa.  And  she 
miderstood  the  motive  and  thanked  him  :  and  said  she  would  walk 
about  outside. 

By-and-by,  when  she  was  tired  of  w'aiting,  and  all  seemed  very  quiet, 
she  looked  in.  Arthur  had  fainted.  Sir  Geoffry  was  bathing  his  fore- 
head with  eau-de-Cologne  ;  Picker  had  run  for  something  in  a  tumbler 
and  wine  stood  on  the  table. 

"  Was  it  the  pain  ? — did  it  hurt  him  very  badly?  "  asked  Mary,  sup- 
posing that  the  arm  had  been  bathed  and  perhai)S  dressed. 

"  I  have  not  done  anything  to  it ;  I  preferred  to  leave  it  for  Duff  ham," 
said  Sir  Geoffry — and  at  the  same  moment  she  caught  sight  of  the 
velvet  sleeve  laid  open,  and  something  lying  on  it  that  looked  like  a 
mass  of  linen.     Mary  turned  even  whiter  than  the  child. 

"  Do  not  be  alarmed,"  said  Sir  Geoffry.  "  Your  little  nei)hew  is  only 
faint  from  the  loss  of  blood.  Drink  this,"  he  added,  bringing  her  a  glass 
of  wine. 

But  she  would  not  take  it.  As  Sir  Geoffry  was  putting  it  on  the 
table,  Arthur  l)cgan  to  revive.  Young  children  arc  elastic — ill  one 
minute,  well  the  next ;  and  he  began  to  talk  again. 
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"  Aunt  Mary,  are  you  there  ?  " 

She  moved  to  the  sofa,  and  took  his  uninjured  hand. 

"  Wc  must  not  tell  grandmamma,  Aunt  Mary.    It  would  frighten  her." 

"  Bless  his  dear  little  thoughtful  heart ! "  interjected  Hester  Picker. 
"  Here  comes  something." 

The  something  proved  to  be  a  fly,  and  it  brought  Mr.  Duffham. 
Before  the  groom  had  reached  the  village,  he  overtook  this  said  fly  and 
the  surgeon  in  it,  who  was  then  returning  home  from  another  accident. 
Turning  round  at  the  groom's  news—"  Some  little  child  had  run 
against  Sir  Geoff'ry's  horse,  and  was  hurt  "—he  came  u])  to  the  Grange. 

When  Mr.  Duffham  saw  that  it  was  Ms  cliikl,  he  felt  curiously  taken 
aback.  Up  the  room  and  down  the  room  looked  he ;  then  at  Sir  Geofi'ry, 
then  at  Miss  Layne,  then  at  Hester  Picker,  saying  nothing.  Last  of  all 
he  walked  up  to  the  sofa  and  gazed  at  the  white  face  lying  there. 

"  Well,"  said  he,  "  and  what's  this  ?     And  liow  did  it  happen  ?  " 

"It  was  the  peacock,"  Arthur  answered.  "1  ran  away  from  Aunt 
Mary  to  look  at  it,  and  the  horse  came." 

"  The  dear  innocent !  "  cried  Hester  Picker.  "  No  wonder  he  ran. 
It's  a  love  of  a  peacock." 

"  Don't  you  think  it  was  very  naughty,  young  sir,  to  run  from  your 
aunt  ?  "  returned  Mr.  Duffham. 

"  Yes,  very  ;  because  she  had  told  me  not  to.  Aunt  Mary,  I'll  never 
do  it  again." 

The  two  gentlemen  and  Hester  Picker  remained  in  the  room  ;  Mary 
again  left  it.  The  arm  was  crushed  rather  badly ;  and  Mr.  Duffham 
knew  it  would  require  care  and  skill  to  cure  it. 

"  You  must  send  to  Worcester  for  its  best  surgeon  to  help  you,"  said 
the  baronet,  when  the  dressing  was  over.  "  I  feel  that  I  am  responsible 
to  ]\hijor  LajTie." 

Old  Duff"ham  nearly  closed  his  eyelids  as  he  glanced  at  the  speaker. 
"  I  don't  think  it  necessary,"  he  said ;  "  no  surgeon  can  do  more  than  I 
can.  However,  it  may  be  satisfactory  to  Major  Layne  that  wc  should 
be  on  the  safe  side,  so  I'll  send." 

When  the  child  was  ready,  Mary  got  into  the  fly,  which  had  waited, 
and  Mr.  Duff'ham  put  him  to  lie  on  her  lap. 

"  I  hope.  Miss  Layne,  I  may  be  allowed  to  call  to-morrow  aud  see 
how  he  gets  on,"  said  Sir  Geoffry,  at  the  same  time.  And  she  did  not 
feel  that  it  was  possible  for  her  to  say  No.  Mr.  Duffham  mounted 
beside  the  driver ;  to  get  a  sniff,  he  said,  of  the  evening  air. 

"  How  he  is  changed  !  He  has  suffered  as  I  have,"  murmured  ]\rary 
Layne  to  herself,  as  her  tears  fell  on  Baby  Arthur,  asleep  now.  "  I  am 
very  thankful  that  he  has  no  susi)icion." 

The  child  had  said,  "  Don't  tell  grandmamma  ;  "  but  to  keep  it  from 
Mrs.  Layne  was  simply  impossible.  With  the  first  stopping  of  the  fly 
at  the  door,  out  came  the  old  lady ;  she  had  been  marvelling  what  had 
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become  uf  them,  and  was  wanting  her  tea.  Mr.  Diiffham  took  her  in 
again,  and  said  a  few  words,  making  h'ght  of  it,  before  lie  hfted  out 
Baby  Arthur. 

A  skilful  surgeon  was  at  the  house  the  next  day,  in  conjunction  with 
Mr.  Duft'ham.  The  arm  and  its  full  use  would  be  saved,  he  said  ;  its 
cure  effected  ;  but  the  child  and  those  a])0ut  him  must  have  patience, 
for  it  might  be  rather  a  long  job.  Arthur  said  he  should  like  to  wiite 
to  his  papa  in  India,  and  tell  him  that  it  was  his  own  foult  for  running 
away  from  Aunt  Mary  ;  he  could  write  letters  in  big  text  hand.  The 
surgeon  smiled,  and  told  him  he  must  wait  until  he  could  use  both 
arms  again. 

The  doctors  had  not  left  tlie  house  many  minutes  when  Sir  Geoftry 
Chavasse  called,  having  walked  over  from  the  Grange.  Miss  Layne 
sent  her  mother  to  receive  him,  and  disappeared  herself.  The  old  lady, 
her  perceptions  a  little  dulled  with  time  and  age,  and  perhaps  also  her 
memory,  felt  somewhat  impressed  and  flattered  at  the  visit.  To  her  it 
almost  seemed  the  honour  that  it  used  to  be  :  that  one  painful  episode 
of  the  past  seemed  to  be  as  much  forgotten  at  the  moment  as  though  it 
had  never  had  ])lace.      She  took  Sir  Geofifry  upstairs. 

Arthur  was  lying  close  to  the  window,  in  the  strong  light  of  the  fine 
morning.  It  was  the  first  clear  view  Sir  Geoffry  had  obtained  of  him. 
The  garden-parlour  at  the  Grange  faced  the  east,  so  that  the  room  on 
the  jirevious  evening,  being  turned  from  the  setting  sun,  had  been  shady 
at  the  best,  and  the  sofa  Avas  at  the  far  end  of  it.  As  Sir  Geoffry  gazed 
at  the  child  now,  the  foce  struck  liim  as  being  like  somebody's ;  he 
could  not  tell  whose.  The  dark  blue  eyes  especially,  turned  up  in  all 
their  eager  brightness  to  his,  seemed  quite  familiar. 

"  He  says  I  must  not  write  to  papa  until  I  get  well,"  said  Arthur, 
who  had  begun  to  look  on  Sir  GeolTry  as  an  old  acquaintance. 

"  Who  does?  "  asked  the  baronet. 

'•  The  gentleman  who  came  with  Mr.  Duffham." 

"  He  means  the  doctor  from  Worcester,  Sir  Geofl'iy,"  put  in  old  Mrs. 
Tjayne.  She  was  sitting  in  her  easy-chair  near,  as  she  had  been  pre- 
viously ;  her  spectacles  keeping  the  place  between  the  leaves  of  the 
closed  Bible,  which  she  had  again  takenon  her  lap ;  her  withered  hands, 
in  their  black  lace  mittens  and  frilled  white  ruffles,  were  crossed  upon 
tlie  Book.     Every  now  and  then  she  nodded  with  incipient  sleep. 

"  I  am  so  very  sorry  this  should  have  happened,"  Sir  Geofl'ry  said, 
turning  to  Mrs.  Layne.  "  The  little  fellow  was  running  up  to  get  a 
look  at  the  peacock,  it  seems ;  and  I  Avas  riding  rather  fast.  I  shall 
never  ride  fast  round  that  corner  again." 

"  But,  Sir  Geofifry,  they  tell  me  that  the  child  ran  right  against  you 
at  the  corner :  that  it  was  no  fault  of  yours  at  all,  sir."    . 

"It  was  my  fault,  grandiuamma,"  said  Arthur.  "And,  Sir  Geofifry, 
that's  why  I  wanted  to  write  to  papa ;  I  want  to  tell  him  so." 
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"  I  think  I  had  better  write  for  yoii,"  said  Sir  Geoft'rj',  looking  down 
at  tlie  boy  with  a  smile. 

"  AVill  you  ?     Shall  you  tell  him  it  was  my  fault?  " 

"  No.     I  shall  tell  him  it  was  rahic." 

"  But  it  was  not  yours.  You  must  not  write  what  is  not  true.  If 
Aunt  jMary  thought  I  could  tell  a  story,  or  write  one,  oh,  I  don't  know 
wiiat  she'd  do.     God  hears  all  we  say,  you  know." 

Sir  Geoffry  smiled — a  sad  smile — at  the  earnest  words,  at  the  eager 
look  in  the  bright  eyes.  Involuntarily  the  wish  came  into  his  mind 
tiiat  he  had  a  brave,  fearless-hearted,  right-principled  son,  such  as  this 
boy  evidently  was. 

"  Then  I  think  I  had  better  describe  how  it  happened,  and  let  jMajor 
Layne  judge  for  himself  whether  it  was  my  fast  riding  or  your  fast 
ruiming  that  caused  the  mischief." 

"  You'll  tell  about  the  peacock  ?     It  had  its  tail  out." 

"  Of  course  I'll  tell  about  the  peacock.  I  shall  say  to  ^hijor  Layne 
that  his  little  bov — I  don't  think  I  have  heard  your  name,"  broke  oft' 
Sir  Geoffry.     "  What  is  it  ?  " 

"  It's  Arthur.  Papa's  is  Richard.  My  big  brother's  is  Richard  too  ; 
he  is  at  King's  College.     Which  name  do  you  like  best  ?  " 

"  I  think  I  like  Arthur  best.     It  is  my  own  name  also." 

"Yours  is  Sir  Geoffry." 

"  And  Arthur  as  well." 

But  at  this  juncture  old  Mrs.  Layne,  having  started  up  from  a  nod, 
intei"posed  to  put  a  summary  stop  to  the  chatter,  telling  Arthur  crossly 
that  Mr.  Duffham  and  the  other  doctor  had  forbid  him  to  talk  nuich. 
And  then  she  begged  pardon  of  Sir  Geoffry  for  saying  it,  but  thought 
the  doctors  wished  the  child  to  be  kept  quiet  and  cool.  Sir  Geoffry 
took  the  opportunity  to  say  adieu  to  the  little  patient. 

" May  I  come  to  see  the  peacock  when  I  get  well,  Sk  Geoffry?  " 

"  Certainly.  You  shall  come  and  look  at  him  for  a  whole  day  if 
grandmamma  wU  allow  you  to." 

Grandmamma  gave  no  motion  or  word  of  assent,  but  Arthur  took  it 
for  granted.  "  Betsy  can  bring  me  if  Aunt  Mary  won't ;  Betsy's  my 
nurse.  I  wish  I  could  have  him  before  that  window  to  look  at  while  I 
lie  here  to  get  well.  I  like  peacocks  and  musical  boxes  better  than 
anything  in  the  world." 

"  Musical  boxes !  "  exclaimed  Sir  Geoffry.    "  Do  you  care  for  them  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes ;  they  are  beautiful.  Do  you  know  the  little  lame  boy  who 
can't  walk,  down  Pietinch  Cut?  His  father  comes  to  do  gi-and- 
mamma's  garden.  Do  you  know  him,  Sir  Geoffry  ?  His  name's 
Reuben." 

"  It's  Noah,  the  gardener's  son,  sir,"  put  in  Mrs.  Layne  aside  to  Sir 
Geoffry.  "  He  was  thrown  do\\'nstairs  when  a  baby,  and  has  been  a 
cripple  ever  since." 
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But  the  eager,  intelligent  eyes  were  still  cast  up,  waiting  for  the 
answer.  "  Where  have  I  seen  them  ?  "  mentally  debated  Sir  Geoftry, 
alluding  to  the  eyes. 

"  I  know  the  name  ?  "  ho  answered. 

"  Well,  Eeuben  has  got  a  musical  box,  and  it  plays  three  tunes. 
He  is  older  than  I  am  :  he's  ten.  One  of  them  is  '  The  Blue  Bells  of 
Scotland.'  " 

Sir  Geoftry  nodded  and  went  away.  He  crossed  straight  over  to  Mr. 
Duff"ham's,  and  found  him  writing  a  letter  in  his  surgery. 

"I  hope  the  child  will  do  well,"  said  the  baronet,  when  he  had 
shaken  hands.  "  I  have  just  been  to  see  him.  What  an  intelligent, 
nice  little  fellow  it  is." 

"  Oh,  he  will  be  all  right  again  in  time,  Sir  Geoifry,"  was  the  doctor's 
reply,  as  he  began  to  fold  his  letter. 

"  He  is  a  pretty  boy,  too,  very.  His  eyes  are  strangely  like  some 
one's  I  have  seen,  but  for  the  life  of  me  I  cannot  tell  whose  !  " 

^^ Really  f — do  you  mean  it?"  cried  Mr.  Duft'ham,  speaking,  as  it 
seemed,  in  some  siu'prise. 

"  Mean  what  ?  " 

"  That  you  cannot  tell." 

"  Indeed  I  can't.  They  puzzled  me  all  the  while  I  was  there.  Do 
you  know  ?     Say,  if  you  do." 

"  They  are  like  your  own.  Sir  Geoftry." 

"  Like  my  own  !  " 

"  They  are  your  own  ej^es  over  again.  And  yoTU'S — as  poor  Layne  used 
to  say,  and  as  the  picture  in  the  Grange  dining-room  shows  us  also, 
for  the  matter  of  that — are  Sir  Peter's.  Sir  Peter's,  yours,  and  the 
child's :  they  are  all  the  same." 

For  a  long  si^acc  of  time,  as  it  seemed,  the  two  gentlemen  gazed  at 
each  other.  Mr.  Duffham  with  a  questioning  and  still  surprised  look  : 
Sir  Geoffry  in  a  kind  of  bewildered  amazement. 

"  Duft'ham !  you— you Surely  it  is  not  that  child  !  " 

"  Yes,  it  is." 

He  backed  to  a  chair  and  stumbled  into  it,  rather  than  sat  down ; 
somewhat  in  the  same  manner  that  Mrs.  Layne  had  backed  against  the 
counter  nearly  seven  years  before  and  upset  the  scales.  The  old  lady 
seemed  to  have  aged  since  quicker  than  she  ought  to  have  done  :  but 
her  fiice  then  had  not  been  whiter  than  was  Geoftry  Chavasse's  now. 

"Good  Heavens!" 

The  dead  silence  was  only  broken  by  these  murniin-ed  words  that 
fell  from  his  lips.  Mr.  Duft'ham  finished  folding  his  note,  and  directed 
it. 

"  Sir  Geoftiy,  I  beg  your  pardon  !  I  beg  it  a  thousand  times.  If  I 
had  had  the  smallest  notion  that  you  were  ignorant  of  this,  I  should 
never  have  spoken." 
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Sir  Geoffry  took  out  his  handkerchief  and  wiped  his  brow.  Some 
moisture  had  gathered  there. 

"  How  was  I  to  suspect  it  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  never  supposed  but  that  you  must  have  known  it  all  alonf,'." 

"  All  along  from  when,  Duffham  ?  " 

"  From — from — well,  from  the  time  you  first  knew  that  a  child  was 
over  there." 

Sir  Geoftry  cast  his  thoughts  back.  He  could  not  remember  any- 
thing about  the  child's  coming  to  Church  Dykely.  In  point  of  fact, 
the  Grange  had  been  empty  at  the  time. 

"I  understood  that  the  child  was  one  of  Captain  and  Mrs.  Layne's," 
he  rejoined.  "  Every  one  said  it ;  and  I  never  had  any  other 
thought.  Even  yesterday  at  the  Grange  you  spoke  of  him  as  such, 
Duffham." 

"  Of  course.  Miss  Layne  was  present — and  Hester  Picker — and  the 
child  himself.  I  did  not  speak  to  deceive  you,  Sir  Geoffry.  AVhen 
you  said  what  you  did  to  me  in  coming  away,  about  calling  in  other 
advice  for  the  satisfaction  of  Major  Layne,  I  thought  you  were  merely 
keeping  up  appearances." 

"  And  it  is  so,  then  ? ' ' 

"  Oh  dear,  yes." 

Another  pause.  Mr.  Duffham  affixed  the  stamp  to  his  letter,  and 
put  the  paper  straight  in  his  note-case.  Sir  Geoffry  suddenly  lifted  his 
hand,  as  one  whom  some  disagreeable  reflection  overwhelms. 

"  To  think  that  I  was  about  to  write  to  Major  Layne  !  To  think 
that  I  should  have  stood  there,  in  the  old  lady's  presence,  talking 
boldly  with  the  child !  She  must  assume  that  I  have  the  impudence  of 
Satan." 

"Mrs.  Layne  is  ])ast  that.  Sir  Geoffry.  Her  faculties  are  dulled: 
three-parts  dead.     That  need  not  trouble  you." 

The  baronet  put  aside  his  handkerchief  and  took  up  his  hat  to  leave. 
He  began  stroking  its  nap  with  his  coat-sleeve. 

"  Does  my  mother  Jcnow  of  this,  do  you  think  ?  " 

"I  am  sure  she  neither  knows  nor  suspects  it.  No  one  does,  Sir 
Geofi'ry:  the  secret  has  been  entirely  kept." 

"  The  cost  of  this  illness  must  be  mine,  you  know,  Duffham."  ^.    A/ 

"  I  think  not,  Sir  Geoffry,"  was  the  surgeon's  answer.     "  It  woulil        /V 
not  do,  I  fear.     There's  no  need,  besides  :  Miss  Layne  is  rich  now."     ;^*  /^ 

"  Rich  !     How  is  she  rich  ?  "  -V 

And  ]\Ir.  Duffham  had  to  explain.     A  wealthy  gentleman  in  India,  ^ 
some  connection  of  the  Laynes,  had  died  and  left  money  to  ]\Iarja^ 
Layne.     Six  or  seven  hundred  a  year;   and  plenty  of  ready  means. 
Sir  Geoffry  Chavasse  went  out,  pondering  upon  the  world's  changes. 

He  did  not  call  to  see  the  invalid  again ;  but  he  bought  a  beautiful 
musical  box  at  Worcester,  and  sent  it  in  to  the  child  by  Duffham.     It 


208  JOHNNY   LUDLOW. 

played  six  tunes.  The  boy  had  never  in  his  life  been  so  delighted. 
He  returned  his  love  and  thanks  to  Sir  Geoffry ;  and  appended  several 
inquiries  touching  the  welfare  of  the  peacock. 

The  first  news  heard  by  Lady  Chavasse  and  Lady  Kachel  on  their 
coming  home,  was  of  the  accident  caused  to  Major  Layne's  little  son 
by  Sir  Geoffry's  horse.  Hester  Picker  and  the  other  servants  were  full 
of  it.  It  happened  to  be  the  day  that  Sir  Geoffry  had  gone  to  Worcester 
after  the  box,  so  he  could  not  join  in  the  narrative.  A  sweet,  beautiful 
boy,  said  Hester  to  my  ladies,  and  had  told  them  he  meant  to  be  a 
soldier  when  he  grew  up,  as  brave  as  his  papa.  Lady  Chavasse, 
having  digested  the  news,  and  taken  inward  counsel  with  herself, 
decided  to  go  and  see  him :  it  would  be  right  and  neighbourly,  she 
tliOTight.  It  might  bo  that  she  was  wishing  to  bestow  some  slight 
mark  of  her  fivvour  upon  the  old  lady  before  death  should  claim  her : 
and  she  deemed  that  the  honour  of  a  call  would  effect  this.  In  her 
heart  she  acknowledged  that  the  Laynes  had  behaved  admirably  in 
regard  to  the  past ;  never  to  have  troubled  her  or  her  son  by  word  or 
deed  or  letter ;  and  in  her  heart  she  felt  grateful  for  it.  Some  people 
might  have  acted  differently. 

"  I  think  I  will  go  and  see  him  too,"  said  Lady  Rachel. 

"  No,  pray  don't,"  dissented  Lady  Chavasse,  hastily.  "  You  already 
feel  the  fatigue  of  your  journey,  Rachel ;  do  not  attempt  to  increase  it." 

And  as  Lady  Rachel  really  was  fatigued  and  did  not  care  much  about 
it,  one  way  or  the  other,  she  remained  at  home. 

It  was  one  of  Mrs.  Layne's  worst  days — one  of  those  when  she 
seemed  three-parts  childish — when  Lady  Chavasse  was  shown  into  the 
drawing-room.  Mary  was  there.  As  she  turned  to  receive  her  visitor, 
and  heard  the  maid's  announcement "  Lady  Chavasse,"  a  great  astonish- 
ment inwardly  stirred  her,  but  her  manner  remained  quiet  and  self- 
possessed.  Just  a  minute's  gaze  at  each  other.  Lady  Chavasse  was 
the  same  good-looking  woman  as  of  yore ;  not  changed,  not  aged  by  so 
much  as  a  day.  Mary  toas  changed :  the  shy,  inexperienced  girl  had 
grown  into  the  calm,  self-contained  woman ;  the  woman  who  had 
known  sorrow,  who  had  its  marks  impressed  oi»  her  face.  She  had 
been  pretty  once,  she  was  gravely  beautiful  now.  Perhaps  Lady 
Chavasse  had  not  bargaiiu'd  for  seeing /<«•;  Mary  had  certainly  never 
thought  thus  to  meet  Lady  Chavasse  :  but  here  they  were,  face  to  face, 
and  each  must  make  the  best  of  it.  As  they  did ;  and  with  easy 
courtesy,  both  being  gentlewomen.  Lady  Chavasse  held  out  her  hand, 
and  Mary  put  hers  into  it. 

After  shaking  hands  with  Mrs.  Layne — who  was  too  drowsy  properly 
to  respond,  and  shut  her  eyes  again — my  lady  spoke  a  few  pleasant 
words  of  regret  for  the  accident,  of  her  wish  to  see  the  little  patient,  of 
her  hope  that  Major  and  Mrs.  Layne  might  not  be  allowed  to  think  any 
care  on  Sir  Geoffry's  part  could  have  averted  it.     Mary  went  upstairs 
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witli  liei-.  Lady  Chavassc  could  only  be  struck  Avitli  the  improved 
appearance  of  the  house,  quite  suited  now  to  ])e  the  abode  of  j^cntle- 
peoi)le;  and  with  its  apparently  well-appointed  if  small  household. 

The  child  lay  asleep:  his  nurse,  Betsy,  sat  sewing  by  liis  side.  The 
girl  confessed  that  she  had  allowed  him  sometimes  to  run  in  and  take  a 
look  at  the  peacock.  Lidy  Chavasse  would  not  have  him  awakened  : 
she  bent  and  kissed  his  cheek  lightly:  and  talked  to  'Slary  in  a  whisper. 
It  was  just  as  though  there  had  been  no  break  in  their  acquaintanceship, 
just  as  though  no  painful  episode,  in  which  they  were  antagonistic 
actors,  had  ever  occurred  between  them. 

"  I  hear  you  have  come  into  a  fortune,  Miss  Layne,"  she  said,  as  she 
shook  hands  with  Mary  again  in  the  little  hall  before  departure.  For 
Hester  Picker  had  told  of  this. 

"  Into  a  great  deal  of  money,"  replied  Mary. 

"I  am  glad  to  hear  it :  glad,''  came  the  parting  response,  whispered 
emphatically  in  Mary's  ear,  and  it  was  accompanied  by  a  pressure  of 
the  fingers. 

Mr.  Duffham  was  standing  at  his  door,  watching  my  lady's  exit  from 
Mrs.  Layne's  house,  his  eyes  lost  in  wonder.  Seeing  him,  she  crossed 
over,  and  went  in,  Mr.  Duffham  throwing  open  the  door  of  his  sitting- 
room.  She  began  speaking  of  the  accident  to  Major  Layne's  little  son 
— what  a  pity  it  was,  but  that  she  hoped  he  would  do  well.  Old 
Duffham  replied  that  he  hoped  so  too,  and  thought  he  would. 

'■  Mrs.  Layne  seems  to  be  growing  very  old,"  went  on  Lady  Chavasse. 
''  Slie  was  as  drowsy  as  she  could  be  this  afternoon,  and  seemed  scarcely 
to  know  me." 

''Old  people  are  apt  to  be  sleepy  after  dinner,"  returned  the  doctor. 

And  then  there  was  a  pause.  Lady  Chavasse  (as  Duffham's  diary 
expresses  it)  seemed  to  be  particularly  absent  in  manner,  as  if  she  were 
thinking  to  herself,  instead  of  talking  to  him.  Because  he  had  nothing 
else  to  say,  he  asked  after  the  health  of  Lady  Rachel.  That  aroused 
her  at  once. 

"  She  is  not  strong.     She  is  not  strong.     I  am  sure  of  it." 

"  She  does  not  seem  to  ail  much,  that  I  can  see,"  returned  Duffham. 
who  often  had  to  hear  this  same  thing  said  of  Lady  Rachel.  "  She 
never  requires  medical  advice." 

"  I  diMi't  care  :  she  is  not  strong.  There  are  no  children,"  continued 
Lady  Chavasse,  dropping  her  voice  to  a  whisper;  and  a  kind  of  piteous, 
iin[iloring  expression  darkened  her  eyes. 

'•  Xo.'' 

"  Four  years  married,  going  on  for  five,  and  no  signs  of  any.  No 
signs  of  children,  Mr.  Duf^'ham." 

"  I  can't  help  it,  my  lady,"  returned  Duffham. 

"  Xubo^ly  can  help  it.  But  it  is  an  awful  misfortune.  It  is  beginning 
to  be  a  great  trouble  in  my  life.    As  the  weeks  and  months  and  years 
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pass  ou — the  years,  Mr.  Duft'hani — and  bring  no  hope,  my  very  spirit 
seems  to  faiL     '  Hope  deferred  maketh  the  heart  sick.'  " 

"  True/' 

"  It  has  been  the  one  great  desire  of  ni}-  later  years,"  continued  Lady 
Chavasse,  too  much  in  earnest  to  be  reticent,  "  and  it  does  not  come. 
I  wonder  which  is  the  worst  to  be  borne ;  some  weiglity  misfortune 
that  falls  and  crushes,  or  a  longed-for  boon  that  we  watch  and  pray  for 
in  vain  ?  The  want  of  it,  the  eager  daily  strain  of  disappointment,  has 
become  to  me  worse  than  a  nightmare." 

Little  Arthur  Layne,  attended  by  Betsy,  spent  a  day  at  the  Grange 
on  his  recovery,  invited  to  meet  the  peacock.  The  ladies  were  very 
kind  to  him :  they  could  but  admire  his  gentle  manners,  his  fearless 
bearing.  Sir  Geotfry  played  a  game  at  ninepins  Avith  him  on  the  lawn 
— which  set  of  ninepins  had  been  his  own  when  a  child,  and  had  been 
lying  by  ever  since.  Betsy  was  told  she  might  carry  them  home  for 
Master  Layne  :  Sir  Geoffry  gave  them  to  him. 

After  that,  the  intercourse  dropped  again,  and  they  became  strangers 
as  before.  Except  that  Lady  Chavasse  would  bow  from  her  carriage  if 
she  saw  Mrs.  or  Miss  Layne,  and  Sir  Geoftry  raise  his  hat.  The  little 
boy  had  more  notice :  when  they  met  him  out,  and  were  walking  them- 
selves, they  would,  one  and  all,  stop  and  speak  to  him. 

So  this  episode  of  the  accident  seemed  to  fade  into  the  past,  as  other 
things  had  faded  :  and  the  time  went  on. 


^nvt  tljE  jpourtfj. 

AuTUiix  leaves  were  strewing  the  gromid,  autumn  skies  were  overhead. 
A  ray  of  the  sun  came  slanting  into  the  library,  passing  right  across  the 
face  of  Sir  Geoffry  Chavasse.  The  face  had  an  older  expression  on  it 
than  his  thirty  years  would  justify.  It  looked  worn  and  weary,  and  the 
bright  hail-,  with  its  golden  tinge,  was  less  carefully  arranged  than  it 
u.sed  to  be,  as  if  exertion  were  becoming  a  burden,  or  that  vanity  no 
longer  troubled  him  ;  and  his  frame  was  almost  painfully  thin  ;  and  a 
low  hacking  cough  took  him  at  intervals.  It  might  have  been  thouglit 
that  Sir  Geoffry  was  a  little  out  of  health,  and  wanted  a  change.  Lady 
Chavasse,  his  mother,  had  begun  to  admit  a  long-repressed  doubt 
whether  any  change  would  benefit  him. 

A  common  desk  of  stained  walnut-wood  was  open  on  the  table  before 
Jiim  :  he  had  been  reading  over  and  putting  straight  some  papers  it 
contained — notes  and  diaries,  and  so  forth.  Two  or  three  of  these  he 
tore  across  and  threw  into  the  fire.    Out  of  a  bit  of  tissue  paper,  ha 
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took  a  curl  of  bright  Inowu  hair,  recalhiig  the  daj'  and  hour  when  lie 
had  surreptitiously  cut  it  oft',  and  refused  to  give  it  up  again  to  its 
l-lushiug  owner.  Recalling  also  the  happy  feelings  of  that  time — 
surreptitiously  still,  as  might  be  said,  for  what  ^business  had  he  w'ith 
them  now  ?  Holding  the  hair  to  his  lips  for  a  })rief  interval,  he  folded 
it  up  again,  and  took  out  another  bit  of  paper.  This  contained  a  lady's 
ring  of  chased  gold  set  with  a  beautiful  and  costly  emerald.  In  those 
bygone  years  he  had  bought  the  ring,  thinking  to  give  it  in  payment  of 
the  stolen  hair ;  but  the  young  lady  in  her  shyness  had  refused  so 
valuable  a  present.  Sir  Geoffry  held  the  ring  so  that  its  brightness 
glittered  in  the  sun,  and  then  wrapped  it  up  again.  Next  he  unfolded 
a  diary,  kept  at  that  past  period,  and  for  a  short  time  afterwards :  then 
it  was  abruptly  broken  off,  and  had  never  since  been  written  in.  He 
smiled  to  himself  as  he  read  a  page  here  and  there — but  the  smile  was 
full  of  sadness. 

Lady  Chavasse  came  into  the  room  rather  abruptly :  Sir  Geoffry  shut 
up  the  diary,  and  prepared  to  close  and  lock  the  desk.  There  Avas  a 
disturbed,  restless,  anxious  look  on  my  lady's  fiice :  there  was  a  far 
more  anxious  and  bitter  pain  ever  making  havoc  with  her  heart. 

"  AYhy,  Geoifry  !  have  you  got  out  that  old  desk  ?  " 

Sir  Geoffry  smiled  as  he  carried  it  to  its  obscure  place  in  a  dark 
corner  of  the  library.  When  he  was  about  twelve  years  old,  and  they 
were  passing  through  London,  he  Avent  to  the  Lowther  Arcade  and 
liought  this  desk,  for  which  he  had  been  saving  up  his  shillings. 

"  I  don't  believe  any  lad  ever  bad  so  valuable  a  prize  as  I  thought  I 
had  purchased  in  that  desk,  mother,"  was  his  laughing  remark. 

"I  dare  say  it  has  a  great  deal  of  old  rubbish  in  it,"  said  Lady 
Chavasse,  slightingly. 

"Not  much  else— for  all  the  good  it  can  ever  be.  I  was  only 
glancing  over  the  rubbish— foolish  mementoes  of  foolish  daj-s.  These 
davs  are  weary ;  and  I  liardly  know  how  to  make  their  hours  fly." 

Lady  Chavasse  sighed  at  the  words.  He  used  to  go  shooting  in  the 
autumn — fishing — hunting  once  in  a  way,  in  the  later  season  :  he  had 
not  strength  for  these  sports  now. 

Opening  the  desk  he  commonly  used,  a  very  handsome  one  that  had 
been  Lady  Chavasse's  present  to  him,  he  took  a  small  book  from  it  and 
put  it  into  his  breast-pocket.  Lady  Chavasse,  watching  all  his  move- 
ments, as  she  had  gi'own  accustomed  to  do,  saw  and  knew  what  the 
book  was — a  Bible.  Perhaps  nothing  had  struck  so  much  on  my  lady's 
fears  as  the  habit  he  had  fallen  into  of  often  reading  the  Bible.  She 
had  come  upon  him  doing  it  in  all  kinds  of  odd  places.  Out  amidst  the 
rocks  at  the  seaside  where  they  had  recently  been  staj-ing— and  should 
have  stayed  longer  but  that  he  gi-ew  tired  and  wanted  .  to  come  home  ; 
out  in  the  seats  of  this  garden,  amidst  the  roses,  or  where  the  roses  had 
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him  \\nth  this  small  Bible.  He  always  slipped  it  away  wlieii  she  oi*  any 
one  else  approached:  but  the  habit  was  casting  on  her  spirit  a  very 
ominous  shadow.  It  seemed  to  show  her  that  he  knew  he  must  be 
drawing  near  to  the  world  that  the  Bible  tells  of,  and  was  making 
ready  for  his  journey.  How  her  heart  ached,  ached  always,  Lad}' 
Chavasse  would  not  have  liked  to  avow. 

"  Where's  Rachel  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  On  her  sofa,  upstairs." 

Sir  Geofhy  stirred  the  fire  mechanically,  his  thoughts  elsewhere — just 
as  he  had  stirred  it  in  a  memorable  interview  of  the  days  gone  by. 
Unconsciously  they  had  taken  up  the  same  position  as  on  that  imhappy 
morning :  he  with  his  elbow  on  the  mantelpiece,  and  his  face  partly 
turned  from  his  mother ;  she  in  the  same  chair,  and  on  the  same  red 
square  of  the  Turkey  carpet.  The  future  had  been  before  them  then  : 
it  lay  in  their  own  hands,  so  to  say,  to  choose  the  path  for  good  or  for 
ill.  Sir  Geothy  had  pointed  out  which  was  the  right  one  to  take,  and 
said  that  it  would  bring  them  happiness.  But  my  lady  had  negatived 
it,  and  he  could  only  bow  to  her  decree.  And  so,  the  turning  tide  was 
passed,  not  seized  upon,  and  they  had  been  sailing  on  a  sea  tolerably 
smooth,  but  without  depth  in  it  or  sunshine  on  it.  What  had  the  voyage 
brought  forth?  Not  much.  And  it  seemed,  so  far  as  one  was  con- 
cerned, nearly  at  an  end  now. 

"I  fancy  Rachel  cannot  be  well,  mother,"  observed  Sir  Geoffrj', 
"  She  would  not  lie  down  so  much  if  she  were." 

"A  little  inertness,  Geoffry,  nothing  more.  About  Christmas?" 
continued  Lady  Chavasse.  "  Shall  you  be  well  enough  to  go  to  the 
Den-estons',  do  you  think?  " 

"  I  think  we  had  better  let  Christmas  draw  nearer  before  lajnng  out 
any  plans  for  it,"  he  answered. 

"  Yes,  that's  all  very  well :  but  I  am  going  to  write  to  Lady  Derreston 
to-day,  and  she  will  expect  me  to  mention  it.     Shall  you  like  to  go  ?  " 

A  moment's  pause,  and  then  he  turned  to  her :  his  clear,  dark-blue 
eyes,  ever  kind  and  gentle,  looking  straight  into  hers ;  his  voice  low 
and  tender. 

"  I  do  not  suppose  I  shall  ever  go  away  from  the  Grange  again." 

She  turned  quite  white.  Was  it  coming  so  near  as  that  ?  A  kind 
(if  terror  took  possession  of  her. 

"Geoflry!     Geoffry!'' 

"  My  darling  mother,  I  will  stay  with  you  if  I  can  ;  you  know  that. 
But  the  fiat  does  not  lie  with  yon  or  with  me." 

Sir  (JeotVry  went  behind  her  chair,  and  put  his  arms  round  her  l>lay- 
fully,  kissing  her  with  a  strange  tenderness  of  heart  that  he  sought  to 
hide. 

"  It  may  be  all  well  yet,  mother.  Don't  let  it  trouble  you  before  the 
time." 
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She  could  not  make  any  rejoinder,  could  not  speak,  and  quitted  the 
room  to  hide  her  emotion. 

In  the  after-part  of  the  day  the  surgeon,  Duff  ham,  bustled  in.  His 
visit  was  later  than  usual. 

"  And  how  are  you,  Sir  Geoftry  ?  "  he  asked,  as  they  sat  alone,  facing 
each  other  between  the  table  and  the  fire. 

"  Much  the  same,  Duff  ham." 

''  Look  here,  Sir  Geoftry — you  should  rally  both  yourself  and  your 
spirits.  It's  of  no  use  giving  way  to  illness.  There's  a  certain  listless- 
ness  upon  you ;  I've  seen  it  for  some  time.     Shake  it  oft"." 

"  Willingly — if  you  will  give  me  the  i)owcr  to  do  so,"  was  Sir 
Geoftry 's  reply.  "  The  listlessness  you  speak  of  proceeds  from  the  fact 
that  my  health  and  energies  fail  me.  As  to  my  spirits,  there's  nothing 
the  matter  with  them." 

Mr.  Duft"ham  turned  over  with  his  fingers  a  glass  paper-weight  that 
happened  to  lie  on  the  table,  as  if  he  wanted  to  see  the  fishing-boats  on 
the  sea  that  its  landscape  represented,  and  then  he  glanced  at  Sir 
Geoftry. 

"  Of  course  you  wish  to  get  well  ?  "—with  a  slight  emphasis  on  the 
"  wish." 

"  Most  certainly  I  wish  to  get  well.  For  my  mother's  sake — and  of 
course  also  for  my  wife's,  as  well  as  for  my  own.  I  don't  expect  to, 
though,  Duff'ham." 

"  Well,  that's  saying  a  gi'eat  deal,"  retorted  Duft'ham,  pretending  to 
make  a  mockery  of  it. 

"  I've  not  been  strong  for  some  time — as  you  may  have  seen, 
perhaps :  but  since  the  beginning  of  May,  when  the  intensely  hot 
weather  came  in,  I  have  felt  as — as " 

"  As  what,  Sir  Geoftry?  " 

"As  though  I  should  never  live  to  see  uuother  May,  hot  or  cold." 

"Unreasonable  heat  has  that  eftect  on  some  people,  Sir  Geoftry. 
Tries  their  nerves." 

"  I  am  not  aware  that  it  tries  mine.  My  neiTes  are  as  sound  as  need 
be.  The  insurance  oflices  won't  take  my  life  at  any  price,  Duff'ham," 
he  resumed. 

"  Have  you  tried  them  ?  " 

"  Two  of  the  best  in  London.  When  I  began  to  grow  somewhat 
doubtful  about  myself  in  the  spring,  I  thought  of  the  future  of  those 
near  and  dear  to  me,  and  would  have  insiu-ed  my  life  for  their  benefit. 
The  doctors  refused  to  certify.  Since  then  I  have  felt  nearly  sure  in 
my  own  mind  that  what  must  be  will  be.  And,  day  by  day,  I  have 
watched  the  shadow  di'awing  nearer." 

The  doctor  leaned  forward  and  spoke  a  few  earnest  words  of 
encouragement,  before  departing.  Sir  Geoftry  was  only  too  willing  to 
receive  them — in  spite  of  the  inward  conviction  that  lay  upon  himi 
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Lady  Rachel  Chavasse  entered  the  Hbrary  in  the  course  of  the  after- 
noon. She  wore  a  sweeping  silk,  the  colour  of  lilac,  and  gold  ornaments. 
Her  face  had  not  changed :  with  its  classically-carved  contour  and  its 
pale  coldness. 

"Does  Duflliam  think  you  are  better,  Geoffry?" 

"  Not  much,  I  fancy." 

"  Suppose  we  were  to  try  another  change — Germany,  or  somewhere?  " 
she  calmly  suggested. 

"I  w^ould  rather  be  here  than  anywhere,  Rachel." 

"  I  should  like  you  to  get  well,  you  know,  GeolYry." 

"  I  should  like  it  too,  my  dear." 

"  Mamma  has  written  to  ask  us  to  go  into  Somersetshire  for  Christ- 
mas," continued  Lady  Rachel,  putting  her  foot,  encased  in  its  black 
satin  shoe  and  white  silk  stocking,  on  the  fender. 

"  Ay.  My  mother  was  talking  about  it  just  now.  Well,  we  shall 
see  between  now  and  Christmas,  Rachel.  Perhaps  they  can  come  to 
us  instead." 

Lady  Rachel  turned  her  very  light  eyes  upon  her  husband  :  eyes  in 
which  there  often  sat  a  peevish  expression.  It  was  not  discernible  at 
the  present  moment :  they  w^ere  coldly  calm. 

"  Don't  you  think  you  shall  be  quite  well  by  Christmas  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  speak  with  any  certainty,  Rachel." 

She  stood  a  minute  or  two  longer,  and  then  walked  round  the  room 
before  the  shelves,  in  search  of  some  entertaining  book.  It  was  quite 
evident  that  the  state  of  her  husband  did  not  bring  real  trouble  to  her 
heart.  Was  the  heart  too  naturally  cold  ? — or  was  it  that  as  yet  no 
suspicion  of  the  seriousness  of  the  case  had  penetrated  to  her  ?  Some- 
thing of  both,  jjerhaps. 

Selecting  a  book,  she  was  leaving  the  library  with  it  when  Sir 
Geoffry  asked  if  she  would  not  rather  stay  by  the  fire  to  read.  But  she 
said  she  preferred  to  go  to  her  sofa. 

"  Are  you  well,  Rachel  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  My  back  feels  tired,  always.  I  suppose  we  are  something  alike, 
Geoffry — not  over-strong,"  she  concluded,  with  a  smile. 

That  night  DulTham  made  the  annexed  entry  in  his  journal. 

He  does  know  the  critical  state  he  is  in.  Has  known  it,  it  seems, 
for  some  time.  I  suspected  he  did.  Sir  Gcoifry's  one  that  you  may 
read  as  a  book  in  his  open  candour.  He  would  "  get  well  if  he  could," 
he  saj's,  for  his  mother's  sake.  As  of  course  he  would,  were  the  result 
under  his  own  control :  a  fine  yoimg  fellow  of  the  upper  ten,  with  every 
substantial  good  to  make  life  pleasant,  and  no  evil  liabits  or  tlioughts 
to  draw  liim  backward,  Avould  not  close  his  eyes  on  this  woild  without 
a  pang,  and  a  struggle  to  remain  a  while  longer  in  it. 

I  cannot  do  mure  for  him  than  I  am  doing.    All  the  faculty  combined 
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could  not.  Neither  do  I  a&y,  as  he  does,  that  he  will  not  get  better : 
on  the  contrary,  I  think  there's  just  a  chance  that  he  ivill:  and  I 
honestly  told  him  so.  It's  just  a  toss-up.  He  was  always  delicate  until 
he  gi'ew  to  manhood ;  then  he  seemed  to  become  thoroughly  healthy 
and  strong.  Query  :  would  this  delicacy  have  come  back  again  had  his 
life  been  made  as  happy  as  it  might  have  been  ?  My  lady  can  debate 
that  point  with  herself  in  after-years :  it  may  be  that  slie'll  have  plenty 
of  time  to  do  it  in.  Sir  Geoffiy's  is  one  of  those  sensitive  natures  where 
the  mind  seems  almost  wholly  to  influence  the  body ;  and  that  past 
trouble  was  a  shaip  blow  to  him.  Upright  and  honourable,  he  could 
not  well  bear  the  remorse  that  fell  upon  him — it  has  been  keenly  felt, 
ay,  I  verily  believe,  until  this  hour:  another's  life  was  bHghted  that  his 
might  be  aggrandized.  My  ovm  opinion  is,  that  had  he  been  alloiced  to 
do  as  he  wished,  and  make  reparation,  thereby  securing  his  uicn  ha^^piness, 
he  might  have  thrown  off  the  tendency  to  delicacy  still  and  ahvays;  and 
lived  to  be  as  old  as  his  father,  Sir  Peter.  Should  my  lady  ever  speak 
to  me  upon  the  subject,  I  shall  tell  her  this.  Geoffiy  Chavasse  has 
lived  with  a  weight  upon  him.  It  was  not  so  nuich  that  his  own  liopes 
were  gone  and  his  love-dream  wrecked,  as  that  he  had  brought  far 
worse  than  this  upon  another.  Yes  ;  my  lady  may  thank  herself  that 
his  life  seems  to  have  been  wasted.  Had  there  been  children  he  might, 
in  a  degree,  have  forgotten  what  went  before,  and  the  mind  would  no 
longer  have  preyed  upon  the  body.  Has  the  finger  of  Heaven  been  in 
this  ?  My  pen  ought  to  have  written  '■  specially  in  this : "  for  that 
Finger  is  in  all  things. 

I  hope  he  will  get  better.  Yes,  I  do,  in  spite  of  a  nasty  doubt  that 
crops  up  in  mv  mind  as  I  say  it.  I  love  him  as  I  did  in  the  old  days, 
and  respect  him  more.  Qid  vivra  verra — to  borrow  a  French  phraso 
from  young  Master  Arthur  over  the  way.  And  now  I  put  up  my  diary 
for  tlie  night. 


Mrs.  Layne  was  dead.     Mary  lived  alone  in  her  house  now,  with  her 
servants  and  Arthur. 

Never  a  woman  so  respected  as  she ;  never  a  lady,  high  cir  low,  so 
revered  and  looked  uj)  to  as  Mary  Layne.  All  the  village  would  fly  to 
her  on  an  emergency;  and  she  had  both  counsel  and  help  to  give. 
The  poor  idolized  her.  A  noble,  tender,  good  gentlewoman,  with  the 
characteristic  humility  in  her  bearing  that  had  been  observable  of  late 
years,  and  the  gentle  gravity  on  her  thonglitfid  face.  I\Iy  lady,  \\ith 
all  her  rank  and  her  show  and  her  condescension,  had  never  been  half 
so  much  respected  as  this.  The  little  boy — in  knickerbockers  now 
and  nine  years  old — ^was  a  great  fiivourite ;  he  also  got  some  honour 
reflected  on  him  through  Colonel  Layne.  There  had  been  a  time  of 
trouble  in  India,  and  Major  Layne  had  grandly  distuiguished  himself 
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and  gained  honour  and  promotion.  The  pubHc  papers  proclaimed  hia 
bravery  and  reno\vn ;  and  Arthur  received  his  share  of  reflected  glory. 
As  the  boy  passed  on  his  pony,  the  blacksmith,  Dobbs,  would  shoot 
out  from  his  forge  to  look  after  him,  and  say  to  tlie  stranger  whose 
horse  had  cast  a  shoe,  "  There  goes  the  little  son  of  the  brave  Colonel 
Layne :  maybe  you've  heerd  of  his  deeds  over  in  Ingee."  Perhaps  the 
blacksmith  considered  he  had  acquired  a  sort  of  right  in  Arthur,  since 
the  pony — a  sure-footed  Welsh  animal — was  kept  in  the  stable  that 
belonged  to  his  forge,  and  was  gi'oomed  by  himself  or  son.  Miss 
Layne  paid  him  for  it ;  but,  as  the  blacksmith  said,  it  went  again'  the 
grain ;  he'd  ha'  been  proud  to  do  aught  for  her  and  the  little  gentleman 
without  pay. 

And  somehow,  what  with  one  thing  and  another,  my  lady  grew  to 
think  that  if  anything  removed  her  from  Chavasse  Grange,  IMary  would 
take  her  place  as  best  and  chiefest  in  Church  Dykely,  and  she  herself 
would  not  be  missed.  But  it  was  odd  the  thought  should  dawn  upon 
her.  Previsions  of  coming  events  steal  into  the  minds  of  a  great  many 
of  us ;  we  know  not  whence  they  arise,  and  at  first  look  on  them  only 
as  idle  thoughts,  never  recognizing  them  for  what  they  are — advance 
shadows  of  the  things  to  be. 

One  sunshiny  afternoon,  close  upon  winter,  Arthur  and  Mr.  Duft'ham 
went  out  riding.  Mary  watched  them  start ;  the  doctor  on  his  old  grey 
horse  (that  had  been  her  father's),  and  Arthur  on  his  well-groomed 
pony.  The  lad  sat  well ;  as  brave-looking  a  little  gentleman,  witli  his 
upright  carriage,  open  face,  and  nice  attire — for  Mary  was  particular 
there — as  had  ever  gratified  a  fond  aunt's  eye,  or  a  blacksmith's  heart. 

Close  by  the  gates  of  Chavasse  Grange,  they  met  Sir  Geoflfry  and 
his  mother  strolling  forth.  Mr.  Duftliam's  hopes  had  not  been  fulfilled. 
Outwardly  there  was  not  much  change  in  the  baronet,  certainly  none 
for  the  better ;  inwardly  there  was  a  great  deal.  He  hnev;  now  how 
very  certain  his  fate  was,  and  that  it  might  not  be  delayed  for  any  gi'cat 
length  of  time ;  a  few  weeks,  a  few  months :  as  God  should  will. 

"  Lady  Rachel  is  not  well,"  observed  Sir  Geoffry  to  the  surgeon. 
"You  nuist  see  her,  Duffham.     I  suppose  j'ou  can't  come  in  now?  " 

"  Yes,  I  can :  I'm  in  no  hurry,"  was  the  doctor's  answer. 

"  May  I  come  too,  and  see  the  peacock,  Sir  Geoffry?  I'll  wait  hcre^ 
though,  if  Mr.  Dufi'ham  thinks  I  ought." 

Of  course  tlie  boy  was  told  that  the  peacock  would  take  it  as  a  slight 
if  lie  did  not  pay  him  a  visit,  and  they  all  turned  up  the  avenue. 
Arthur  got  off  his  pony  and  led  it,  and  talked  with  Lady  Chavasse. 

"  Wliy  did  you  get  off  yet?"  asked  Sir  (iuoffry,  turning  to  him. 

''  Lady  Chavasse  is  walking,"  answered  the  boy,  simply. 

It  spoke  volumes  for  his  innate  sense  of  politeness.  Sir  Geoffry 
remembered  tliat  he  had  ])ossessed  the  same  when  a  child. 

"Have  you  heanl  what  j.apa  lias  douoV"  asked  Arthur,  putting  thd 
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question  generally.  ''  It  lias  been  in  all  the  newspapers,  and  he  is  full 
colonel  now.     Did  you  read  it,  Sir  Geoffry?  " 

"  Yes,  I  read  it,  Arthur." 

"  And  the  Queen's  going  to  thank  papa  when  he  eomes  to  England, 
and  to  make  him  Sir  Eichard.  Everybody  says  so.  Dobbs  thinks 
papa  will  be  made  general  before  he  dies." 

Dobbs  was  the  blacksmith.  They  smiled  at  this.  Not  at  the 
possibility  for  Colonel  Layne,  but  at  Dobbs. 

"  And,  with  it  all.  Aunt  Mary  does  not  want  me  to  be  a  soldier ! " 
went  on  the  boy  in  rather  an  aggi'ieved  tone.  "  Richard's  enough,  she 
says.  Dick  gets  on  well  at  King's  College :  he  is  to  go  to  Woolwich 
next.     I  don't  see  the  peacock  !  " 

They  had  neared  the  house,  but  the  gay  i)lumaged  bird,  for  which 
Arthur  retained  his  full  admiration,  was  nowhere  in  sight.  Servants 
came  forward  and  led  the  horses  away.  Mr.  DutTham  went  on  to  see 
Lady  Rachel :  Arthur  was  taken  into  the  garden-parlour  by  Sir  Geoffry. 

'•  And  so  you  Avould  like  to  be  a  soldier :  "  hje  said,  holding  the  boy 
before  liim,  and  looking  down  at  his  bright,  happy  face. 

"  Oh,  I  should :  very  much.  If  j)apa  says  I'm  not  to  be — or  mamma 
— or  Aunt  Mary — if  they  should  tell  me  '  No,  no,  you  shall  not,^  why,  it 
would  be  at  an  end,  and  I'd  try  and  like  something  else." 

"Listen,  Arthur,"  said  Sir  Geoflry,  in  a  low,  earnest  tone.  "What 
you  are  to  be,  and  what  you  are  not  to  be,  lie  alike  in  the  will  of  God. 
He  will  direct  you  aright,  no  doubt,  when  the  time  of  choice  shall 
come " 

"  And  that's  what  Aunt  INIary  says,"  interrupted  the  lad.  "  She 
says— —     There's  the  peacock  ! " 

He  had  come  round  the  corner,  his  tail  trailing;  the  poor  iieaheu 
following  humbly  behind  him,  as  usual.  Arthur  went  outside  the 
window.  The  peacock  had  a  most  unsociable  habit  of  stalking  away 
with  a  harsh  scream  if  apj)roached ;  Arthur  knew  this,  and  stayed 
where  he  was,  talking  still  with  Sir  Geoffry.  When  Lady  Chavasse 
entered,  he  was  deep  in  a  storj''  of  the  musical  box. 

"  Yes,  a  Avicked  boy  went  into  Reuben  Noah's,  and  broke  his  box 
for  the  puii)ose.  Aunt  Mary  is  letting  me  get  it  mended  for  him  with 
some  sixpences  I  had  saved  up.  Reuben  is  very  ill  just  now — in  great 
pain;  and  Aunt  Mary  has  let  me  lend  him  mine — he  says  Avhen  he  can 
hear  the  music,  liis  hip  does  not  hurt  him  so  nnich.  You  arc  not  angry 
with  me  for  lending  it,  are  you.  Sir  Geoffry  V  " 

"  My  boy,  I  am  pleased." 

"  Why  should  Sir  Geoffry  lie  angry — what  is  it  to  him  ?  "  cried 
Lady  Chavasse,  amused  with  the  chatter. 

"  Sir  Geoflry  gave  it  to  me,"  said  Arthur,  looking  at  lier  with  wide- 
open  eyes,  in  which  the  great  wonder  that  any  one  should  be  ignorant 
of  that  fact  was  expressed.     "  Reuben  wishes  he  could  get  here  to  se© 
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the  peacock  :  but  he  can't  walk,  you  know.  I  painted  a  beautiful  one 
on  paper  and  took  it  to  him.  Aunt  Mary  said  it  was  not  much  like  a 
real  peacock ;  it  was  too  yellow.  Reuben  liked  it,  and  hung  it  up  on 
hiswaU.     Oh!" 

For  the  stately  peacock,  stepping  past  the  wmdow  as  if  the  world 
belonged  to  him,  suddenly  threw  wide  his  tail  in  an  access  of  ■v'anity. 
The  tail  had  not  long  been  renewed,  and  was  in  full  feather.  Arthur's 
face  went  into  a  radiant  glow.  Lady  Chavasse,  smiling  at  the  chUdish 
delight,  produced  some  biscuit  that  the  peacock  was  inordinately  fond 
of,  and  bade  him  go  and  feed  it. 

"  Oh,  Geoffry,"  she  exclaimed  in  the  impulse  of  the  moment,  as  the 
boy  vaulted  awaj^,  "  if  you  only  had  such  a  son  and  heir  as  that !  " 

"  Ay.  It  might  have  been,  mother.  That  child  himself  might  have 
been  Sir  Arthur  after  me,  had  yoii  so  willed  it." 

"  Been  Sir  Arthur  after  you !  "  she  exclaimed.  "  Are  you  in  a 
dream,  Geoffry  ?     That  child !  " 

"  I  have  thought  you  did  not  know  him,  but  I  never  felt  quite  sure. 
He  passes  to  the  world  for  the  son  of  Colonel  Layne — as  I  trust  he 
may  so  pass  always.     Don't  you  understand?  " 

It  was  so  comical  a  thing,  bringing  up  thoughts  so  astounding,  and 
the  more  especially  because  she  had  never  had  the  remotest  suspicion 
of  it,  that  Lady  Chavasse  simply  stared  at  her  son  in  silence.  All  in  a 
moment  a  fiery  resentment  rose  up  in  her  heart :  she  could  not  have 
told  at  wliom  or  what. 

"  I  will  never  believe  it,  GeotVry.     It  cannot  ie." 
"  It  is,  mother." 

He  was  leaning  against  the  embrasure  of  the  window  as  he  stood, 
watching  the  boy  in  the  distance  throwing  morsels  of  biscuit  right  into 
the  peacock's  mouth,  condescendingly  held  wide  to  receive  them. 
Lady  Chavasse  caught  the  strange  sadness  glistening  in  her  son's  eyes, 
and  somehow  a  portion  of  her  hot  anger  died  away. 

"  Yes  :  there  was  nothing  to  prevent  it,"  sighed  Sir  Geoffry.  "  Had 
you  allowed  it,  mother,  the  boy  might  liave  been  born  my  lawful  son, 
my  veritable  heir.  Other  sons  might  have  followed  him:  the  prob- 
ability is,  there  would  have  been  luilf-a-dozen  of  them  feeding  the 
l)eacock  now,  instead  of  -  of — I  was  going  to  say — of  worse  than  none." 
Lady  Chavasse  looked  out  at  the  boy  with  eager,  devouring  eyes : 
and  whether  there  was  more  of  longing  in  their  depths,  or  of  haughty 
anger,  a  spectator  could  not  have  told.  In  that  same  moment  a  vision, 
so  vivid  as  to  be  almost  like  reality,  stole  before  her  mental  sight — of 
the  half-dozen  brave  boys  crowding  round  tlie  peacock,  instead  of  only 
that  one  (jn  whose  birth  so  cruel  a  blight  had  been  cast. 

"A  noble  heir  he  would  liave  made  us,  mother;  one  of  whom  our 
free  land  might  liave  been  jiroud,"  spoke  Sir  Geoffry,  in  a  low  tone  of 
yearning  that  was  mixed  with  liopeless  despair.     "  He  bcaivi  my  name, 
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Arthur.  I  would  give  my  right  hand— ay,  and  the  left  too— if  he 
could  be  Sir  Arthur  after  me  !  " 

Artliiir  turned  round.  His  cap  was  on  the  grass,  liis  lilue  eyes  Averc 
tjhining. 

"He  is  frightfully  greedy  and  selfish,  Lady  Chavasse.  He  will  not 
let  the  peahen  have  a  bit." 

"  A  beautiful  face,"  murmured  Sir  Geoftry.  "  And  a  little  like 
what  mine  must  have  been  at  his  age,  I  foncy.  Sunietimes  I  have 
thought  that  vou  would  sec  the  hkeness,  and  that  it  niiuiit  impart  its 
clue." 

"  Since  when  have  yuii  knuwn  him  ? — known  this  ?  " 

"  Since  the  day  after  the  accident,  when  my  horse  threw  liim  down. 
Duftliam  dropped  an  unintentional  word,  and  it  enlightened  me.  Some 
nights  ago  I  dreamt  that  the  little  lad  was  my  true  heir,"  added  Sir 
Geoffiy.     "  I  saw  you  kiss  him  in  the  dream  " 

"  You  must  have  been  letting  your  thoughts  run  on  it  very  much," 
retorted  Lady  Chavasse,  rather  sharply. 

"  They  are  often  running  on  it,  mother  :  the  regret  for  what  might 
have  been  and  for  what  is,  never  seems  to  leave  me,"  was  his  reply. 
"  For  some  moments  after  I  awoke  from  that  dream  I  thought  it  was 
reality :  I  believe  I  called  out '  Arthur.'  Eachel  started,  and  inquired 
between  sleeping  and  waking  what  the  matter  was.  To  find  it  was 
only  a  dream — to  remember  that  what  is  can  never  be  changed  or 
redeemed  in  this  world,  w\is  the  worst  pain  of  all  " 

"  You  may  have  children  yet,"  said  Lady  Chavasse,  after  a  pause. 
"  It  is  not  impossible." 

"  Well,  I  suppose  not  impossible,"  was  the  hesitating  rejoinder. 
"But " 

"  But  you  don't  think  it.     Say  it  out,  Geoftry." 

"  I  do  not  thiid<  it.  My  darling  mother,  don't  you  see  how  it  is  with 
me  ?  "  he  added,  in  an  impulse  of  emotion — "  that  I  am  not  to  live. 
A  very  short  time  now,  and  1  shall  be  lying  with  my  lather." 

A  piteous  cry  broke  from  her.  It  had  to  be  suppressed.  Tlie 
imgrateful  peacock,  seeing  no  more  dainty  biscuit  in  store,  had  fluttered 
oft"  with  a  scream,  putting  his  tail  down  into  the  smallest  possilile 
compass ;  and  Arthur  came  running  back  to  the  room.  Mr.  DTiffham 
next  appeared ;  his  face  grave,  his  account  of  Lady  Eachel  evasive. 
He  suspected  some  latent  disease  of  the  spine,  but  did  not  wish  to  say 
so  just  yet. 

The  horse  and  pony  were  brought  round.  Arthur  and  the  doctor 
mounted ;  Arthur  turning  round  to  lift  his  cap  to  Lady  Chavasse  and 
Sir  Geoftry  as  he  rode  away.  A  noble  boy  in  all  his  actions;  sitting 
his  pony  like  the  young  chieftain  he  ought  to  have  been  but  for  my 
lady's  adverse  will. 

But  ]\Ir.  Duft'ham  was  by  no  means  prepared  for  an  im'oad  on  his 
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privacy  made  that  evening  by  my  lady.  She  surprised  him  in  his 
shabbiest  parlour,  when  he  was  taking  his  tea :  the  old  tin  teapot  on 
the  Japan  tray,  and  the  bread-and-butter  plate  cracked  across.  Zuby 
Noah,  Duffham's  factotum,  was  of  a  saving  turn,  and  never  would 
bring  in  the  best  things  except  on  Sundaj's.  He  had  a  battle  with 
her  over  it  sometimes,  but  it  did  no  good.  Duft'ham  thought  Lady 
Chavasse  had  come  to  hear  about  Lady  Rachel,  but  he  was  mistaken. 

She  began  Avith  a  despairing  cry,  by  way  of  introduction  to  the 
interview ;  Zuby  might  have  heard  it  as  she  went  along  the  kitchen 
passage,  but  for  her  clanking  pattens.  The  man-servant  was  out  that 
evening,  and  Zuby  was  in  waiting.  Duffham,  standing  on  the  old 
hearthrug,  found  his  arm  seized  by  Lady  Chavasse.  He  had  never 
seen  her  in  agitation  like  this. 

"  Is  it  to  be  so  really?  Mr.  Dufifham,  can  nothing  be  done  ?  Is  my 
son  to  die  before  my  very  eyes,  and  not  be  saved  ?  " 

"  Sit  down,  pray.  Lady  Chavasse  ! "  cried  Dufifham,  trying  to  hand 
her  into  the  chair  that  had  the  best-looking  cushion  on  it,  and  wishing 
he  had  been  in  the  other  room  and  had  not  slipped  on  his  worn,  old 
pepper-and-salt  coat. 

"  He  ought  not  to  die — to  die  and  leave  no  children  !  "  she  went  on, 
as  if  she  were  a  lunatic.  ''  If  there  were  but  one  little  son — but  one — 
to  be  tlie  heir !  Cant  you  keep  him  in  life  ?  there  may  be  children 
yet,  if  he  only  lives." 

Her  eyes  were  looking  wildly  into  his ;  her  fingers  entwined  them- 
selves about  the  old  grey  cufts  as  lovingly  as  though  they  were  of  silk 
velvet.  No :  neither  Dufifham  nor  any  one  else  liad  ever  seen  her 
like  this.  It  was  as  though  she  thought  it  lay  with  Duft'ham  to  keep 
Sir  Geoftry  in  life  and  to  endow  Chavasse  Grange  with  heirs. 

"  Lady  Chavasse,  I  am  not  in  the  place  of  God." 

"  Don't  you  care  for  my  trouble  ?     Don't  you  care  for  it  ?  " 

''  I  do  care.     I  wish  I  could  cure  Sir  Geoffry." 

Down  sat  my  lady  in  front  of  the  fire,  in  dire  tribulation.  By  the 
way  she  stared  at  it,  Duffham  thought  she  must  see  in  it  a  vision  of 
the  future. 

'•  We  shall  have  to  quit  the  Grange,  you  know,  if  lie  should  die : 
I  and  Lady  Rachel.  Better  that  I  quitted  it  in  my  young  life;  that 
I  had  never  had  a  male  child  to  kecj)  me  in  it.  I  thought  that  would 
liavc  been  a  hardship :  but  oh,  it  would  have  been  nothing  to  this." 

"  You  shall  take  a  cup  of  tea.  Lady  Chavasse — if  you  don't  juind  its 
being  poured  out  of  this  homely  tea-pot,"  said  Duft'ham.  "Confound 
that  Zuby  !  "  he  cried,  inider  his  breath. 

"  Yes,  I  will  take  the  tea — put  nothing  in  it.  My  lips  and  throat 
are  dry  with  fever  and  pain.  I  wish  I  could  die  instead  of  Geoffry ! 
I  wish  lie  couM  have  left  a  little  child  behind  to  1)K!SS  me  !  " 

Duftliani,  standing  up  wliilst  slie  took  the  tea,  thought  it  was  well 
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that  these  trials  of  awful  paiu  did  not  fall  often  in  a  lifetime,  or  they 
would  wear  out  alike  the  frame  and  the  spirit.  She  grew  calm  again. 
As  if  ashamed  of  the  agitation  betrayed,  her  manner  gradually  took 
a  sort  of  hard  composure,  her  face  a  defiant  expression.  She  turned  it 
on  him. 

"  So,  Mr.  Dut!1iam  !  It  has  been  well  done  of  you,  to  unite  with  Sir 
Geoffry  in  deceiving  me!  That  child  over  the  way  has  never  been 
Colonel  Layne's." 

And  then  she  went  on  in  a  style  that  put  Dufifham's  back  up.  It 
was  not  his  place  to  tell  her,  he  answered.  At  the  same  time  he  had 
had  no  motive  to  keep  it  from  her,  and  if  she  had  ever  put  the  question 
to  him,  he  should  readily  have  answered  it.  Unsolicited,  unspoken  to, 
of  coiu'se  he  had  held  his  peace.  As  to  uniting  with  Sir  Goofliy  to 
deceive  her,  she  deceived  herself  if  she  thought  anything  of  the  kind. 
Since  the  first  moment  they  had  spoken  together,  when  the  fact  had 
become  known  to  Sir  Geoffr}',  never  a  syllable  relating  to  it  had  been 
mentioned  between  them.  And  then,  after  digesting  this  for  a  few 
minutes  in  silence,  she  went  back  to  Sir  Geoffry's  illness. 

''  It  is  just  as  though  a  blight  had  fallen  on  him,"  she  piteously  ex- 
claimed, lifting  her  hand  and  letting  it  drop  again.     "  A  blight." 

"  Well,  Lady  Chavasse,  I  suppose  something  of  the  kind  did  fall 
upon  him,"  was  Duft'ham's  answer. 

And  tluit  displeased  her.  She  turned  her  offended  face  to  the  doctor, 
and  inquired  what  he  meant  by  saying  it. 

So  Dufl'ham  set  himself  to  speak  out.  He  had  said  he  would,  if 
ever  the  opportunity  came.  Reverting  to  what  liad  happened  some 
nine  or  more  years  ago,  he  told  her  that  in  his  opinion  Sir  Gooffry  had 
never  recovered  it :  that  the  trouble  had  so  fixed  itself  upon  him  as  to 
have  worked  insensibly  upon  his  bodily  health. 

"  Self-reproach  and  disappointment  were  combined,  Lady  Chavasse  ; 
for  there's  no  doubt  that  the  young  lady  was  very  dear  to  him,"  con- 
cluded Duffham.  "  And  there  are  some  natures  that  cannot  pick  up 
again  after  such  a  blow." 

She  was  staring  at  Duffham  with  open  eyes,  not  understanding. 

"  You  do  not  mean  to  say  that — that  the  disappointment  about  hrr 
has  killed  Sir  Geoflfry?" 

"My  goodness,  no!"  cried  Dufl'ham,  nearly  laughing.  "Men  are 
made  of  tougher  stuff  than  to  die  of  the  thing  called  love.  Lady 
Chavasse.  What  is  it  Shakespeare  says  ?  '  Men  have  died,  and  worms 
have  eaten  them,  but  not  for  love.'  There  is  no  question  but  that  Sir 
Geoffiy  has  always  had  an  inherent  tendency  to  delicacy  of  constitu- 
tion," he  continued  more  seriously :  "  my  partner  Layne  told  me  so. 
It  was  warded  off  for  a  time,  and  he  grew  into  a  strong,  hearty  man : 
it  might  perhaps  have  been  warded  off  for  good.  But  the  blight — as 
you  aptly  express  it,  Lady  Chavasse — came :  and  perhaps  since  then 
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the  spirit  lias  not  been  able  to  maintain  its  own  proper  struggle  for 
existence — in  which  lies  a  great  deal,  mind  you ;  and  now  that  the 
original  weakness  has  shown  itself  again,  he  cannot  shake  it  off." 

"But — according  to  that — he  is  dying  of  the  blight?  " 

"  Well — in  a  sense,  yes.     If  you  like  to  put  it  so." 

Her  lips  grew  white.  There  rose  before  her  mind  that  one  hour  of 
bitter  agony  in  her  lifetime  and  her  son's,  when  he  had  clasped  his 
pleading  hands  on  hers,  and  told  her  in  a  voice  hoarse  with  its  bitter 
pain  and  emotion  that  if  she  decided  against  him  he  could  never  know 
happiness  again  in  this  world :  that  to  part  from  one  to  whom  he  was 
bound  by  sweet  endearment,  by  every  tie  that  ought  to  bind  man  to 
woman,  would  be  like  parting  with  life.  Entrenched  in  her  pride,  she 
had  turned  a  deaf  ear,  and  rejected  his  prayer :  and  now  there  had 
come  of  it  what  had  come.  Yes,  as  Lady  Chavasse  sat  there,  she  had 
the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  the  work  was  hers, 

"  A  warmer  climate? — would  it  restore  him  ?  "  she  exclaimed,  turn- 
ing her  hot  eyes  on  Mr.  Duff  ham. 

"  Had  it  been  likely  to  do  so,  Lady  Chavasse,  I  should  have  sent  him 
to  one  long  ago." 

She  gathered  her  mantle  of  purple  velvet  about  her  as  she  rose  up, 
and  went  out  of  the  room  in  silence,  giving  Duffham  her  hand  in  token 
of  friendship. 

Duffham  opened  the  front-door,  and  was  confronted  by  a  tall  foot- 
man— with  a  gold-headed  cane  and  big  white  silk  calves — who  had 
been  waiting  in  the  air  for  his  lady.  She  took  the  way  to  the  Grange ; 
the  man  and  his  protecting  cane  stepping  gi-andly  after  her. 


«  Sir  Geoffry  Chavasse." 

Buried  in  her  own  reflections  by  the  drawing-room  fire,  in  the  coming 
dusk  of  the  Avinter's  evening.  Miss  Layne  thought  her  cars  must  liave 
deceived  her.  But  no.  It  was  Sir  Geoffry  who  advanced  as  the 
servant  made  the  armouncement ;  and  she  rose  to  meet  him.  Strangely 
her  heart  fluttered :  but  she  had  been  learning  a  lesson  in  calmness  for 
many  years ;  he  had  too,  perhaps ;  and  they  shook  hands  quietly  as 
other  people  do.  Sir  Geoffry  threw  back  his  overcoat  from  his  wasted 
form  as  he  sat  down. 

"Wasted  more  tiian  ever  now.  Some  weeks  have  gone  on  since  my 
lady's  imi)romptu  visit  to  Mr.  DuiTiiam's  tea-table;  winter  is  merging 
into  spring ;  and  the  most  sanguine  could  no  longer  indulge  hope  for 
Sir  Geoffry. 

"You  have  heard  how  it  is  with  me  V  ''  he  began,  looking  at  Marj', 
after  recovering  his  short  breath. 

"  Yes,"  she  faintly  answered. 

"  I  could  not  die  without  seeing  you,  Mary,  and  speaking  a  word  of 
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farewell.  It  was  in  my  mind  to  ask  you  to  come  to  the  Grange  for 
half-au-hom''s  interview ;  but  I  scarcely  saw  how  to  accomplish  it :  it 
might  have  raised  some  speculation.  So  as  the  day  has  been  line  and 
mild,  I  came  to  you." 

"You  should  have  come  earlier,"  she  murmured.  "It  is  getting  late 
and  cold." 

''  I  did  come  out  earher.     But  I  have  been  with  Duft'ham." 

Moving  his  chair  a  little  nearer  to  hers,  he  spoke  to  her  long  and 
earnestly.  In  all  that  was  said  there  seemed  to  be  a  solemn  meanings 
as  is  often  the  case  when  the  speaker  is  drawing  to  the  confines  of  this 
world  and  about  to  enter  on  the  next.  He  referred  a  little  to  the  past, 
and  there  was  some  mutual  explanation.  But  it  seemed  to  be  of  the 
future  that  Sir  Geoffry  had  come  chiefly  to  speak — -the  future  of  Baby 
Arthur. 

'■  You  will  take  care  of  him,  Mary? — of  his  best  interests?"  And 
the  tears  came  into  Mary  Laj^ne's  eyes  at  the  words.  He  could  not 
really  think  it  necessary  to  ask  it. 

"Yes.     To  the  very  utmost  of  my  power." 

"  I  am  not  able  to  leave  him  anything.  You  know  how  things  are 
with  us  at  the  Grange.     Mj^  wish  wouLI  have  been  good " 

"It  is  not  necessary,"  she  interrupted.  "All  I  have  will  be  his.  Sir 
Geoffry." 

"  Sir  Gcoftry  1  Need  you  keep  up  that  farce,  Mary,  in  this  our  last 
hour  ?  He  seems  to  wish  to  be  a  soldier :  and  I  cannot  think  but  that 
the  profession  will  be  as  good  for  him  as  any  other,  provided  you  can 
like  it  for  him.  You  will  see  when  the  time  comes :  all  that  lies  in  the 
future.  Our  lives  have  been  blighted,  M;iry :  and  I  pray  God  daily 
and  hourly  that,  l)eing  so,  it  may  have  served  to  expiate  the  sin — my 
sin,  my  love,  it  was  never  yours — and  that  no  shame  may  fall  on 
him." 

"  I  think  it  will  not,"  she  softly  said,  the  painful  tears  dropping  fast. 
"  He  will  alwaj-s  be  regarded  as  Colonel  Layne's  son :  the  very  few 
who  know  otherwise— Mr.  Duffham,  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Layne,  and 
Lady  Chavasse  now — will  all  be  true  to  the  end." 

"  Ay.  I  believe  it  too.  I  think  the  boy  may  have  a  bright  and 
honourable  career  before  him :  as  much  so  perhaps  as  though  he  had 
been  born  my  heir.  I  think  the  regret  that  he  was  not-— when  he  so 
easily  might  have  been — has  latterly  helped  to  wear  ine  out,  l\hu-y." 

"  I  wish  you  could  have  lived,  Geoffry !  "  she  cried  from  between  her 
blinding  tears. 

•■'  I  have  wished  it  also,"  he  answered,  his  tone  full  of  pain.  "  But  it 
was  not  to  be.  When  the  days  shall  come  that  my  mother  is  alone, 
except  for  Lady  Rachel,  and  grieving  for  mc,  I  want  you  to  promise 
that  you  will  sometimes  see  her  and  give  her  consolation.  Something 
tells  me  that  you  can  do  this,  Mary,  that  she  will  take  it  from  you — 
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and  I  know  that  she  will  need  it  sadly.     Bo  kind  to  hcv  when  I  am 
gone." 

"  Yes.     I  promise  it." 
~  "  Yon  are  the  bravest  of  us  all,  Mary.    And  yet  upon  you  has  lain  the 
greatest  suttering ! " 

"It  is  the  suffering  that  has  made  me  brave,"  she  answered.  "  Oh, 
Geoffry,  T  am  getting  to  realize  the  truth  that  it  is  better  to  have  too 
much  of  snftering  in  this  world  than  too  little.  It  is  a  truth  hard  to 
learn  :  but  once  learnt,  it  brings  happiness  in  enduring." 

Sir  Geoffry  nodded  assent.    He  had  learnt  somewhat  of  it  also — too  late. 

"I  have  begun  a  confidential  letter  to  Colonel  Layne,  Mary,  and 
shall  post  it  before  I  die.     To  thank  him  for -" 

The  words  were  drowned  in  a  gleeful  commotion — caused  by  the 
entrance  of  Arthur.  Tlie  boy  came  dashing  in  from  liis  afternoon's 
study  with  the  curate,  some  books  under  his  arm. 

"  I  have  not  been  good.  Aunt  Mary.  He  said  I  gave  him  no  end  of 
troi;ble;   and  I'm  afraid  I  did:   but,  you  see,  I  bought  the  marbles 

going  along,  instead  of  in  coming  back,  as  you  toM  me,  and Who's 

that ! "      " 

In  letting  his  books  fall  on  a  side-table,  he  had  caught  sight  of  the 
stranger — then  standing  up.  The  fire  had  burnt  low,  and  just  for  the 
moment  even  the  young  eyes  did  not  recognize  Sir  Geoffr^^  Chavasse. 
Mary  stirred  the  fire  into  a  l»laze,  and  drew  the  crimson  curtains  before 
the  window. 

"  What  have  you  come  for?  "  asked  the  little  lad,  as  Sir  Geoffry  took 
his  liand.     "  Are  you  any  better,  sir  ?  " 

"  I  shall  never  be  bettor  in  this  world,  Arthur.  And  so  you  gave 
your  tutor  trouble  this  afternoon !  " 

"  Yes ;  I  am  very  sorry :  I  told  him  so.  It  was  all  through  the 
marbles.  I  couldn't  keep  my  hands  out  of  my  pockets.  Just  look 
what  beauties  they  are  !  " 

Out  came  a  handful  of  "  beauties  "  of  many  colours.  But  Mary,  who 
was  standing  by  the  mantelpiece,  her  face  turned  away,  bade  him  put 
them  up  again.  Arthur  began  to  feel  that  there  was  some  kind  of 
Inish  upon  the  room. 

"  I  have  been  talking  to  Miss  Layne  about  your  future— for,  do  you 
know,  Arthur,  you  are  a  favourite  of  mine,"  said  Sir  Geoffry.  "  Ever 
since  the  time  when  my  horse  knocked  you  down — and  might  have 
killed  you — I  have  taken  a  very  warm  interest  in  your  welfare.  I 
have  often  wished  that  you — that  you  " — he  seemed  to  hesitate  in  some 
emotion — •"  were  my  own  little  son  and  heir  to  succeed  me ;  but  of 
course  that  cannot  be.  I  don't  know  what  profession  you  will  choose, 
or  may  be  chosen  for  you " 

"  1  sliould  like  to  be  a  soldier,"  interrupted  Arthur,  lifting  his 
Bparkling  eyes  to  Sk  Geollry's. 


A   TALE  OF  SiK.  '225 

"  Your  ideas  may  (jluuigc  before  the  time  for  choosinj^  bhall  come. 
But  a  soldier  may  be  as  brave  a  servant  of  God  as  of  liis  queen  :  should 
you  ever  become  a  soldier,  will  you  remember  this  truth  ?  " 

"Yes,"  said  Arthur,  in  a  Avhisper,  for  the  grave  tones  and  manner 
impressed  him  with  some  awe. 

Sir  Geoftry  was  sitting  down  and  holding  Arthur  before  him.  I'o 
the  latter's  intense  surprise,  he  saw  two  tears  standing  on  the  wasted 
cheeks.  It  made  him  feel  a  sort  of  discomfort,  and  he  began,  as  a 
relief,  to  play  with  the  chain  and  seal  that  hung  on  the  baronet's 
waistcoat.     A  transparent  seal,  with  a  plain  device  on  it. 

'•  Should  you  like  to  have  them  when  I  am  gone,  Arthur— and  wear 
them  in  remembrance  of  me  when  you  are  old  enough  ?  I  think  it 
must  be  so :  no  one  can  have  a  better  right  to  them  than  my  little 
friend  who  once  nearly  lost  his  arm  by  my  carelessness.  I  will  see 
about  it.  But  I  have  a  better  present  than  that— which  I  will  give 
you  now." 

Taking  from  his  pocket  the  small  Bible  that  had  been  his  companion 
for  some  months,  he  put  it  into  Arthur's  hands,  tolling  him  that  he  had 
written  his  name  in  it.  And  the  child,  turning  hastily  to  the  fly-leaf, 
saw  it  there :  "  Arthur  Layne.  From  G.  A.  C."  Lower  down  were 
the  words:  "Come  unto  Me  all  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden, 
and  I  will  give  you  rest." 

"Jesus  said  that !  "  cried  the  boy,  simi)ly. 

"  Jesus  Christ.  My  Saviour  and  yours — for  I  am  sure  j^ou  will  let 
Him  be  yours.  Do  not  part  with  this  Book,  Arthur.  Use  it  always : 
I  have  marked  many  passages  in  it.  ShouLl  it  be  your  fate  ever  to 
encamp  on  the  battle-field,  let  the  Book  be  with  you :  your  guide  and 
friend.  In  time  you  will  get  to  love  it  better  than  any  book  that  is  to 
be  had  in  the  world." 

The  child  had  a  tender  heart,  and  began  to  cry  a  little.  Sir  Geoftry 
drew  him  nearer. 

"  I  have  prayed  to  God  to  bless  you,  Arthur.  But  you  know,  my 
child,  He  will  only  give  His  best  blessing  to  those  who  seek  it,  who 
love  and  serve  Him.  Whatsoever  may  be  your  lot  in  life,  strive  to  do 
your  duty  in  it,  as  before  God ;  loving  Him,  loving  and  serving  your 
fellow-creatures;  trusting  ever  to  Christ's  atonement.  These  are  my 
last  solemn  words  to  you.     Do  you  always  remember  them." 

His  voice  faltered  a  little,  and  Arthur  began  to  sob.  "  Oh,  Sir 
Geoftry,  must  you  die  ?  " 

Sir  Geoffiy  seemed  to  be  breathing  fast,  as  though  agitation  were 
becoming  too  much  for  him.  He  bent  his  head  and  kissed  the  boy's 
face  fervently  :  his  brow,  his  cheeks,  his  lips,  his  eyelids— there  was  not 
a  spot  that  Sir  Geoftry  did  not  leave  a  kiss  upon.  It  quite  seemed  as 
though  his  heart  had  been  yearning  for  those  kisses,  and  as  though  he 
could  not  take  enough  of  them. 
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"  And  now,  Arthur,  j-ou  must  do  a  little  errand  for  me.  Go  over  to 
Mr.  Duffliam,  and  tell  liim  I  am  coming.  Leave  the  Bible  on  the 
table  here." 

Arthur  went  out  of  the  house  with  less  noise  than  he  had  entered  it. 
Sir  Geoffry  rose. 

"  It  is  cm-  turn  to  part  now,  Mar3\     I  must  be  gone." 

Her  sweet  face  was  almost  distorted  with  the  eflbrts  she  had  been 
making  to  keep  down  emotion  before  the  child.  She  burst  into  tears, 
as  her  hand  met  Sir  Geoffry's. 

"  God  bless  you!  God  bless  you  always,  my  darling !  "  he  murmured. 
"  Take  my  thanks,  once  for  all,  for  the  manner  in  which  you  have  met 
the  i)ast ;  there  is  not  anotlier  woman  living  who  would  have  done  and 
borne  as  you  have.  This  is  no  doubt  our  last  meeting  on  earth,  Mary  ; 
but  in  eternity  we  shall  be  together  for  ever.  God  bless  you,  and  love 
you,  and  keep  you  always !  " 

A  lingering  hand-pressure,  a  steady  look  into  each  other's  eyes, 
reading  the  present  anguish  there,  reading  also  the  future  trust,  and 
then  their  lips  met — surely  there  was  no  wrong  in  it !— and  a  farewell 
kiss  of  pain  was  taken.  Sir  Geoffry  went  out,  buttoning  his  overcoat 
across  his  chest. 

A  fly  was  waiting  before  Mr.  Duft'ham's  house  ;  the  surgeon  and 
Arthur  were  standing  by  it  on  the  pavement.     Sir  Geoffry  got  inside. 

'•Good-bye,  Sir  Geoffry!"  cried  the  little  lad,  as  Mr.  Duft'ham, 
saying  he  should  be  at  the  Grange  in  the  morning,  was  about  to  close 
the  door.  "  I  shall  write  and  tell  papa  how  good  you've  been,  to  give 
me  your  own  Bible.     I  can  write  small-hand  now." 

"  And  fine  small-hand  it  is  !  "  put  in  old  Duflfham  in  disparagement. 

Sir  Geoffry  laid  his  hand  gently  on  Arthur's  head,  and  kept  it  there 
for  a  minute.  Ilis  lips  were  moving,  but  he  said  nothing  aloud. 
Arthur  tliought  he  had  not  been  heard. 

"  Good-b^'e,  Sir  Geoffry,"  he  repeated. 

"  Good-bye,  my  child." 


Sir  Geoffry  lay  back  in  an  easy-chair  in  front  of  the  fire  in  his  Hbrary. 
The  end  was  near  at  hand  now,  but  he  was  bearing  tip  quite  well  to 
tlie  last.  Lady  Chavassc,  worn  almost  to  a  shadow  with  grief  and  un- 
certainty— for  there  were  times  yet  wlien  she  actually  entertained  a 
sort  of  hope — sat  away  in  tln'  sliade  ;  her  eyes  watching  every  change 
in  his  countenance,  her  heart  feeling  ever  its  bitter  repentance  and 
despair. 

Repentance?  Yes,  and  plenty  of  it.  For  she  saw  too  siu-ely  what 
might  have  been  and  what  was — and  knew  that  it  was  herself,  herself  only, 
who  liad  workeil  out  this  state  of  things.  Her  self-reproach  vvas  terrfble  ; 
her  days  and  nights  were  one  long  dream  of  agony.     Lady  Rachel  was 
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not  with  them  very  much.  She  lay  down  more  than  ever  m  her  own 
room ,  and  Lady  Chavasse  had  begun  to  learn  that  this  almost  con- 
tinuous Ijing  was  not  caused  by  inert  idleness,  but  of  necessity.  The 
Grange  was  a  sad  homestead  now. 

The  blaze  from  the  fire  flickered  on  Sir  Geoffry's  wasted  foce.  Hers 
was  kept  in  the  shadow,  or  it  might  have  betrayed  the  bitterness  of  her 
aching  heart.  He  had  been  speaking  of  things  that  touched  her  con- 
science. 

"  Yes,  it  was  a  sin,  mother.  But  it  might  have  been  repaired;  and, 
if  it  had  been,  I  believe  God  would  have  blessed  us  all.  As  it  is— well, 
we  did  not  repair  it,  you  and  I ;  and  so— and  so,  as  I  take  it,  there  has 
not  been  much  of  real  blessing  given  to  us  hei'e ;  certainly  not  of  heart- 
felt comfort.  I  seem  to  see  all  things  clearly  now— if  it  be  not  wrong 
to  say  it." 

Lady  Chavasse  saw  them  too — though  perhaps  not  exactly  in  the 
way  he  meant.  Never  was  the  vision,  of  what  might  have  been,  more 
vividly  before  her  than  now  as  he  spoke.  She  saw  him,  a  hale  happy 
man ;  his  wife  Mary,  their  children,  a  goodly  flock,  all  at  the  Grange, 
and  herself  first  amongst  them,  reigning  paramount,  rejoicing  in  her 
good  and  dutiful  daughter-in-law.  Oh,  what  a  contrast  between  that 
vision  and  reality  !  A  repressed  groan  escaped  her  lips ;  she  coughed 
to  smother  it. 

"  Mother ! " 

"Well,  Geoffry?" 

"  You  need  not  have  suppressed  my  last  letter  to  Mary — the  letter 
of  explanation  I  wrote  when  I  quitted  her  and  the  Grange.  You  might 
have  been  sure  of  me — that  I  would  be  true  to  my  word  to  you." 

No  answer.  There  was  a  great  deal  that  she  would  not  suppress, 
besides  the  letter,  if  the  time  had  to  come  over  again.  The  log 
sparkled  and  crackled  and  threw  its  jets  of  flame  upwards ;  but  no 
other  noise  disturbed  the  room's  stillness. 

"  Mother  ! " 

"Well,  Geoffry?" 

"  I  should  like  the  child,  little  Arthur,  to  have  my  watch  and  its 
appendages.     Have  you  any  objection  ?  " 

"  None." 

"  It  will  be  looked  upon,  you  know,  as  a  token  of  remembrance  to 
the  little  fellow  who  had  so  sliarp  an  illness  tln-ough  my  horse." 

"Yes." 

"And— I  have  two  desks,  you  know.  The  old  one  of  common 
stained  wood  I  wish  sent  to  Miss  Layne,  locked  as  it  is.  The  key  I 
will  enclose  in  a  note.     Let  them  be  sent  to  her  when  I  am  dead." 

"  It  shall  be  done,  Geoftry." 

"  There's  not  much  in  the  desk.  Just  a  few  odds  and  ends  of  papers; 
mementoes  of  the  short  period  when  I  was  happy— though  I  ought  not 
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to  have  been.  Nothing  of  vahie ;  oxccpt  a  ring  that  1  bought  for  hetf 
at  Worcester  at  the  time,  and  which  she  would  not  take." 

"  I  promise  it,  Geoffry.     I  will  do  all  you  wish." 

''  Thank  you.     You  have  ever  been  my  loving  friend,  mother." 

"  Ever,  Geoffry  ?  " 

"  Well — you  did  for  the  best  there,  mother ;  though  it  was  a  mistake. 
You  acted  for  what  you  thought  my  welfare." 

"  Would  you  not  like  to  see  her,  Geoffry  ?  " 

"  I  have  seen  her  and  bidden  her  farewell.  It  was  the  afternoon  I 
went  to  Duff  ham's  and  you  said  that  I  stayed  out  too  late.  And  now 
I  tliink  I'll  lie  down  on  the  sofa,  and  get,  if  I  can,  a  bit  of  sleep ;  I  feel 
tired.  To-morrow  I  will  talk  about  you  and  Rachel — and  what  will  be 
best  for  you  both.  I  wish  to  my  heart,  for  your  sake  and  hers,  that 
Rachel  had  borne  a  son ;  I  am  thinking  of  you  both  daily,  and  of  what 
you  will  do  when  I  am  gone." 

"  I  shall  never  know  pleasure  in  life  again,  Geoffrj',"  she  cried,  with 
a  heartbroken  sob.  ''  Life  for  me  will  be,  henceforth,  one  of  mortifica- 
tion and  misery." 

"  But  it  will  not  last  for  ever.  Oh,  mother !  how  merciful  God  is  ! — 
to  give  us  the  blessed  hope  of  an  eternal  life  of  perfect  happiness,  after 
all  the  mistakes  and  tribulations  and  disappointments  of  this!  My 
darling  mother !  we  shall  all  be  there  in  sweet  companionship  for  ever." 


They  buried  Sir  Geoffry  Chavasse  by  the  side  of  his  father — and 
any  one  who  likes  to  go  there  may  see  his  tomb  against  the  graveyard 
Avail  of  Church  Dykely.  My  Lady  Chavasse  arranged  the  funeral.  The 
Earl  of  Derreston  and  a  Major  Chavasse  were  chief  mourners,  with 
other  grand  people.  Duffham's  diary  gives  the  particulars,  but  there 
is  no  space  here  to  record  them.  Duffham  was  bidden  to  it;  and 
brought  Arthur  Layne  in  his  hand  to  the  Grange,  in  obedience  to  a 
private  word  of  my  lady's — for  she  knew  the  dead,  if  he  could  look  out 
of  his  ooftin,  would  like  to  see  Arthur  following.  So  the  ])rocession 
started,  a  long  line  ;  the  village  gazing  in  admiration  as  it  passed;  and 
Dobbs  the  blacksmith  felt  as  proud  as  ever  was  the  Grange  peacock, 
when  he  saw  Colonel  Layne's  little  son  in  a  coach,  amidst  the  gentle- 
folks. 'Twere  out  of  respect  to  the  colonel's  bravery,  you  might  be 
sure,  he  told  a  select  audience :  and  p'r'aps  a  bit  because  o'  that  back 
accident  to  the  child  hisself.  And  so,  amidst  pomps,  and  coaches,  and 
comments,  Geoffry  Chavasse  was  left  in  his  last  home. 

[Final  matters  extracted  from  Duffhani's  Diary.] 
It  is  eighteen  months   now  since    Sir  Geoffry  died;    and    strange 
changes  have  taken  place.    The  v/orld  is  always  witncasing  such :  you 
go  up,  and  I  go  down. 
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Admiral  Chavasse  came  home  and  took  possession  of  the  Grange. 
My  lady  had  previously  quitted  it.  She  did  not  quit  Church  Dykely. 
It  seemed  indifferent  to  her  where  she  settled  down  ;  and  Lady  Rachel 
Chavasse  had  become  used  to  my  attendance,  and  wished  to  stay. 
There  was  a  small  white  villa  to  let  on  this  side  of  the  Grange,  and 
they  took  it.  Lady  Rachel  lies  down  more  than  ever  ;  when  she  goes 
out  it  is  in  a  Bath-chair.  Old  John  Noali  draws  it.  The  spinal  com- 
plaint is  confirmed.  I  can  do  her  no  good ;  but  I  go  in  once  or  twice  a 
week,  and  have  a  gossip.  She  is  very  fractious  :  and  what  with  one 
thing  and  another,  my  Lady  Chavasse  has  a  trying  life  of  it.  They 
keep  three  servants  only ;  no  carriage — except  the  Bath-chair.  What 
.  a  change  !  what  a  change  ! 

If  ever  there  was  a  disappointed  woman  in  this  world,  one  who  feels 
the  humiliation  of  her  changed  position  keenly,  whose  whole  life  is  a 
long  living  repentance,  it  is  Lady  Chavasse.  The  picture  of  what 
might  have  been  is  ever  in  her  mind;  the  reality  of  Avhat  is,  lies  around 
her.  To  judge  by  human  fallibility,  she  has  a  long  existence  before 
her  :  not  quite  fifty  yet,  and  her  health  rude  :  but  in  spirit  she  is  a 
bowed,  broken-down  woman. 

The  Grange  is  let.  Sir  Parker  Chavasse  could  not  reconcile  himself 
to  living  in  a  rural  district,  and  went  back  to  his  ship.  At  first  he  shut 
the  Grange  up  ;  now  he  has  let  it  for  a  term  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  McAlpin, 
formerly  of  Calcutta.  They  live  there  with  their  children  ;  in  as  good 
a  style  as  ever  the  Chavasses  did.  Allan  McAlpin  has  given  up 
business,  and  spends  his  large  fortune  like  the  gentleman  he  is.  Siie  is 
Mary  Layne's  sister :  a  dainty  and  rather  haughty  woman.  My  lady 
looks  out  surreptitiously  from  the  corner  of  her  window  as  Mrs. 
McAlpin's  carriage  bowls  along  the  road  beyond  the  field.  Colonel 
Layne's  wife  is  also  here  just  now,  on  a  visit  at  the  Grange ;  her 
husband,  Sir  Richard  Layne,  K.C.B.,  has  returned  to  his  duties  in 
India.  The  whole  county  calls  upon  them  and  seems  proud  to  do  it, 
forgetting  perhaps  that  they  were  only  the  daughters  of  my  predecessor, 
Layne  the  apothecary.  Yes  !  there  are  strange  ups  and  downs  in  this 
world  :  and  Mary  Layne,  so  despised  once,  might  not  now  be  thought, 
even  by  my  lady,  so  very  unequal  to  Sir  Geoffry  Chavasse. 

She  does  not  go  in  for  grandeur.  But  the  village  would  like  to  lay 
its  hands  under  her  feet.  Never  was  there  so  good,  so  unselfish,  so 
sweet  and  humble-minded  a  woman  as  Mary.  In  a  temporary  indisposi- 
tion that  attacked  her  a  few  weeks  ago,  Mr.  Ilobbs,  struck  with  con- 
sternation, gave  it  as  his  opinion  that  Church  Dykely  "  could  afford  to 
lose  the  whole  biling  of  'em,  better  than  her."'  Lady  Chavasse  has 
seen  her  merit  at  last;  and  Mary's  frequent  presence  in  their  house 
seems  to  bring  light  to  the  two  lonely  women.  Arthur  goes  there  too ; 
my  lady  loves  him,  curious  though  the  fact  may  sound.  An  incident 
Qccurred  the  other  evening. 
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Miss  LajTie  and  Arthur  were  at  tea  there,  when  I  happened  to  go 
in  witli  some  medicine.  Mary  had  her  worlc  out,  and  sat  talking  in  a 
low  voice  to  Lady  Rachel  on  her  sofa;  Lady  Chavasse  was  Avatching 
Arthur,  placing  on  the  grass-plat.  My  lady  rose  up  with  a  sudden 
cry  : 

"  Take  care  of  the  wasp.  Sir  Arthur  !  Sir  Arthur ! " 

I  saw  what  painful  reverie  she  had  been  lost  in — the  vision  of  that 
which  might  have  been.  It  is  apt  to  steal  on  her  at  sunset.  Becoming 
conscious"  of  the  slip,  she  flushed  slightly,  and  turned  it  off.  Lady 
Rachel  laughed ;  she  thought  it  a  good  joke.  Mary  was  more  silent 
than  usual  that  night,  as  I  walked  home  hy  her  and  Arthur's  side. 

Here  ends  the  history.  IMary  Layne  lives  on  in  her  home,  training 
Arthur,  helping  the  sick  and  suffering,  keeping  her  face  steadily  turned 
to  another  world.  Never  a  one  is  there  amidst  us  so  respected  as  that 
good,  grave  lady,  who  blighted  her  life  in  early  womanhood,  and  who 
carries  its  trace  on  her  sad,  sweet  countenance,  and  its  never-ceasing 
shame  on  her  sorroAAing  heart. 

That's  all  at  last.  You  must  be  glad  of  it.  Old  Duft'ham  shall  not 
lead  me  blindfold  into  one  of  his  spun-out  histories  again.  The  trouble 
I've  had  to  cut  it  down !  What  with  the  diaries  and  letters,  it  was 
twice  as  long. 

And  he  called  it  a  tale  of  sin,  I,  Johnny  Ludlow,  think  it  is  more 
like  a  tale  of  suffering. 


X. 

A  DAY  OF   TLEASURE. 

We  all  liked  Captain  Sanker ;  a  post-captain  in  the  navy,  ages  since 
on  half-pay ;  who  came  into  Worcestershire,  and  brought  a  letter  of 
introduction  to  the  Scpiire.  He  was  about  a  seventeenth  cousin  of  the 
Sankers  of  Wales,  and  a  twenty-seventh  of  Mrs.  Todhetlcy.  The 
captain  and  his  wife  and  family,  six  children,  had  lived  in  Ireland  and 
the  Channel  Islands,  and  other  cheap  localities,  making  botli  ends  of 
their  income  meet  as  well  as  they  could — and  nobody  need  be  told 
how  poor  is  the  half-pay  of  naval  officers,  and  what  a  tight  and  a 
struggle  it  is  to  rub  along.  At  last,  through  the  death  of  a  relative  of 
Mrs.  Sanker,  they  dropped  into  quite  a  fortune,  and  came  over  to  settle 
at  Worcester. 

A  Dr.  Teal,  who  had  also  recently  come  to  Worcester,  and  was  an 
old  friend  of  Captain  Sanker,  proposed  it  to  them.  He  wrote  a  flaming 
account  of  the  pretty  place  that  Worcester  was,  of  the  loveliness  of  the 
surrounding  country;  and  of  the  great  advantage  the  college  school 
would  be  to  the  young  Sankers,  in  giving  them  a  free  education  if  they 
could  be  got  into  it.  The  prospect  of  a  free  education  for  his  boys 
took  with  the  captain,  and  he  lost  no  time  in  removing  to  Worcester, 
the  Welsh  Sankers  giving  him  an  introduction  to  us.  We  grew  pretty 
intimate  :  calling  on  them  when  we  went  to  Worcester  for  a  day,  and 
having  them  over  to  spend  days  w'ith  us. 

All  the  young  Sankers  were  got  into  the  college  school  by  degrees, 
and  became  four  of  the  forty  king's  scholars.  At  that  time — it  is  long 
past  now— the  school  was  not  thought  much  of,  for  the  boys  were 
taught  little  but  the  classics,  so  entrance  was  easy:  Latin,  Greek,  bad 
writing,  and  the  first  rule  in  arithmetic  :  there  it  ended.  Cajitain 
Sanker  thought  the  education  first-rate,  and  had  them  all  enrolled: 
Frederick,  Daniel,  King,  and  Toby.  As  to  Toby,  I  fancy  his  real 
name  was  Alfred,  but  I  never  heard  him  called  by  it. 

They  had  been  in  Worcester  between  one  and  two  years,  when  Tod 
and  I  went  over  to  them  on  a  visit.  The  captain  had  come  to  spend 
a  summer's  day  at  Crabb  Cot,  and  in  his  jolly,  open-hearted  fashion 
insistiMl  on  taking  us  tw^o  hack  with  him.  He  was  a  short,  stout  man, 
with  gi'ey  hair,  and  merry  bright  blue  eyes  all  alight  with  smiles.     The 
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college  school  would  be  breaking  up  for  its  long  holidays  in  a  week  or 
so,  and  it  would  have  been  better  for  us  to  liave  gone  then ;  but  the 
captain  always  did  tilings  on  impulse,  and  had  no  more  forethought 
than  young  Toby.  Tiie  holidays  were  taken  late  that  year,  and  would 
be  very  long,  because  the  college  hall,  which  was  the  schoolroom, 
woidd  be  wanted  for  the  music-meeting  in  September. 

The  Sankers'  was  a  funny  household,  and  we  pitched  down  amongst 
them  without  ceremony  on  either  side.  The  house  was  at  the  corner 
of  an  open  road,  not  very  far  from  the  cathedral.  It  was  a  commodious 
house  as  to  size  ;  but  all  the  rooms  were  in  an  everlasting  litter,  so  that 
you  could  never  find  a  chair  to  sit  down  on.  The  captain  was  good- 
humoured  alwaj^s,  going  in  and  out  a  hundred  times  a  day.  There 
seemed  to  be  no  fixed  hour  for  meals,  and  sometimes  no  meals  fo  cat  : 
Mrs.  Sanker  would  forget  to  order  them.  She  was  a  little  lady,  who 
went  about  as  if  she  were  dreaming,  in  a  white  petticoat  and  loose  buff 
jacket;  or  else  she'd  be  sitting  aloft  in  the  turret,  darning  stockings 
and  saying  poetry.  She  was  tJie  least  excitable  person  I  ever  knew ; 
all  events,  good  and  bad,  she  took  as  a  matter  of  course :  had  the 
house  caught  fire  she  would  have  looked  on  quietly — as  Nero  did  when 
Rome  was  burning.  Why  they  called  the  room  the  turret  did  not 
appear.  It  had  a  great  high  beam  running  through  it  on  the  floor : 
and  Mrs.  Sanker  would  sit  on  that,  reading  poetry  to  us  or  telling  her 
dreams,  her  light  hair  all  down. 

At  seven  o'clock  the  boys  had  to  bo  in  school.  Being  summer 
weather,  that  was  no  hardship.  At  nine  they  came  in  again  with  a 
iiish,  wild  for  breakfast.  If  Mrs.  Sanker  was  not  down  to  give  it  them, 
the  four  boys  would  begin  and  eat  up  the  piles  of  bread-and-butter ; 
upon  which  Hetta  Sanker  would  call  them  tigers,  and  go  to  the 
kitchen  to  tell  the  maids  to  cut  more.  Which  was  the  cook  of  the 
two  servants  and  which  the  housemaid,  they  did  not  themselves  seem 
to  know :  both  did  the  work  indiscriminately.  Breakfast  over,  the 
boys  went  out  again,  Tod  and  I  with  them.  At  ten  they  must  be 
in  school.  At  one  they  came  home  to  dinner;  it  might  be  ready,  or 
it  might  not :  if  not,  they'd  go  in  and  polish  off  anything  cold  that 
might  be  in  the  larder.  It  didn't  seem  to  spoil  their  dinners.  After- 
noon school  again  until  four  o'clock;  and  then  at  liberty  for  good. 
Tea  was  at  any  time ;  a  scrand)ling  sort  of  meal  that  stayed  on  the 
tabic  for  liours,  and  was  taken  just  as  we  chanced  to  go  in  for  it. 
Jam  and  boiled  eggs  would  be  on  the  table,  with  the  loaf  and  butter 
ad  libitum.  Sometimes  toast  and  dri])])iiig,  and  there  used  to  be  a 
scuflic  for  thai.  As  to  dinner,  when  INIrs.  Saidcer  forgot  it,  the  servants 
would  brinti,-  in  a  liig  dish  ol'  poacjicd  eggs,  and  we  made  it  up  with 
bread-anil  cheese.  Or  Dan  or  Toby  would  be  sent  teaiing  oft'  to  High 
Street  for  a  lot  of  penny  pork-pies  and  apple-tarts.  At  night  we  had 
prayers,  which  the  captain  read. 
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Now  I  dare  say  that  to  people  accustomed  to  a  domestic  life  like 
clock-work,  this  would  have  been  unbearable.  I  thouglit  it  delightful ; 
as  did  Tod.  It  was  like  a  perpetual  picnic.  But  it  was  from  one  of 
these  dinnerless  episodes  we  found  out  that  Captain  Sankcr  had  a 
temper.     Generally  speaking,  he  took  disasters  with  ecjuainmity. 

It  was  on  a  Thursday.  We  were  to  have  had  four  ducks  for  dimier, 
•which  the  captain  had  bought  at  market  the  day  before.  Fine  ducks 
that  he  Avas  proud  of:  he  carried  them  home  himself,  and  brought  them 
into  the  parlour  to  show  us.  On  this  day,  Thursday,  Tod  and  I  had 
been  into  the  Town  Hall  in  the  morning,  listening  to  a  trial  before  the 
magistrates— some  fellow  who  had  stolen  his  neighbour's  clothes-pro2)s 
and  cut  them  up  for  firewood.  AVe  reached  home  just  as  the  boys  and 
their  books  did,  as  hungry  as  they  were.  There  was  no  cloth  laid,  and 
Fred  shouted  out  for  Biddy,  asking  whether  we  were  to  dine  to-day  or 
lo-morrow.  Biddy  heard,  and  came  rushing  in  with  the  cloth  and 
knife -tray. 

'•What's  for  dinner  besides  the  four  ducks?"  asked  Dan.  "Anv 
pudding?     Have  you  put  plenty  of  stutliiig?  " 

''  Indeed  then,  and  I  don't  think  there's  mucli  for  diiuicr,"  replied 
Biddy.  "I've  been  in  the  turret  with  the  missis  all  the  morning, 
helping  to  stuff  a  pillow." 

She  laid  the  cloth,  and  ]\Irs.  Sanker  came  mooning  down  in  tlie  short 
white  petticoat  and  buff  jacket,  darning  a  sock  of  Dan's.  The  dreadful 
truth  came  out— busy  over  beds  and  i>illows,  iKjbody  had  thought  of 
dinner,  and  the  ducks  were  hanging  in  the  larder,  uncooked.  Before 
speechless  tongues  could  find  words,  Captain  Sanker  came  in,  bringing 
his  friend  Dr.  Teal  to  taste  the  ducks.  All  the  Teals  were  as  intimate 
at  the  house  as  we  Avere.  Years  before,  when  the  captain  Avas  a  middy, 
Dr.  Teal  had  been  assistant- surgeon  on  the  same  shij). 

"  They've  a  cold  dinner  at  Teal's  to-day,"  said  the  captain  to  his  Avife, 
as  she  Avas  sliaking  hands  Avith  the  doctor,  "  so  he  has  come  to  share 
ours.     Fine  ducks  they  are.  Teal !  " 

Then  the  ncAvs  had  to  be  told.  The  ducks  Avere  not  cooked  :  dinner 
altogether  had  been  forgotten. 

I  saw  Captain  Sanker's  face  turn  Avhite — quite  Avhitc ;  but  he  did  nut 
say  a  Avord.  Dr.  Teal — a  scientific  Scotchman,  Avho  Avalkcd  Avith  his 
nose  in  the  air  and  his  spectacles  turned  to  the  skies,  as  if  always  look- 
ing for  a  lunar  rainboAV — made  the  best  of  it.  Laughing,  he  said  he 
Avould  come  in  another  day,  and  Avent  out. 

Then  it  began.  Captain  Sanker  gave  vent  to  passion  in  a  Avay  that 
startled  me,  and  made  Tod  stare.  I  don't  lielievc  he  kncAv  for  a  fcAV 
moments  Avhat  he  Avas  doing  or  saying.  Nora,  the  other  serA'ant — both 
girls  had  come  with  them  from  Ireland,  and  Avere  as  thoughtless  as  tlieir 
mistress — came  in  with  a  dish  of  some  hastily  concocted  pudding :  a 
sort  of  batter.     The  captain,  A\'ho  still  had  his  stick  in  his  hand,  lifted  it,. 
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and  spalterecl  the  pudding  all  about  the  cloth.     Then  he  stamped  out 
of  the  house  with  a  bang. 

"  Sit  down,  dears,"  said  Mrs.  Sanker,  not  at  all  moved,  as  she  began 
to  collect  the  pudding  with  a  spoon.  "  Bring  in  the  cheese,  Nora,  and 
do  some  eggs.  Here's  a  corner  seat  for  you,  Johnny  ;  can  you  squeeze 
in  ?  Tlie  captain  will  liave  his  dinner  with  the  Teals,  no  doubt.  He 
has  been  tasting  the  doctor's  port  wine,  1  think ;  or  he  wouldn't  have 
been  so  put  up." 

And  somehow  we  gathered,  then  or  later,  that  the  captain  Avas  easy 
as  an  old  glove  at  all  times  and  over  all  crosses,  unless  he  was  a  little 
"  put  up  "  by  artificial  help.  He  told  us  himself  one  day  (not,  of  course, 
alluding  to  anything  of  this  sort)  that  he  had  had  naturally  an  awful 
temper,  would  go  into  passions  of  absolute  madness  for  a  minute  or  two, 
when  he  Avas  younger  ;  but  that  he  had  by  much  self-restraint  chiefly 
if  not  quite  subdued  it.  It  was  true ;  and  the  temper  never  need  be 
feared  now  unless  he  took  anything  to  excite  him.  Dan  had  tlie  same 
temper  ;  but  without  the  good-nature.  And  they  said  Hetta  had  ;  but 
we  saw  nothing  of  it  in  her.  Hetta  was  eighteen,  a  nice-looking  girl, 
who  was  governess  to  little  Ruth,  or  pretended  to  be  ;  but  liuth  would 
manage  to  escape  her  lessons  five  days  in  the  week.  It  was  all  the 
same  to  Mrs.  Sanker  whether  she  did  them  or  whether  she  didn't. 

At  the  time  of  this  visit  of  ours  to  Worcester,  the  college  school  was 
in  a  ferment.  Between  the  Cathedral  and  St.  Peter's  Church  was 
situated  a  poor,  back  district  called  Frog  Lane.  It  had  been  re- 
christened  DigHs  Street,  but  was  chiefly  called  by  the  old  name  still. 
Crowded  dwellings,  narrow  streets,  noise  and  dirt — that's  how  the  place 
struck  me.  The  inhabitants  were  chiefly  workmen  belonging  to  the 
glove  and  china  manufactories  of  the  town.  In  this  district  was  the 
parish  school,  always  filled  with  boys,  sons  of  the  working-men,  and 
under  the  superintendence  of  Mr.  Jones,  the  portly  parish  clerk.  Now 
there  was  wont  to  spring  up  from  time  to  time  a  tide  of  animosity 
between  these  boys  and  the  boys  of  the  college  school.  Captain  Sanker 
said  it  was  the  fault  of  the  college  boys :  had  they  let  the  St.  Peter's 
boys  alone,  St.  Peter's  boj's  would  never  have  presumed  to  interfere 
with  them  :  but  the  college  boys  could  be  downright  contemptuous  and 
overbearing  when  they  pleased.  They  scornfully  called  the  St.  Peter's 
boys  the  Frogs,  "charity  boys ;  "  and  the  Frogs  retorted  bj'  calling  them 
the  College  Caws — after  the  rooks  that  had  their  homes  in  the  old 
trees  of  the  collegs  green  and  kept  up  a  perpetual  cawing.  The 
animosity  generally  ended  in  a  grand  battle  ;  and  tlien  hostilities  would 
be  dropped  for  months,  perhaps  years.  One  of  those  quarrels  was 
going  on  while  we  were  at  Worcester ;  it  had  kept  both  schools  in  a 
ferment  for  some  weeks,  and  there  was  every  sign  of  a  culminating 
fight.  Of  course  we  went  in  heart  and  soul  with  the  king's  scholars: 
but  the  boys  on  both  sides  held  a  code  of  honour — if  you  can  call  it  so 
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— that  no  stranger  must  take  part  in  the  engagements.  The  college 
boys  were  only  forty,  all  told  ;  the  Frogs  seemed  to  number  four  times 
as  many. 

Skirmishes  took  place  daily — the  scene  being  the  top  of  Edgar  Street. 
St.  Peter's  boys  (let  out  of  school  at  twelve,  whereas  the  others  did  not 
get  out  till  one)  would  collect  in  the  narrow  neck  of  their  district  open- 
ing on  Edgar  Street,  and  wait  for  the  enemy.  As  soon  as  the  college 
boys'  steps  were  heard  racing  under  the  dark  gateway  of  Edgar  Tower, 
hisses  and  groans  began.  "  Caw,  caw,  caw  !  Hiss,  hiss,  hiss  !  How's 
your  Latin  to-day? — what  birchings  has  you  had?  Call  yourselves 
gents,  does  you,  you  College  Caws  ?  You  daren't  come  on  fair,  and 
fight  it  out  with  us,  you  Caws.  Caw,  caw,  caw  !  "  Sometimes  the 
college  boys  would  pass  on,  only  calling  back  their  contemptuous 
retorts;  sometimes  they'd  halt,  and  a  fierce  storm  of  abuse  would  be 
interchanged,  to  the  edification  of  Edgar  Street  in  general  and  the 
clerks  in  Mr.  Clifton's  Registry  Office.  "  You  beggarly  Frogs !  Wo 
don't  care  to  soil  our  hands  with  you  !  Had  you  been  gentlemen,  we'd 
have  polished  j'ou  off  long  ago,  and  sent  you  into  next  week.  Croak, 
Frogs !  Croak  !  "  Not  a  third  of  the  college  boys  need  have  taken 
Edgar  Tower  on  their  way  home ;  through  the  cloisters  and  out  by  St. 
Michael's  churchj'ard  would  have  been  their  direct  way  ;  but  they  chose 
to  meet  the  Frogs.  Once  in  a  way  there'd  be  a -.single  combat;  but  as 
a  rule  nothing  came  of  it  but  abuse.  AVhen  that  was  exhausted,  each 
lot  would  rush  home  their  separate  ways  :  the  Frogs  back  down  Frog 
Lane ;  the  others  up  the  steps,  or  onwards  down  Edgar  Street,  as  their 
road  might  lie,  and  remain  apart  till  the  same  hour  next  day. 

I  have  not  said  much  yet  about  King  Sanker.  He  was  lame :  some- 
thing was  wi'ong  with  his  knee.  Gatherings  would  come  in  it,  and 
then  he'd  be  in  bed  for  weeks  together.  He  was  nearl}'  thirteen  then ; 
next  to  Dan :  and  Dan  was  over  fourteen.  King  was  a  nice  little 
fellow,  with  mild  eyes  as  blue  as  the  captain's :  Fred  woidd  order  him 
to  keep  "  out  of  the  ruck  "  in  the  skirmishes  with  the  Frogs,  and  he 
generally  did.  If  it  came  to  a  fight,  you  see.  King  might  have  been 
hurt ;  he  had  no  fighting  in  him,  was  frightened  at  it,  and  he  could  not 
run  much.  King  was  just  like  his  mother  in  ideas :  he  would  tell  us 
his  dreams  as  she  did,  and  recite  pieces  of  poetry  a  mile  long.  Dan 
and  King  slept  together  in  the  room  next  to  ours ;  it  was  in  the  garret, 
close  to  the  turret-room.  King  would  keep  us  awake  singing;  some- 
times chants,  sometimes  hymns,  sometimes  songs.  They'd  have  let 
him  try  for  the  choir,  but  the  head-master  of  the  college  school  thought 
his  knee  would  not  do  for  it. 

It  was  Saturday,  and  a  pouring  wet  afternoon.  Our  visit  was  drawing 
to  an  end;  on  the  following  Wednesday  we  should  bid  the  Sankers 
good-bye.  Captain  Sanker,  always  trying  to  find  out  ways  of  making 
folk  happy,  had  devised  a  day  of  pleasure  for  the  last  day  of  our  stay, 
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Tuesdaj'.  We  were  to  go  to  Malvern ;  a  wliole  lot  of  us :  ourselves, 
and  the  Teals,  and  the  Squire,  and  Mrs.  Todhetley,  and  take  our  dinner 
on  the  hill.  It  was  so  settled;  and  the  arrangements  were  planned 
and  made. 

But  this  was  yet  only  Saturday.  We  dined  at  twelve  :  whether  for 
any  one's  convenience  or  that  the  servants  made  a  mistake  in  an  hour, 
I  don't  remember.  It  happened  to  be  a  saint's  day,  so  the  boys  had  no 
school ;  and,  being  wet,  came  home  after  morning  service  in  the 
cathedral.  After  a  jolly  dinner  of  peas  and  bacon  and  pancakes,  we 
looked  at  the  skies  for  a  bit,  and  then  (all  but  Fred  and  Hetta)  went 
up  to  the  turret-room.  Dan  said  the  rain  had  come  to  spite  us ;  for 
the  whole  school  had  meant  to  race  to  Berwick's  Bridge  after  afternoon 
service  and  hold  a  mock  review  in  the  fields  there.  It  was  coming 
down  in  torrents,  peppering  the  roof  and  the  windows.  Mrs.  Sanker 
sat  in  the  middle  of  the  old  beam,  mending  one  of  Toby's  shirts, 
"  Lalla  Ilookh  "  open  on  her  knee,  out  of  which  she  was  singing  softly ; 
the  floor  was  strewed  with  patches,  and  scissors,  and  tapes,  and  the 
combs  were  out  of  one  side  of  her  hair. 

"  Read  it  out  loud  to  us,  mamma,"  cried  King. 

"  I  can't  spare  time  to  read.  King,"  she  said.  "  Look  here  " — hold- 
ing out  the  work,  all  rags  and  tatters.  "  If  I  don't  mend  this,  Toby 
won't  have  a  shirt  to  put  on  to-morrow." 

"  I  shan't  mind  about  that,"  said  Toby. 

"  Oh,  but,  dear,  I  don't  think  you  could  go  without  a  shirt.  Has 
any  one  seen  my  cotton  ?  " 

"Then  say  something  over  to  us  that  you  know,  mamma,"  returned 
King,  as  Toby  found  the  cotton. 

"  Very  well.     I  can  do  that  and  work  too.     Sit  down,  all  of  you." 

We  sat  down,  King  and  Toby  on  the  floor  before  her,  the  rest  of 
on  tlie  beam  on  either  side  her.     Dan,  who  did  not  care  for  poetry, 
got  some  Brazil  nuts  out  of  his  pocket  and  cracked  them  while  he 
listened. 

Mrs.  Sanker  might  as  well  have  read  "  Lalla  Rookh."  She  began 
(o  recite  "  The  Friar  of  Orders  Grey."  But  what  with  gazing  up  at 
(he  sky  through  the  rain  to  give  it  due  emphasis,  and  shaking  her  head 
at  jjathetic  parts,  the  sewing  did  not  got  on.  She  had  flnished  the 
verse  — 

"  Weep  no  more,  lady,  weep  no  more, 
Thy  sorrow  is  in  vain  ; 
For  violets  phicked,  the  sweetest  showers 
Will  ne'er  make  grow  again," 

when  King  surprised  us  by  bursting  into  tears.  But  as  Mrs.  Sanker 
look  no  notice,  1  sujtposed  it  was  nothing  unusual. 

"  You  young  donkey ! "  cried  Dan,  when  the  poem  was  finished. 
"  You'll  never  be  a  man.  King." 
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"  It  is  such  a  nice  verse,  Dan,"  replied  young  King,  meekly.  "  I 
whisper  it  over  sometimes  to  myself  in  bed.  Manuna,  won't  you  say 
the  '  Barber's  Ghost '  ?  Johnny  Ludlow  would  like  to  hear  that,  I 
know." 

We  had  the  "Barber's  Ghost,"  which  was  humorous,  and  we  had 
otlier  things.  After  that,  Mrs.  Sanker  told  a  dreadful  story  aboiit  a 
real  ghost,  one  that  she  said  haunted  her  family,  and  another  of  a 
murder  that  was  discovered  by  a  dream.  Some  of  the  young  Sankers 
were  the  oddest  mixtures  of  timidity  and  bravery — personally  brave 
in  fighting;  frightfully  timid  as  to  being  alone  in  tlie  dark — and  I 
110  longer  wondered  at  it  if  she  brought  them  up  on  these  ghostly 
dishee. 

"  I  should  not  like  to  have  dreams  that  would  tell  me  of  murders," 
said  King,  thoughtfully.  "  But  I  do  dream  very  strange  dreams  some- 
times. When  I  awake,  I  lie  and  wonder  what  they  mean.  Once  I 
dreamt  I  saw  heaven — didn't  I,  mamma  ?     It  was  so  beautiful." 

"  Ay;   my  family  have  always  been  dreamers,"  replied  Mrs.  Sanker. 

Thus,  what  with  ghosts  and  poetry  and  talking,  the  afternoon  wore 
on  unconsciously.     Dan  suddenly  started  up  with  a  shout — 

"  By  Jove !  " 

The  sun  had  come  out.  Come  out,  and  we  had  never  noticed  it.  It 
was  shining  as  brightly  as  could  be  on  the  slates  of  all  the  houses.  The 
rain  had  ceased. 

"I  say,  we  shall  have  the  review  yet!"  cried  Dan.  "And,  by 
Jupiter,  that's  the  college  bell !  Make  a  rush,  you  fellows,  or  you'll  be 
marked  late.     There's  three  o'clock  striking." 

The  king's  scholars  thought  it  a  great  shame  that  they  should  liave 
to  attend  prayers  in  the  cathedral  morning  and  afternoon  on  saints' 
days,  instead  of  wholly  benefiting  by  the  holiday.  They  had  to  do  it, 
kowever.  The  three  went  flying  out  towards  the  cathedral,  and  I  gave 
King  my  arm  to  help  him  after  them.  Tod  and  I — intending  to  take 
part  in  the  review  at  Berwick's  Bridge — went  to  college  also,  and  sat 
behind  the  surpliced  king's  scholars  on  the  decani  side,  in  the  stalls 
next  to  the  chanter. 

But  for  a  little  mud,  you'd  hardly  have  thought  there  had  been  any 
rain  when  we  got  out  again ;  and  the  sun  was  glowing  in  the  blue  sky. 
Not  a  single  fellow  was  absent :  even  King  limped  along.  We  took 
the  way  by  the  Severn,  past  the  boat-house  at  the  end  of  the  college 
l)Oundaries,  and  went  leisurely  along  the  towing-path,  uitending  to  get 
into  the  fields  beyond  Diglis  Wharf,  and  so  onwards. 

I  don't  beheve  there  was  a  thought  in  any  one's  mind  that  afternoon 
of  the  enemy.  The  talk — and  a  good  hubbub  it  was — turned  wholly 
upon  soldiers  and  reviews.  A  regular  review  of  the  Worcestershire 
mihtia  took  place  once  a  year  on  Kempsey  Ham,  and  some  of  the  boys' 
heads  got  a  trifle  turned  with  it.    They  were  envyiag  Lord  Ward, 
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now,  as  they  went  along :  saying  they  should  like  to  be  him,  and  look 
^as  well  as  he  did,  and  sit  his  horse  as  proudly. 

"  Of  course  he's  proud,"  squeaked  out  the  biggest  Teal,  whose  voice 
was  uncertain.  "  Think  of  his  money  ! — and  his  horses  '.—and  see  how 
good-looking  he  is !  If  Lord  Ward  hasn't  a  right  to  be  proud,  I  should 
like  to  know  who  has.  Why,  he — oh,  by  George!  I  say,  look 
here ! " 

Turning  into  the  first  field,  we  found  we  had  turned  into  a  company 
of  Frogs.  All  the  whole  lot,  it  seemed.  Caws  and  croaks  and  hoots 
and  groans  from  either  side  rose  at  once  on  the  air.  Which  army 
commenced  hostilities,  I  couldn't  tell ;  the  one  was  as  eager  for  it  as 
the  other ;  and  in  two  minutes  the  battle  had  begun — begun  in  earnest. 
Up  clashed  the  senior  boy. 

"  Look  here,"  said  he  to  me  and  Tod ;  "  you  understand  our  rules. 
You  must  neither  of  you  attempt  to  meddle  in  this.  Stay  and  look  on, 
if  you  please ;  but  keep  at  a  sufficient  distance  where  it  may  be  seen 
that  you  are  simply  spectators.  These  beggars  shan't  have  it  to  say 
that  we  were  helped." 

He  dashed  back  again.  Tod  ground  his  teeth  with  the  effort  it  took 
to  keep  himself  from  going  in  to  pummel  some  of  the  Frogs.  Being 
upon  honour,  he  had  to  refrain ;  and  he  did  it  somehow. 

The  Frogs  had  the  blazing  sun  in  their  eyes ;  our  side  had  it  at  their 
backs — which  was  against  the  Frogs.  There  were  no  weapons  of  any 
sort ;  only  arms  and  hands.  It  looked  like  the  scrimmage  of  an  Irish 
row.  Sometimes  there  was  closing-in,  and  fighting  hand  to  hand; 
sometimes  the  forces  were  drawn  back  again,  each  to  its  respective 
ground.  During  the  first  of  these  interludes,  just  as  the  sides  were 
preparing  to  charge,  a  big  Frog,  with  broad  awkward  shoulders,  a  red, 
rugged  face,  and  a  bleeding  nose,  came  dashing  forward  alone  into  the 
ranks  of  the  college  boys,  caught  up  poor  lame  helpless  King  Sanker, 
bore  him  bravely  right  through,  and  put  him  down  in  safety  beyond,  in 
spite  of  tlie  blows  freely  showered  upon  him.  Not  a  soul  on  our  side 
had  thought  of  King;  and  the  college  boys  were  too  excited  to  see 
what  the  big  Frog  was  about,  or  they'd  perhaps  have  granted  him  grace 
to  pass  unmolested.  King  sat  down  on  the  wet  grass  for  a  bit,  and 
gazed  about  him  like  a  fellow  bewildered.  Seeing  me  and  Tod  he 
came  limping  round  to  us. 

"It  was  good-natured  of  that  big  Frog,  wasn't  it,  Johnny  Ludlow V" 

"  Very.     He'd  make  a  brave  soldier.     I  mean  a  real  soldier." 

"  Perhaps  I  should  have  been  killed,  but  for  him.  I  was  frightened, 
you  sec  ;  and  there  was  no  way  out.  I  couldn't  have  kept  on  my  legs 
a  minute  lonirer." 

The  battle  raged.  The  cawing  and  the  croaking,  that  had  been  kept 
up  like  an  array  of  trumpets,  fell  off"  as  the  fighting  waxed  hotter.  The 
■work  grew  too  fierce  and  real  for  abuse  of  tongue.    We  could  hear  the 
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blows  dealt  on  the  upturned  foces.  King,  who  hud  a  natural  horror  of 
lighting,  trembled  inwardly  from  head  to  foot,  and  hid  his  face  behind_, 
me.  Tod  was  dancing  with  excitement,  flinging  his  closed  fists  outward 
in  imaginary  battle,  and  roaring  out  like  a  dragon. 

I  can't  say  who  would  have  won  had  they  been  left  alone.  Probably 
the  Frogs,  for  there  were  a  great  many  more  of  them.  But  on  the 
other  hand,  none  of  them  were  so  old  as  some  of  the  college  boys. 
"When  the  fight  was  at  the  thickest,  we  heard  a  sudden  shout  from  a 
bass,  gruff,  authoritative  A'oice :  "  Now  then,  boys,  how  dare  you !  " 
and  saw  a  liig,  portly  gentleman  in  black  clothes  and  a  white  necktie, 
appear  behind  the  Frogs,  with  a  stout  stick  in  his  hand. 

It  was  Clerk  Jones,  their  master.  His  presence  and  his  voice  acted 
like  magic.  Not  a  Frog  of  them  all  but  dropped  his  blows  and  his 
rage.  The  college  Tioys  had  to  drop  theirs,  as  the  enemy  receded. 
Clerk  Jones  put  himself  between  the  two  sets  of  combatants. 

The  waj^  he  went  on  at  both  sides  was  something  good  to  hear. 
Shaking  his  stick  at  his  own  boys,  they  turned  tail  softly,  and  then 
rushed  away  through  the  mud  like  wild  horses,  not  Avaiting  to  hear  the 
close :  so  the  college  boys  had  the  pepper  intended  for  the  lot.  He 
vowed  and  declared  by  the  stick  that  was  in  his  hand — and  he  had  the 
greatest  mind,  he  interrupted  himself  to  say,  to  put  it  about  their  backs 
— that  if  ever  they  molested  his  boys  again,  or  another  quarrel  was  got 
up,  he  would  appeal  publicly  to  the  dean  and  chapter.  If  one  of  the 
college  boys  made  a  move  in  future  to  so  much  as  cast  an  insulting 
look  towards  a  boy  in  St.  Peter's  School,  that  boy  should  go  before  the 
dean ;  and  it  would  not  be  his  fault  (the  clerk's)  if  he  was  not  expelled 
the  cathedral.  He  would  take  care,  and  precious  good  care,  that  his 
boys  should  preserve  civility  henceforth ;  and  it  was  no  great  favour  to 
expect  that  the  college  boys  would  do  so.  For  his  part  he  should  feel 
ashamed  in  their  places  to  oppress  lads  in  an  inferior  class  of  life  to 
themselves ;  and  he  should  make  it  his  business  before  he  slept  to  see 
the  head-master  of  the  college  school,  and  report  this  present  disgraceful 
scene  to  him  :  the  head-master  could  deal  with  it  as  he  pleased. 

Mr.  Jones  went  off,  flourishing  his  stick  ;  and  our  side  began  to  sum 
up  its  damages  :  closed  eyes,  scratched  faces,  swollen  noses,  and  torn 
clothes.  Dan  Sanker's  nose  was  as  big  as  a  beer  barrel,  and  his  shirt- 
front  hung  in  ribbons.  Fred's  eyes  were  black.  Toby's  jacket  had  a 
sleeve  slit  up,  and  one  of  his  boots  had  disappeared  for  good. 

The  spectacle  we  made,  going  home  down  the  Gloucester  Road, 
could  not  be  easily  forgotten.  Folks  collected  on  the  pavement,  and 
came  to  the  windows  and  doors  to  see  the  sight.  It  was  like  an  army 
of  soldiers  returning  from  battle.  Bleedi«ig  faces,  black  eyes,  clothes 
tattered  and  bespattered  with  mud.  Farmers  going  back  from  market 
drew  up  their  gigs  to  the  roadside,  to  stare  at  us  while  we  passed.  One 
■little  girl,  in  a  pony-chaise,  wedged  between  a  fat  old  lady  in  a  red 
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shawl  aiul  a  gciitlcman  in  top-boots,  was  iViglitciicil  nearly  into  fits. 
She  shrieked  and  cried,  till  you  might  have  heard  her  up  at  Mr. 
Allies's  ;  and  the  old  lady  conid  Jiot  pacify  her.  The  captain  was  out 
when  we  got  in ;  and  Mrs.  Banker  took  it  all  with  her  usual  apath}', 
only  saying  we  had  better  have  come  straigiit  home  from  college  to 
liear  some  more  poetry. 

An  awful  fuss  was  made  by  the  head-master.  Especially  as  the  boys 
had  to  appear  on  Sunday  at  the  cathedral  services.  Damages  were 
visible  on  many  of  them ;  and  their  white  surplices  only  helped  to  show 
the  faces  off  the  more.  The  chorister  who  took  the  solo  in  the  afternoon 
anthem  was  decorated  with  cuttings  of  sticking-plaster ;  he  looked  like 
a  tattooed  young  Indian. 

The  school  broke  up  on  the  Monday :  and  on  that  day  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Todhetley  drove  into  Worcester,  and  put  up  at  the  Star  and  Garter. 
They  came  to  us  in  the  afternoon,  as  had  been  agreed  upon;  dinner 
being  ordered  liy  Captain  Sanker  for  five  o'clock.  It  was  rather  a 
profuse  dinner;  fish  and  meat  and  pies  and  dessert,  but  quite  a 
scramble  of  confusion :  which  none  of  the  Bankers  seemed  to  notice  or 
to  mind. 

"Johnny  dear,  is  it  always  like  this?"  Mrs.  Todhetley  could  not 
help  asking  me,  in  a  whisper.  "  I  should  be  in  a  lunatic  asvlum  in  a 
week." 

We  started  for  Malvern  on  Tuesday  at  eleven  o'clock.  The  Squire 
drove  Bob  and  Blister  in  his  high  carriage  :  Dr.  Teal,  Captain  Sanker, 
and  Fred  sitting  with  him.  There  was  no  railroad  then.  Tlie  ladies 
and  the  girls  crammed  themselves  into  a  post-carriage  from  the  Star, 
and  a  big  waggonette  was  lent  by  some  friend  of  Dr.  Teal  for  the  rest. 
The  boys  were  losing  the  signs  of  their  damages;  nothing  being  very 
conspicuous  now  but  Dan's  nose.  It  refused  to  go  down  at  all  in  size, 
and  in  colour  was  brighter  than  a  rainbow.  The  Teals  kept  laughing 
at  it,  which  made  Dan  savage  ;  once  he  burst  out  in  a  passion,  wishing 
all  the  Frogs  were  shot. 

I  remendjcr  that  drive  still.  John  Teal  and  I  sat  on  the  box  of  the 
post-carriage,  the  post-boy  riding  his  horses.  I  remember  tlie  different 
features  of  the  road  as  we  passed  them — not  but  that  I  knew  them  well 
before  ;  I  remember  the  ladcTi  orchards,  and  the  sweet  scent  of  the 
bean-fields,  in  ilower  then.  Over  the  bridge  from  Worcester  went  we, 
up  the  New  Road  and  through  St.  John's,  and  then  inio  the  open 
country ;  past  Lower  Wick,  where  ]\Irs.  Sherwood  lived,  and  on  to 
Powick  across  its  bridge.  I  remember  that  a  hearse  and  three 
mourning-coaches  stood  before  the  Lion,  the  men  refreshing  themselves 
with  drink ;  and  we  wondered  who  was  being  buried  that  day.  Down 
that  steep  and  awkward  hill  next,  where  so  many  accidents  occurred 
before  it  was  altered,  and  so  on  to  the  Link  ;  the  glorious  hills  always 
before  ua  from  the  turning  where  they  had  first  burst  into  view ;  their 
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clumps  of  gorse  aiul  broom,  their  paths  and  their  sheep-tracks  growing; 
gradually  plainer  to  the  sight  the  nearer  we  drew.  The  light  and 
shade  cast  by  the  sun  swept  over  them  perpetually,  a  landscape  ever 
changing ;  the  white  houses  of  the  village,  nestling  amidst  their  dark 
foliage,  looked  fair  for  the  eye  to  rest  upon.  Youth,  as  we  all  get  to 
learn  when  it  has  gone  by,  lends  a  charm  that  later  life  cannot  know  : 
but  never  a  scene  that  I  have  seen  since,  abroad  or  at  home,  lies  on  my 
memory  with  half  the  beauty  as  does  that  old  approach  to  ^lalvern. 
Turning  round  to  the  left  at  the  top  of  the  Link,  we  drove  into  Great 
Malvern. 

The  carriages  were  left  at  the  Crown.  An  old  pony  was  chartered 
for  some  of  the  [)rovisions,  and  we  boys  carried  the  rest.  The  people 
at  St.  Ann's  Well  had  been  written  to,  and  the  room  behind  the  well 
was  in  readiness  for  us.  Once  the  baskets  were  deposited  there,  we 
were  at  liberty  till  dimier-time,  and  went  on  up  the  hill.  Turning  a 
corner  which  had  hidden  the  upper  landscape  from  view,  we  came  upon 
Dan  Sanker,  who  had  got  on  first.  He  was  standing  to  confront  us,  his 
ftice  big  Avith  excitement,  his  nose  flaming. 

"  If  you'll  believe  me,  those  cursed  Frogs  are  here  !  " 

In  angiy  consternation — for  the  Frogs  seemed  to  have  no  business 
to  be  at  Malvern — we  rushed  on,  turned  another  corner,  and  so  brought 
ourselves  into  a  wide  expanse  of  upper  prospect.  Sure  enough ! 
About  a  hundred  of  the  Frogs  in  their  Sunday  clothes  were  trooping 
down  the  hill.  They  had  the  start  of  us  in  arriving  at  Malvern,  and 
had  been  to  the  top  already. 

"  I'll— be — jiggered !  "  cried  Dan,  savagely.  "  What  a  horrid  lot  they 
are  !  Look  at  their  sneakuig  tail-coats.  Wouldn't  I  like  to  pitch  into 
them ! " 

The  college  school  wore  the  Eton  jacket.  Those  preposterous  coats, 
the  tails  docked  to  the  size  of  the  boys,  did  not  improve  the  appearance 
of  the  Frogs.  But  as  to  pitching-in,  Dan  did  not  dare  to  do  it  after 
what  had  passed.     It  was  liis  nose  that  made  him  so  resentful. 

"  I  desire  that  you  will  behave  as  gentlemen,"  said  Captain  Sanker, 
who  was  behind  with  the  Squii-e,  and  bid  us  halt.  "  Those  poor  boys 
are  here,  I  see ;  but  they  will  not,  I  am  sure,  molest  you,  neither  must 
you  molest  them.  Civility  costs  nothing,  remember.  What  are  you 
looking  so  cross  for,  Dan  ?  " 

"  Oh,  well,  papa,  it's  like  their  impudence,  to  come  here  to-day  !  " 
muttered  Dan. 

The  captain  laughed.  "  They  may  say  it's  like  yours,  to  come, 
Dan :  they  Avere  here  first.     Go  on,  lads,  and  don't  forget  yourselves." 

Tod's  whistle  below  was  heard  just  then ;  and  Dan,  not  caring  to 
show  his  nose  to  the  enemy,  responded,  and  galloped  back.  We  went 
on.  The  paths  there  are  narrow,  you  know,  and  we  expected  to  have 
all  the  string  of  Frogs  sweeping  past  us,  their  coats  brushing  our 
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jackets.  But — perhaps  not  caring  to  meet  ns  any  more  than  we  cared 
to  meet  them — most  of  them  broke  oft'  on  a  detovn-  down  the  steep  of 
the  hill,  and  so  avoided  us.  About  half-a-dozen  came  on.  One  of  them 
was  a  big-shouldered,  awkward,  red-faced  boy,  taller  than  the  rest  of 
them  and  not  unlike  a  real  frog ;  he  walked  with  his  cap  in  his  hand, 
and  his  brown  hair  stood  on  end  like  a  porcupine's.  Indisputably  ugly 
was  he,  with  a  mouth  as  '\\ade  as  a  frying-pan ;  but  it  was  a  pleasant 
and  honest  face,  for  all  that.  King  suddenly  darted  to  him  as  he  was 
passing,  and  pulled  him  towards  Captain  Sanker,  in  excitement. 

"Papa,  this  is  the  one  I  told  you  of;  the  one  who  saved  me  and 
didn't  mind  the  blows  he  got  in  doing  it.  I  should  have  been  knocked 
doAvn,  and  my  knee  trampled  on,  but  for  him." 

Out  went  Captain  Banker's  hand  to  shake  the  boy's.  He  did 
it  heartily.  As  to  the  Frog,  he  blushed  redder  than  before  with 
modesty. 

"  You  are  a  hrave  lad,  and  I  thank  you  heartily,"  said  the  captain, 
wringing  his  hand  as  though  he'd  wring  it  off.  "  You  do  honour  to 
yourself,  whoever  you  may  be.  There  was  not  one  of  his  own  com- 
panions to  think  of  him,  and  save  him,  and  you  did  it  in  the  midst  of 
danger.     Thank  you,  my  lad." 

The  captain  slid  half-a-croAvn  into  his  hand,  telling  him  to  get  some 
Malvern  cakes.  The  boy  stood  back  for  us  to  go  by.  I  was  the  last, 
and  he  spoke  as  if  he  knew  me. 

"  Good-day,  Master  Johnny." 

Why,  who  was  he  ?  And,  now  I  came  to  look  at  liis  freckled  face, 
it  seemed  quite  familiar.  His  great  wide  mouth  brought  me  remem- 
brance. 

"  Why,  it's  Mark  Ferrar !     I  didn't  know  you  at  first,  Mark." 

"  We've  come  over  here  for  the  day  in  two  vans,"  said  Mark,  putting 
his  grey  cap  on.  "  Eighty  of  the  biggest  of  us ;  the  rest  arc  to  come 
to-morrow.  Some  gent  that's  visiting  at  St.  Peter's  parsonage  has  given 
us  the  treat,  sir." 

"All  right,  Mark.  I'm  glad  von  thought  of  King  Sanker  on 
Saturday." 

Ferrar  touched  his  cap,  and  went  vaulting  down  after  his  comrades. 
He  was  related  to  Daniel  Ferrar,  the  Squire's  bailift",  of  whom  you  have 
heard  before,  poor  fellow,  and  also  to  the  Batlcys  of  South  Crabb.  Ho 
used  to  come  over  to  Crabb,  that's  where  I  had  seen  him. 

Some  donkeys  came  running  down  the  hill,  their  white  cloths  tlying. 
Captain  Sanker  stopped  one  and  i)ut  King  on  him— for  King  was  tired 
already.  We  soon  got  to  the  top  then,  and  to  Lady  Ilarcourt's  Tower. 
Oh,  it  was  a  glorious  day  !  The  great  wide  prospect  around  stood  out 
in  all  its  beauty.  The  vale  of  Herefordshire  on  the  one  side  with  its 
nn-al  plains  and  woods  basked  in  the  sunshine,  its  crops  of  ruddy  pears 
and  apples  giving  token  of  the  perry  and  cider  to  come  ;  on  the  other 
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side  rose  the  more  diversitied  landscape  tliat  has  hccn  so  mneli  told  and 
talked  of.  Over  the  green  meadows  and  the  ripening  corn-fields  lay 
Worcester  itself:  the  cathedral  showing  out  well,  and  the  summit  of  the 
high  church-spire  of  St.  Andrew's  catching  a  glint  of  the  sunlight. 
Hills  caught  the  eye  wherever  it  turned :  Bredon  Hill,  Ahborleigh 
Hills,  the  Old  Hills  ;  homesteads  lay  upon  their  lands,  half  hidden  by 
their  rick-yards  and  clustering  trees  ;  cattle  and  sheep  browsed  on  the 
grass  or  lay  in  the  shade  to  shelter  themselves  from  the  midday  sim. 
To  the  right,  on  the  verge  of  the  horizon,  far,  far  away,  might  be 
caught  a  glimpse  of  something  that  sparkled  like  a  bed  of  stars — 
the  Bristol  Channel.  It  is  not  ol'ten  a'Ou  can  discern  that  from 
Malvern,  but  this  day  that  I  am  telling  of  was  one  of  the  clearest 
ever  seen  therc ;  the  atmosphere  looking  quite  rarefied  in  spite  of  the 
sunlight. 

King's  donkey  regaled  himself  with  morsels  of  herbage,  the  donkey- 
boy  lay  stretched  beside  him,  and  we  boys  raced  about.  When  an 
hour  or  two  had  passed,  and  we  were  as  hot  as  fire  and  more  hungry 
than  hunters,  we  bethought  ourselves  of  dinner.  King  got  on  liis 
donkey  again,  and  the  rest  of  us  whipped  him  up.  When  half-way 
doAvn  we  saw  Dr.  Teal  gesticulating  and  shouting,  telling  us  to  come  on 
and  not  keep  dinner  waiting  longer. 

We  had  it  in  the  room  behind  the  well.  It  was  a  squeeze  to  sit 
round  the  table.  Cold  meats,  and  salad,  and  pastr^',  and  all  sorts  of 
good  things.  Dan  was  next  to  me ;  he  said  he  could  hardly  eat  for 
thirst,  and  kept  drinking  away  at  the  bottled  ale. 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Todhetley  to  him  by-aud-by,  "  don't  you  think 
you  had  better  drink  some  water  instead — or  lemonade  ?  This  bottled 
ale  is  very  strong." 

"  I  am  afraid  it  is,"  said  Dan.     "  I'll  go  in  for  the  tarts  now." 

The  room  was  stulfy;  and  after  dimier  a  table  was  carried  out  to  a 
sheltered  place  near  the  well :  not  much  better  than  a  little  ledge  of  a 
path,  but  where  we  could  not  be  overlooked,  and  should  be  quite  out  of 
the  way  of  the  hill-climbers.  The  bank  rose  perpendicularly  above 'us, 
banks  descended  beneath  to  goodness  knew  where ;  there  we  sat  at 
dessert,  all  sheltered.  I  think  dark  trees  and  shrubs  overshaded  us  ; 
but  I  am  not  altogether  sure. 

How  it  came  about,  I  hardly  know :  but  something  was  brought  up 
about  King's  store  of  ballads,  and  he  was  asked  to  give  us  his  fixvouritc 
one,  "  Lord  Bateman,"  for  the  benefit  of  the  company.  He  turned  very 
shy,  but  Captain  Sanker  told  him  not  to  be  silly  :  and  after  going  white 
and  red  for  a  bit,  he  began.  Perhaps  the  reader  would  like  to  hear  it. 
I  never  repeat  it  to  myself,  no,  nor  even  a  verse  of  it,  but  poor  King 
Sanker  comes  before  me  just  as  I  saw  him  that  day,  his  back  to  the 
ravine  below,  his  eyes  looking  at  nothing,  his  thin  hands  nervously 
twisting  some  paper  about  that  had  covered  the  basket  of  raspberries. 
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Lurd  i'ateman  was  a  uoble  lord, 

A  nyblc  lord  of  high  degree  : 
lie  shipped  himself  on  board  a  ship  ; 

Some  foreign  country  ho  would  see. 

lie  sailed  cast,  he  sailed  west. 

Until  he  came  unto  Turkey, 
■\Vhere  he  was  taken,  and  put  in  prison 

Until  his  life  was  quite  weary. 

In  this  prison  there  grew  a  tree  : 

It  grew  so  very  stout  and  strong  : 
And  he  was  chained  by  the  middle 

Until  his  life  was  almost  gone. 

The  Turk,  he  had  one  only  daughter, 

The  fairest  creature  eye  e'er  did  see  : 
She  stole  the  keys  of  her  father's  prison, 

And  said  she'd  set  Lord  Batemati  free. 

"  Have  you  got  houses? — have  you  got  lands 

Or  does  Northumberland  belong  to  thee  V 
And  what  would  you  give  to  the  fair  young  1 

Who  out  of  prison  would  set  you  free  V  " 

"  Oh,  I've  got  houses,  and  I've  got  lands, 
And  half  Northumberland  belongs  to  me  ; 

And  I'd  give  it  all  to  the  fair  young  lady 
That  out  of  prison  would  set  me  free." 

Then  she  took  him  to  her  father's  palace. 

And  gave  to  him  the  best  of  wine  ; 
And  every  health  that  she  drank  to  him 

Was  "  I  wish.  Lord  Bateuian,  you  were  mine. 

"  For  seven  long  years  I'll  make  a  vow  ; 

And  seven  long  years  I'll  keep  it  strong  : 
If  you  will  wed  no  other  woman, 

1  will  wed  no  other  man." 

Then  she  took  him  to  her  father's  harbour, 

And  gave  to  him  a  sliip  of  fame  ; 
"  Farewell,  farewell  to  you,  Lord  Bateman  ; 

I  fear  I  never  shall  see  you  again." 

When  seven  long  years  were  gone  and  past, 

And  fourteen  days,  well  known  to  me  ; 
She  packed  ii])  her  gay  g<ild  and  clothing, 

And  said  Lord  Balcman  she  would  see. 

When  she  came  to  Lord  Bateman's  castle. 

So  lioldly  there  she  rang.thc  bell : 
"  Wlio's  there,  who's  there  ?  "  cried  the  young  proud  porter : 

"  W^ho's  there,  who's  there,  unto  mc  tell  V  " 


A    1)AV    OF    I'LKASUlli;.  245 

''  Ob,  in  ibis  Lord's  Bateinan's  castle  V 

Aud  is  his  lordship  here  within  V  " 
"Oh  j'es,  oh  yes,"  cried  the  young  proud  porter: 

"  He  has  just  now  taken  his  young  bride  in." 

"  Tell  him  to  send  me  a  slice  of  cake, 

And  a  bottle  of  the  best  of  wine  ; 
And  not  to  forget  the  fair  young  lady 

That  did  release  biin  when  close  confined." 

Away,  away  went  this  young  proud  porter, 

Away,  away,  away  went  he  ; 
Until  he  came  unto  Lord  Bateman, 

When  on  his  bended  knees  fell  be. 

'•  What  news,  what  news,  my  j'oung  porter  ; 

What  news,  what  news  have  you  brought  unto  me  ?  " 
"  Oh,  there  is  the  fairest  of  all  young  ladies 

That  ever  my  two  eyes  did  see. 

"  She  has  got  rings  on  every  finger. 

And  on  one  of  them  she  has  got  three  ; 
And  she  has  as  much  gold  round  her  middle 

As  would  buy  Northumberland  of  thee. 

"  She  tells  j'ou  to  send  her  a  slice  of  cake, 

And  a  bottle  of  the  best  of  wine; 
And  not  to  forget  the  fair  young  lady 

That  did  release  you  when  close  confined." 

Lord  Bateman  in  a  passion  flew  ; 

He  broke  his  sword  in  splinters  three  ; 
"  I'll  give  all  my  father's  wealth  and  riches 

Now,  if  Sophia  has  crossed  the  sea." 

Then  up  spoke  his  young  bride's  mother — 

Who  never  was  heard  to  speak  so  free : 
"  Don't  you  forget  my  only  daughter. 

Although  Sophia  has  crossed  the  sea." 

"  I  own  I've  made  a  bride  of  your  daugliter 

She's  none  the  better  nor  worse  for  me  ; 
She  came  to  me  on  a  horse  and  saddle. 

And  she  may  go  back  in  a  carriage  and  throe." 

Then  another  marriage  was  prepared, 

With  both  their  hearts  so  full  of  glee: 
"  I'll  range  no  more  to  foreign  countries, 

Since  my  Sophia  has  crossed  the  sea." 

King  stopped,  just  as  slnly  as  lie  lia<l  bei^uii.  Some  lauglieJ,  others 
applauded  hiiu  ;  aud  the  Sijuire  told  us  that  the  lirst  time  he  had  ever 
heard  "Lord  Bateman"  was  in  Sconton's  show,  on  Worcester  race- 
course, many  a  year  ago. 

After  that,  we  broke  up.     I  and  some  of  the  boys  climbed  up  straight 


24(3  JOHNNY    LUDLOW. 

to  Lady  Harcourt's  Tower  again.  A  few  Frogs  were  about  tlie  hills, 
but  they  did  not  come  in  contact  with  U8.  When  Ave  got  back  to  St. 
Ann's  the  tea  was  ready  in  the  room. 

"And  I  wish  to  goodness  they'd  have  it,"  cried  Dan,  "for  I'm  as 
tliirsty  as  a  fish.  I've  been  asleep  out  there  all  the  while  on  the  bench 
in  the  sun.     Can't  we  have  tea,  mother?  " 

"  As  soon  as  ever  the  gentlemen  come  back,"  spoke  up  Mrs.  Teal, 
who  seemed  to  like  order.     "  They  went  down  to  look  at  the  Abbey." 

They  were  coming  up  then,  pufling  over  the  walk ;  Tod  and  Fred 
Banker  wath  them.  We  sat  down  to  tea ;  and  it  was  half  over  when 
the  two  young  Bankers,  King  and  Toby,  were  missed. 

"  Tiresome  monkeys ! "  cried  the  captain.  "  I  never  came  over  here 
with  a  party  yet,  but  we  had  to  spend  the  last  hour  or  two  hunting 
some  of  them  up.  AVell,  I'll  not  bother  myself  over  it:  they  shall  find 
their  way  home  as  they  can." 

Toby  I'an  in  presently.  He  had  only  been  about  the  hills,  he  said, 
and  had  not  seen  King. 

"I  dare  say  King's  still  in  the  place  where  we  had  dessert,"  said 
Iletta  Sanker,  just  then  thinking  of  it.  "He  stayed  behind  us  all, 
saying  he  was  tired.     You  boys  can  go  and  see." 

I  and  Jim  Teal  ran  off  together.  King  was  not  there.  One  of  the 
women  at  tlie  well  said  that  when  she  went  out  for  the  chairs  and 
things,  just  before  tea-time,  nobody  was  there. 

"  Oh,  he'll  turn  up  presently,"  said  the  captain.  And  we  went  on 
with  our  tea,  and  forgot  him. 

It  was  twilight  when  we  got  dovvn  to  the  village;  to  start  for  home. 
The  Squire  set  off  first :  the  same  party  with  him  as  in  the  morning, 
except  that  Mrs.  Teal  took  her  husband's  place.  When  they  were 
bringing  out  the  post-carriage,  King  was  again  thought  of. 

"  lie  has  stayed  somewhere  singing  to  himself,"  said  Mrs.  Sanker. 

We  went  off  in  different  directions,  shouting  our  throats  hoarse.  Up 
"as  far  as  St.  Ann's,  and  along  the  hill  underneath,  and  in  all  the 
corners  of  the  village  :  no  King.     It  was  getting  strange. 

"I  should  hope  none  cf  those  impudent  Frogs  have  made  olf  with 
him  !  "  cried  Toby  Said<er. 

"  They  are  capable  of  anything,  mind  you,"  added  Dan. 

One  vanload  of  Frogs  had  started ;  the  other  was  getting  ready  to 
start.  The  boys,  gaping  and  listening  about,  saw  and  heard  all  our 
consternation  at  the  dilemma  we  were  in.  Mrs.  Todhetley,  who  ditl 
not  understand  the  state  of  social  politics,  as  between  them  and  the 
college  school,  turned  and  inquired  whether  they  had  seen  King. 

"A  delicate  lad,  who  walks  lame,"  she  explained.  "We  think  he 
nnist  have  fallen  asleep  somewhere  on  the  hill :  and  we  cannot  start 
without  him." 

The  Frogs  showed  themselves  good-natured;  and  went  tearing  up 


A  DAY  OF  PLEASURE.  247 

towards  the  hill  to  look  for  King.  In  passing  the  Unicorn,  a  pleasure- 
party  of  young  men  and  women,  carrying  their  empty  provision-baskets, 
came  running  downwards,  saying  that  they  had  heard  groaning  under  a 
l">art  of  the  hill — and  described  where.  I  seemed  to  catch  the  right 
place,  as  if  by  instinct,  and  was  up  there  first.  King  was  lying  there  ; 
not  groaning  then,  but  senseless  or  dead. 

Looking  upwards  to  note  the  position,  we  thought  he  must  have 
fallen  down  from  the  place  where  we  had  sat  at  dessert.  Hetta  Sanker 
said  she  had  left  him  there  by  himself,  to  rest. 

"He  must  have  dropped  asleep,  and  fallen  down,"  cried  Dr.  Teal. 

King  came  to  as  they  lifted  him,  and  walked  a  few  steps ;  but  looked 
around  and  fell  aside  as  though  his  head  were  dazed.  Dr.  Teal  thought 
that  there  was  not  much  the  matter,  and  that  he  might  be  conveyed  to 
Worcester.  Ferrar  helped  to  carry  him  down  the  hill,  and  the  other 
Frogs  followed.  A  fine  fury  their  van-driver  was  in,  at  their  having 
kept  him  waiting ! 

King  was  made  comfortable  along  the  floor  of  the  waggonc tte,  upon 
some  rugs  and  blankets  lent  by  the  Crown ;  and  so  was  taken  home. 
When  Captain  Sanker  found  what  had  happened,  he  grew  excited,  and 
went  knocking  at  half  the  doctors'  doors  in  Worcester.  Mr.  Woodward 
was  the  first  in,  then  Dr.  Maiden  and  Mr.  Carden  came  running 
together.  By  what  the  captain  had  said,  they  expected  to  find  all  the 
house  dead. 

King  seemed  better  in  the  morning.  The  injury  lay  chiefly  in  his 
head.  We  did  not  hear  what  the  doctors  made  of  it.  He  was  sensible, 
and  talked  a  little.  When  asked  how  he  came  to  fall,  all  he  said  was 
that  he  "  went  over  and  could  not  save  himself." 

Coming  in,  from  carrying  the  news  of  how  he  was  to  the  Sipiire  and 
Mrs.  Todhetley  at  the  Star,  I  found  Mark  Ferrar  at  the  door. 

"  Mr.  Johnny,"  said  he,  in  a  low  voice,  his  plain  face  all  concern, 
"  how  did  it  happen  ?     Sure  he  was  not  pushed  over  ?" 

"  Of  course  not.     Why  do  you  ask  itV  " 

Ferrar  paused.  "  Master  Johnny,  when  boys  are  lame  they  are  more 
cautious.     He'd  hardly  be  likely  to  slip." 

"  He  might  in  walking.  It's  only  a  narrow  ledge  there.  And  his 
sister  says  she  thinks  he  went  to  sleep  when  she  left  him.  She  was 
the  last  who  saw  him." 

Mark's  wide  mouth  went  into  all  sorts  of  contortions,  and  the  freckles 
shone  in  the  sun  in  his  eftbrt  to  get  the  next  words  out. 

"  I  fancy  it  was  me  that  saw  him  last,  Master  Johnny.  Leastways, 
later  than  his  sister." 

"Did  you?     How  was  that?" 

"He  must  have  seen  me  near  the  place,  and  he  called  to  me.  There 
was  nobody  there  but  him,  and  some  chairs  and  a  table  and  glasses  and 
things.     He  asked  me  to  sit  down,  and  began  telling  me  he  had  been 
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•aying  '  Lord  Bateman  '  to  them  all.  I  didn't  know  what  '  Lord  Bate-' 
man'  meant,  Master  Johnny— and  he  said  he  would  tell  it  me;  he 
should  not  mind  then,  but  he  had  minded  saying  it  to  the  company. 
It  was  poetry,  I  found ;  but  he  stopped  in  the  middle,  and  told  me  to 
go  then,  for  he  saw  some  of  them  coming " 

"  Some  of  what  ?  "  I  interrupted. 

"  Well,  I  took  it  to  mean  some  of  his  grown-up  party,  or  else  the 
college  boys.  Anyway,  he  seemed  to  want  me  gone,  sir,  and  I  went  off 
at  once.     I  didn't  see  him  after  that." 

"  He  must  have  fallen  asleep,  and  somehow  slipped  over." 

"  Yes,  sir.     What  a  pity  he  was  left  in  that  shallow  place  !  " 

King  seemed  to  have  all  his  wits  about  him,  but  his  face  had  a 
white,  odd  look  in  it.  He  lay  in  a  room  on  the  first  floor,  that  belonged 
in  general  to  the  two  girls.  When  I  said  Mark  Ferrar  was  outside. 
King  asked  me  to  take  him  up.  But  I  did  not  like  taking  him  without 
speaking  to  Captain  Sanker ;  and  I  went  to  him  in  the  parlour. 

"  The  idea  of  a  Frog  coming  into  our  house  ! "  cried  resentful  Dan, 
as  he  heard  me.  "  It's  like  his  impudence  to  stop  outside  it !  What 
next?     Let  him  wait  till  King's  well." 

"  You  hold  your  tongue,  Dan,"  cried  the  captain.  "  The  boy  shall 
go  up,  whether  he's  a  Frog,  or  whether  he's  one  of  you.  Take  him  up, 
Johnny." 

He  did  not  look  unlike  a  frog  when  he  got  into  the  room,  with  his 
wide,  red,  freckled  face  and  his  great  wide  mouth — but,  as  I  have  said, 
it  Avas  a  face  to  be  trusted.  The  first  thing  he  did,  looking  at  King, 
was  to  burst  into  a  great  blubber  of  tears. 

"  I  hope  you'll  get  well,"  said  he. 

"  I  might  have  been  as  bad  as  this  in  the  fight,  but  for  your  pulling 
me  out  of  it,  Frog,"  said  King,  in  his  faint  voice.  And  he  did  not  call 
him  Frog  in  any  contempt,  but  as  though  it  were  his  name :  he  knew 
him  by  no  other.     "  Was  that  bump  done  in  the  battle  ?  " 

Mark  had  his  cap  off:  on  one  side  of  his  forehead,  under  the  hair, 
we  saw  a  big  lump  the  size  of  an  egg.  "  Yes,"  he  answered,  "  it  was 
got  in  the  fight.  Father  thinks  it  never  means  to  go  down.  It's  pi'etty 
stiff  and  sore  yet." 

King  sighed.  Tie  was  gazing  up  at  the  lump  with  his  nice  blue 
eyes. 

"I  don't  think  there'll  be  any  fighting  in  heaven,"  said  King. 
"And  I  wrote  out  'Lord  Bateman'  the  other  day,  and  they  shall  give 
it  you  to  keep.  I  didn't  iinish  telling  it  to  you.  He  owned  half 
Northumberland;  and  lie  married  her  after  all.  She  had  set  him  free 
from  the  prison,  you  know.  Frog." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Frog,  quite  bewildered,  and  looking  as  though  he 
could  not  make  top  or  tail  of  the  story.  "  I  hope  you'll  get  well,  sir. 
How  came  you  to  fall  ?  " 
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"  I  don't  think  they  expect  me  to  get  well  :  they  Woukln't  have  so 
many  doctors  if  tliey  did.     1  shan't  be  lame,  Frog,  up  there." 

"  Did  you  slip  ?— or  did  anybody  push  you  ?  "  went  on  Frog,  lowering 
his  voice. 

"  Hush  !  "  said  King,  glancing  at  the  door.  '•  If  papa  heard  you  say 
tliat,  he  might  go  into  a  passion." 

•'  But — was  it  a  slip — or  were  you  pushed  over  ?  "  persisted  Frog. 

"  My  leg  is  always  slipi>ing :  it  has  never  been  of  nnich  good  to  me," 
answered  King.  '•  When  you  come  up  there,  and  see  me  with  a 
beautiful  strong  body  and  straight  limbs,  you  won't  know  me  again  at 
first.  Good-bye,  till  then,  Frog;  good-bye.  It  M-as  A-eiy  kind  of  you 
to  carry  me  out  of  the  fight,  and  God  saw  you." 

"Good-bye,  sir,"  said  Frog,  with  another  burst,  as  he  put  out  his 
hand  to  meet  poor  King's  white  one.     "  Perhaps  you'll  get  over  it  yet." 

Tod  and  I  took  leave  of  them  ui  the  afternoon,  and  went  up  to  the 
Star.  The  Squire  wanted  to  be  home  early.  The  carriage  was  waiting 
before  the  gateway,  the  ostler  holding  the  heads  of  Bob  and  Blister, 
when  Captain  Sanker  came  up  in  dreadful  excitejnent. 

"  He's  gone,"  he  exclaimed.  "  My  poor  Khig's  gone.  He  died  as 
the  clock  was  striking  four." 

And  we  had  supposed  King  to  be  going  on  well !  The  Squire  ordered 
the  horses  to  be  put  up  again,  and  we  went  down  to  the  house.  The 
boys  and  girls  were  all  crying. 

King  lay  stretched  on  the  bed,  his  face  very  peaceful  and  looking  less 
white  than  I  had  sometimes  seen  it  look  in  life.  On  the  cheeks  there 
lingered  a  fiiint  colour ;  his  forehead  felt  warm  ;  you  could  hardly 
believe  he  was  dead. 

"  He  has  gone  to  the  heaven  he  talked  of,"  said  'Mva.  Sanker.  through 
her  tears.  "  He  has  been  talking  about  it  at  intervals  all  day — and 
now  he  is  there  ;  and  has  his  harp  amongst  the  angels." 

And  that  was  the  result  of  our  Day  of  Pleasure  !  The  force  of  those 
solemn  words  has  rarely  been  brouglit  home  to  hearts  as  it  was  to  ours 
then  :  "  In  the  midst  of  life  we  are  in  death." 
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Of  all  the  gloomy  houses  cany  one  ever  stayed  in,  Captain  Banker's  was 
the  worst.  Nothing  but  cofMns  coming  into  it,  and  all  of  us  stealing 
about  on  tip-toe.  King  lay  in  the  room  where  he  died.  There  was  to 
be  an  inquest :  at  which  the  captain  was  angry.  But  he  was  so  excited 
and  sorrowful  just  then  as  to  have  no  head  at  all. 

AVhich  might  well  be  excused  in  him.  Picture  what  it  was  !  Three 
carriages  full  of  us  had  started  on  the  Tuesday  morning,  expecting  to 
have  a  day  of  charming  pleasure  on  the  Malvern  Hills  in  the  July  sun- 
shine ;  no  more  thinking  of  death  or  any  other  catastrophe,  than  if  the 
world  had  never  contained  such !  And  poor  King — poor  lame  King, 
whose  weakness  made  him  more  helpless  than  were  we  strong  ones,  and 
who  only  on  the  previous  Saturday  liad  been  plucked  out  of  the  fight  in 
Diglis  Meadow  and  been  saved — King  must  fall  asleep  on  a  dangerous 
part  of  the  hill  and  roll  down  it  and  come  home  to  die  !  "  Better  King 
than  any  of  the  rest  of  you,"  cried  Mrs.  Sanker,  more  than  once,  in  lier 
dreamy  way,  and  with  lier  eyes  dry,  for  she  seemed  tired  of  tears  :  "  he 
could  never  have  done  battle  with  the  world  as  you  will  have  to  do  it ; 
and  he  was  quite  ready  for  heaven." 

Instead  of  going  home  with  our  people  the  day  after  the  death,  as 
Tod  did,  I  had  to  wait  at  Worcester  for  the  inquest.  When  the  beadle 
(or  whoever  the  officer  miglit  be  ;  he  had  gold  cord  on  his  hat  and 
white  ribbed  stockings  below  his  breeches  :  which  stockings  might  have 
been  fellows  to  old  Jones's  of  Church  Dykely)  came  to  Captain  Sanker's 
to  make  inquiries  the  night  of  the  death,  and  heard  that  I  had  been 
first  up  with  King  after  his  fall,  he  said  I  should  have  to  give  evidence. 
So  I  stayed  on  witli  them — much  to  my  uneasiness. 

If  I  had  tiiouglit  the  Sankers  queer  people  before,  I  thought  them 
queerer  now.  Not  one  of  the  boys  and  girls,  except  Fred,  cared  to  go 
alone  by  the  door  of  tlie  room  where  King  lay.  And,  talking  of  King, 
it  was  not  until  I  saw  the  name  on  the  cofRn-lid  that  I  knew  his  name 
was  not  King,  but  Kingdey.  He  looked  as  nice  and  peaceful  as  any 
dead  lad  with  a  nice  foce  could  look ;  and  yet  they  were  afraid  to  pass 
by  outside.  Dan  and  Ruth  were  tlie  worst.  I  did  not  wonder  at  her 
— she  was  a  little  girl ;  but  I  did  at  Dan.    Fred  told  me  that  when 
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tliey  were  chlldreti  a  servant  used  to  tell  them  stories  of  gliosts  and 
dreams  and  bansliees ;  Iletta  and  lie  were  too  old  to  be  frightened, 
but  the  rest  had  taken  it  all  into  their  nature.  I  privately  thought  that 
]\Irs.  Sanker  was  no  better  than  the  fool  of  a  servant,  reciting  to  them 
lier  dreams  and  accounts  of  aj)paritions. 

King  died  on  the  Wednesday  afternoon.  On  Thursday  afternoon  the 
inquest  took  place.  It  was  held  at  the  Angel  Inn,  in  Sidbury,  and 
Mr.  Robert  Allies  was  the  foreman.  Boys  don't  give  evidence  on 
inquests  every  daj^ :  I  felt  shy  and  uncomfortable  at  having  to  do  it ; 
and  perhaps  that  may  be  the  reason  why  the  particulars  remain  so 
strongly  on  my  memory.  The  time  fixed  was  three  o'clock,  but  it 
was  nearly  four  when  they  came  down  to  look  at  King :  the  coroner 
explained  to  the  jury  that  he  had  been  detained.  When  they  went 
back  to  the  Angel  Inn  we  followed  them — Captain  Sanker,  Fred,  and  I. 

All  sorts  of  nonsense  ran  about  the  town.  It  was  reported  that 
tliere  had  been  a  fight  with  the  Frogs  on  Malvern  Hill,  ihuing  which 
King  had  been  pitclicd  over.  This  was  only  laughed  at  by  those  who 
knew  how  foundatioidess  it  was.  Not  a  shadow  of  cause  existed  for 
supposing  it  to  have  been  anything  but  a  pure  accident. 

The  coroner  and  jury  sat  at  a  long  table  covered  with  green  baize. 
The  coroner  had  his  clerk  by  him;  and  on  one  side  Mr.  Allies  sat 
Captain  C'hambeilain,  on  the  other  side  Mr.  Allcroft.  Dr.  Teal  and 
Mr.  Woodward  were  present,  and  gave  the  medical  evidence  in  a  most 
learned  manner.  Reduced  to  plainness,  it  meant  that  King  had  died 
of  an  injury  to  the  head. 

When  my  turn  came,  what  they  chiefly  asked  me  was,  whether  I 
had  seen  or  heard  any  quarrelling  with  St.  Peter's  boys  that  day  at 
Malvern.  None  whatever,  I  answered.  Was  I  quite  sure  of  that? 
pursued  one — it  was  Mr.  Allcroft.  I  did  not  think  there  had  been,  or 
could  have  been,  I  repeated  :  we  and  the  charity  boys  had  kept  apart 
from  each  other  all  day.  Then  another  of  the  jury,  Mr.  Stone,  put 
some  questions,  and  then  Mr.  Allen— I  thought  they  were  never  going 
to  believe  me.  So  I  said  it  was  the  opposite  of  qr.arrelling,  and  told  of 
Captain  Sanker's  giving  one  of  them  half-a-crown  because  he  had  been 
kind  to  King  on  Saturday,  and  of  some  of  the  boys— all  who  had  not 
gone  home  in  the  hrst  van — having  helped  us  to  look  for  King  at  night. 
After  they  had  turned  me  inside  out,  the  coroner  could  say  that  these 
questions  were  merely  put  for  form's  sake  and  for  the  satisfaction  of  the 
public. 

When  the  witnesses  were  done  with,  the  coroner  spoke  to  the  jury. 
I  suppose  it  was  his  charge.  It  seemed  all  as  plain  as  a  tin-npiko,  he 
said  :  the  poor  little  lame  boy  had  slipped  and  fallen.  The  probability 
was  that  he  had  dropped  asleep  too  near  the  edge  of  the  perpendicular 
bank,  and  had  either  fallen  over  in  his  sleep,  or  in  the  act  of  awaking. 
He  (the  coroner')  thought  it  must  have  been  the  former,  as  no  cry 
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appeared  to  have  been  made,  or  heard.  Under  these  circuraytanccs,  he 
believed  the  jury  could  have  no  difficulty  in  arriving  at  their  verdict. 

The  last  word,  "  verdict,"  was  still  on  his  tongue,  when  some  commo- 
tion took  place  at  the  end  of  the  room.  A  working-man,  in  his  shirt- 
sleeves and  a  leather  apron  on,  was  pushing  in  through  the  crowd  at 
the  door,  making  straight  for  the  table  and  the  coroner.  Some  of  the 
jury  knew  him  for  John  Dance,  a  glove-cutter  at  a  Quaker  gentleman's 
manufactory  liard  by.  lie  begged  pardon  of  the  gentlefolk  for  coming 
amid  'em  abrupt  like  that,  he  said,  just  as  he  was,  but  something  had 
but  now  come  to  his  hearing  about  the  poor  little  boy  who  had  died. 
It  made  him  fear  he  had  not  fell  of  himself,  but  been  flung  over,  and 
he  had  thought  it  his  duty  to  come  and  tell  it. 

The  consternation  this  suggestion  created,  delivered  in  its  homely 
words,  would  not  be  easy  to  describe.  Captain  Sanker,  who  had  been 
sitting  against  the  wall,  got  up  in  agitation.  John  Dance  was  asked 
his  grounds  for  what  he  said,  and  was  entering  into  a  long  rigmarole  of 
a  tale  when  the  coroner  stopped  him,  and  bade  him  simply  say  how  it 
had  come  to  his  own  knowledge.  He  answered  tliat  upon  going  home 
just  now  to  tea,  from  his  work,  his  son  Harry,  who  was  in  St.  Peter's 
School,  told  him  of  it,  having  been  sent  to  do  so  by  the  master,  Clerk 
Jones.     His  son  was  with  him,  waiting  to  be  questioned. 

The  boy  came  forward,  very  red  and  sheepish,  looking  as  thougli  lie 
thought  he  was  going  to  be  hung.  He  stammered  and  stuttered  in 
giving  his  answers  to  the  coroner. 

The  tale  he  told  was  this.  His  name  was  Henry  Dance,  aged 
tliirteen.  He  was  on  the  hill,  not  very  far  from  St.  Ann's  Well,  on 
tlie  Tuesday  afternoon,  looking  about  for  Mark  Ferrar.  All  on  a 
sudden  he  heard  some  quaiTelling  below  him  :  somebody  seemeil  to  be 
in  a  foaming  passion,  and  little  King  the  lame  boy  called  out  in  a 
friglit,  "Oh,  don't!  don't!  you'll  throw  me  over!"  Heard  then  a 
sort  of  rustle  of  shrubs — as  it  sounded  to  him — and  then  heard  the 
steps  of  some  one  running  away  along  the  path  below  the  upright  bank. 
Couldn't  see  anything  of  this  ;  the  bank  prevented  him  ;  but  did  see 
the  arm  of  the  boy  wlio  was  running  as  lie  turned  round  tlie  corner. 
Didn't  see  the  boy  ;  only  saw  his  left  arm  swaying ;  he  had  a  green 
handkerchief  in  his  hand.  Could  not  tell  whetlier  it  was  one  of  their 
l)oys  (St.  Peter's)  or  one  of  the  college  boys  ;  didn't  see  enough  of  liim 
fur  that.  Didn't  know  tlien  that  anything  bad  had  hajiponed,  and 
thougiit  no  more  about  it  at  all ;  didn't  hear  of  it  till  tlie  next  morning: 
he  had  been  in  the  first  van  that  left  Malvern,  and  went  to  bed  as  soon 
as  lie  got  home. 

The  account  was  listened  to  breathlessly.  The  boy  was  in  a  regular 
fright  while  he  told  it,  but  his  tones  and  looks  seemed  honest  and  true. 

'•  How  did  you  know  it  was  King  Sanker's  voice  you  heard?  "  asked 
the  coroner. 
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''Please,  sir,  I  didn't  know  it,"  was  the  answer.  "  When  I  canio  to 
liear  of  his  fall  the  next  day,  I  snpposed  it  mnst  ha'  hceii  his.  1  didiTt 
know  anvlioily  had  fell  down  ;  I  didn't  hear  any  fry." 

"  ^^' hat  time  in  the  afternoon  was  this  ?  " 

"  Please,  sir,  I  don't  know  exact.  We  had  our  tea  at  four  :  it  wasn't 
over-long  after  that." 

"  Did  you  recognize  the  other  voice  ?  " 

"  No,  sir.     It  -was  a  boy's  voice." 

"  Was  it  one  you  had  ever  heard  before  ?  " 

"  I  couldn't  tell,  sir ;  I  wasn't  near  enough  to  hear  or  to  catch  the 
words.     King  Sanker  spoke  last,  just  as  I  got  over  the  spot." 

"  You  heard  of  the  accident  the  next  morning,  you  say.  l»id  you 
liear  of  it  early  ?  " 

"  It  was  afore  breakfast,  sir.  Some  of  our  boys  that  waited  for  the 
last  van  telled  me;  and  Ferrar,  he  telled  me.  They  said  they  had 
helped  to  look  for  him." 

"  And  then  it  came  into  your  mind  that  it  was  King  Sanker  yon  had 
heard  speak  V  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  it  did.  It  come  right  into  my  mind,  all  sudden  like,  that 
he  might  have  been  throwed  over." 

"  Well  now,  ]\Ir.  Harry  Dance,  how  was  it  that  you  did  not  at  once 
hasten  to  report  this  ?    How  is  it  that  you  have  kept  it  in  till  now  ?  " 

Harry  Dance  looked  too  confused  and  frightened  to  answer.  He 
picked  at  the  band  of  his  grey  cap  and  stood,  tirst  on  one  foot,  then  on 
the  other.  The  coroner  pressed  the  question  sharply,  and  he  replied  in 
confusion. 

Didn't  like  to  tell  it.  Knew  people  were  saying  it  might  have  been 
one  of  their  boys  that  had  pitched  him  over.  Was  afraid  to  tell.  Did 
say  a  word  to  Mark  Ferrar  ;  not  much  :  Ferrar  wanted  to  know  more, 
and  what  it  was  he  meant,  but  didn't  tell  him.  That  was  yesterday 
morning.  Had  felt  uncomfortable  ever  since  then,  wanting  to  tell,  but 
not  liking  to.  This  afternoon,  in  school,  writing  their  copies  at  the 
desk,  he  had  told  Tom  Wood'art,  the  carpenter's  son,  who  sat  next 
him  ;  leastways,  had  said  the  college  boy  had  not  fell  of  himself,  but 
been  pitched  over ;  and  Tom  Wood'art  had  made  him  tell  it  to  another 
boy,  Collins ;  and  then  the  two  had  went  up  to  the  desk  and  telled 
their  master,  Mr.  Jones ;  and  Mr.  Jones,  after  calling  him  up  to  ask 
about  it,  had  ordered  him  home  to  tell  it  all  to  his  father;  and  his 
father  said  he  must  come  and  tell  it  here. 

The  father,  John  Dance,  spoke  up  again  to  confirm  this,  so  far  as  his 
part  went.  He  was  so  anxious  it  should  l)e  told  to  the  gentlemen  at 
once,  he  repeated,  that  he  had  come  out  all  untidy  as  he  was,  not 
stopping  to  put  himself  to  rights  in  any  way. 

The  next  person  to  step  forward  was  Mr.  Jones,  in  his  white  cravat 
and  black  clothes.    He  stated  that  the  two  boys,  Thomas  Woodward 
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and  James  Collins,  had  made  this  strange  communication  to  him. 
Upon  which  he  had  questioned  Dance,  and  at  once  despatched  him 
home  to  acquaint  his  father. 

What  sort  of  a  boy  is  Harry  Dance,  Mr.  Jones?"  inquired  the 
coroner.  "  A  truthful  boy? — one  to  be  depended  on  ?  Some  bo^'s,  as 
I  dare  say  you  know,  are  capable  of  romancing  in  the  most  unaccount- 
able manner  :  inventing  Hes  by  the  bushel." 

''  The  boy  is  truthful,  sir ;  a  sufficiently  good  boy,"  was  the  reply. 
"  Some  of  them  are  just  what  you  describe ;  but  Dance,  so  far  as  I 
believe,  may  be  relied  upon." 

"Well,  now,  if  tliis  is  to  be  credited,  it  must  have  beeu  one  of  St. 
Peter's  boys  who  threw  the  deceased  over,"  observed  a  juryman  at  the 
other  end.  "Did  you  do  it  yourself,  Harry  Dance?  Stand  straight, 
and  answer." 

"  No,  sir ;  I  shouldn't  never  like  to  do  such  a  cowardly  thing,"  was 
the  answer,  given  with  a  rush  of  fear — if  the  look  of  his  face  might  bo 
trusted.     "  I  was  not  anigh  him." 

"  It  must  have  been  one  of  you.  This  is  the  result  of  that  fight  you 
two  sets  of  boys  held  on  Saturday.    You  have  been  harbouring  malice." 

"  Please,  sir,  I  wasn't  in  the  tight  on  Saturday.  I  had  went  over  to 
Clains  on  an  errand  for  mother." 

"  That's  true,"  said  Clerk  Jones.  "  Dance  was  not  in  the  fight  at 
all.  As  far  as  I  can  ascertain,  there  was  no  ill-feeling  displayed  on 
either  side  at  Malvern ;  no  quarrelling  of  any  kind."  And  Captain 
Sanker,  who  was  standing  up  to  listen,  confirmed  this. 

"  The  natural  deduction  to  be  drawn  is,  that  if  the  deceased  was 
flung  over,  it  was  by  one  of  St.  Peter's  boys — though  the  probability 
is  that  he  did  not  intend  to  inflict  much  injury,"  observed  one  of  the 
jury  to  the  rest.  "  Boys  are  so  reprehensibly  thoughtless.  Come, 
Harry  Dance  !  if  you  did  not  give  In'm  a  push  yourself,  you  can  tell,  I 
dare  say,  who  did  " 

But  Dance,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  affirmed  that  he  knew  no  more 
than  he  had  told  :  he  had  not  the  least  notion  who  the  boy  was  that 
had  been  quarrelling  with  King.  He  saw  none  of  the  boys,  St.  Peter's 
boj'S  or  college  boys,  about  the  hill  at  that  time ;  though  he  was  looking 
out  for  them,  because  he  wanted  to  find  Ferrar :  and  he  knew  no  more 
than  the  dead  what  boy  it  was  who  had  run  away,  for  he  saw  nothing 
but  his  arm  and  a  green  handkerchief. 

"  Did  you  lind  Ferrar  after  that?  "  resumed  the  coroner. 

"Yes,  sir;  not  lung  after.  I  fouiiil  him  looking  for  nic  round  un 
t'other  side  of  St.  Ami's  Well." 

"  By  the  way — on  which  side  of  St.  Ann's  Well  is  situated  the  spot 
where  you  heard  the  quarrel  ?  " 

"  On  the  I'ight-hand  side,  sir,  looking  duivn  the  hill,"  said  the  boy. 
And  by  the  stress  laid  on  the  "  down  "  1  judged  him  to  be  given  to 
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exactness.  "  I  know  the  place,  sir.  If  you  take  a  sideway  patli  from 
tlie  Well  bearing  dowii'ards,  you  come  to  it.  It's  shady  and  quiet 
there  ;  a  place  that  nobody  hardly  finds  out." 

"Did  you  say  anything  to  Ferrar,  when  you  found  him,  of  what 
you  had  heard  ?  " 

"  No,  sir.  I  didn't  think  any  more  about  it.  I  didn't  think  any 
harm  had  been  done." 

"  But  you  did  mention  it  to  Ferrar  the  next  morning  ?  " 
■    "  Yes,  sir,  I  had  heard  of  it,  then." 

»  What  did  you  say  ?  " 

"  I  only  said  I  was  afeard  he  might  have  been  throwed  over.  Ferrar 
asked  me  why,  but  I  didn't  like  to  say  no  more,  for  fear  of  doing  mis- 
chief. It  wasn't  me,"  added  Dance,  appealing  piteously  to  the  jury. 
"  I  wouldn't  have  hurt  a  hair  of  his  head:  he  was  weak  and  lame." 

"Is  Ferrar  here?  "  cried  the  coroner.     "  AVe  must  have  liim." 

Ferrar  was  not  there.  And  Mr.  Jones,  speaking  up,  said  he  had  seen 
nothing  of  Ferrar  since  the  previous  day.  He  was  informed  that  he 
had  taken  French  leave  to  go  oif  somewhere — which  kind  of  leave,  in 
point  of  fact,  he  added.  Master  Ferrar  was  much  in  the  habit  of  taking. 

"  But  where  has  he  gone  ?  "  cried  the  coroner.  "  You  don't  mean 
he  has  decamped  ?  " 

"Decamped  for  the  time  being,"  said  Mr.  Jones.  "He  will  no  doubt 
put  in  an  appearance  in  a  day  or  two." 

Not  one  of  the  jury  but  pricked  up  his  ears  ;  not  one,  I  could  see  it 
in  their  faces,  but  was  beginning  to  speculate  on  this  absence  of 
Ferrar's.  The  coroner  was  staring  straight  before  him,  speculating  too: 
and  just  then  Fred  Sanker  said  something  in  a  half-w^iisper. 

"  Ferrar  was  with  my  brother  King  at  the  spot  where  he  fell  from. 
As  far  as  we  know  he  was  the  last  person  who  ever  saw  him  alive." 

"  And  not  here  !  "  cried  the  coroner.  "  Why  is  he  not  ?  ^^'llere 
does  the  neglect  lie,  I  wonder?  Gentlemen,  I  think  we  had  better 
send  round  for  his  father,  and  ask  an  explanation." 

In  a  small  town  like  Worcester  (small  in  comparison  with  great 
capitals)  the  inhabitants,  rich  and  poor,  mostly  know  one  another,  what 
they  are,  and  where  their  dwelling  is.  Old  Ferrar  lived  within  a  stone's- 
throw  of  the  Angel  ;  he  was  a  china  painter,  emploj-ed  by  the  I\Iessrs. 
Chamberlain.  Some  one  ran  for  him  ;  and  he  came ;  a  tidy -looking 
man  in  a  good  coat,  with  grey  whiskers  and  grey  hair.  He  bowed 
civilly  to  the  room,  and  gave  his  name  as  Thomas  Ferrar. 

As  far  as  anything  connected  with  what  took  place  at  IMalvern  he 
was  in  total  ignorance,  he  said.  When  his  son  Mark  got  home  on  the 
Tuesday  night,  he  had  told  him  that  Captain  Sanker's  little  boy  liad 
fallen  down  a  part  of  tlie  hill,  and  that  he,  Mark,  had  been  one  of  those 
who  helped  to  tind  him.  In  the  afternoon  of  the  same  day  they  heard 
the  Httle  boy  had  died. 
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"  Where  is  your  son  ?  "  asked  the  coroner. 

"  I  am  not  sure  where  he  is,"  replied  Thomas  Fcrrar.  "  When  I 
and  his  brotlior  got  home  from  the  factory  on  Wednesday  evening,  my 
dangliter  told  me  Mark  had  gone  oft'  again.  Somebody  had  given  him 
half-a-crown,  I  believe.  With  that  in  his  pocket,  he  was  pretty  sure  to 
go  off"  on  one  of  his  rovings." 

"  He  is  in  the  habit  of  going  oft',  then  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  he  has  done  it  on  occasion  almost  ever  since  he  could  run 
alone.  I  used  to  leather  him  well  for  it,  but  it  was  of  no  use  ;  it  didn't 
stop  it.  It's  his  only  fault.  Barring  that,  he's  as  good  and  upright 
a  lad  as  anybody  need  have.  He  does  not  go  oft'  for  the  purpose  of 
doing  harm  :  neither  does  he  get  into  any." 

"  Where  does  he  go  to  ?  " 

"  Always  to  one  of  two  places ;  to  South  Crabb,  or  to  his  grand- 
father's at  Pinvin.  It's  generally  to  South  Crabb,  to  see  the  Batleys, 
who  are  cousins  of  my  late  wife's.  They've  boys  and  girls  of  Mark's 
own  age,  and  he  likes  to  be  there." 

"  You  conclude,  then,  that  he  is  at  one  of  these  places  now?  " 

"  Sure  to  be,  sir;  and  I  think  it's  sure  to  be  South  Crabb.  He  was 
at  Pinvin  a  fortnight  ago ;  for  I  walked  over  on  the  Sunday  morning  and 
took  him  with  me.  Mark  is  of  a  roving  turn ;  he  is  always  talking  of 
wanting  to  see  the  world.  I  don't  believe  he'll  ever  settle  down  to 
steady  work  at  home." 

"  Well,  we  want  him  here,  Mr.  Ferrar ;  and  must  have  him  too. 
Could  you  send  after  him — and  get  him  here  by  to-morrow?  " 

"I  can  send  his  brother  after  him,  if  you  say  it  must  be.  The  like- 
lihood is  that  he  will  come  home  of  himself  to-morrow  evening." 

"  Ay,  but  we  must  have  him  here  in  the  afternoon,  you  see.  We 
want  to  liear  what  he  can  tell  us  about  the  deceased.  It  is  thought 
that  he  was  the  last  person  with  him  before  the  fell.  And,  gentlemen," 
added  the  coroner,  turning  to  the  jury,  "  I  will  adjourn  proceedings  to 
the  same  hour  to-morrow — three  o'clock." 

So  the  inquest  was  adjourned  accordingly,  and  the  room  slowly 
cleared  itself.  Very  slowly.  People  stood  in  groups  of  threes  and 
fours  to  talk  to  each  other.  This  new  evidence  was  startling  :  and  the 
impression  it  made  was,  that  one  of  the  Frogs  had  certainly  throAvn 
King  down. 

The  green  handkerchief  was  mentioned.  Coloured  silk  pocket-hand- 
kerchiefs wore  much  patronized  by  gentlemen  then,  and  the  one  used 
by  Dr.  Teal  that  day  ha]i])cned  to  be  green.  The  doctor  said  he  had 
missed  his  haiidkcrchief  when  they  were  down  at  the  Abbey  before  tea, 
but  could  not  tell  where  he  had  left  it.  He  found  it  in  the  room  at  St. 
Ann's  when  they  got  up  again,  and  supposed  it  had  been  there  all 
along.  So  that  handkerchief  was  not  much  thought  of:  especially  as 
several  of  the  Frogs  had  green  neckerchiefs  on,  and  might  have  taken 
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them  off,  as  it  was  very  hot.  That  a  Irog  hud  fkiig  lyrfg  over, 
appeared  to  be,  to  use  the  coroner's  words  on  aiioiTie^'yart  of  the 
subject,  as  plain  as  a  turnpike.  The  Bankers,  on(y  aynp^aW,  adopted  it 
Hs  conclusive  ;  Captain  Sanker  in  particular  was  Ej^ly  wild,  and  sai<l 
bitter  things  of  the  Frogs.  Poor  King  still  la^^^the  same  room,  and 
none  of  them,  as  before,  cared  to  go  by  the  door: 

It  must  have  been  in  the  middle  of  the  night.  Anyway,  it  looked 
pitch-dark.  I  was  asleep,  and  dreaming  that  we  were  sorting  liand- 
kerchiefs :  all  colours  seemed  to  be  there  but  a  green  one,  and  that — 
the  one  being  looked  for — we  could  not  find :  when  something  suddenly 
woke  me.  A  hand  was  grasping  at  my  shoulder. 
Halloa!  who's  there?" 

I  say,  Johnny,  I  can't  stop  in  my  bed  ;  I've  come  to  yours.     If  you 
mind  my  getting  in,  I'll  lie  across  the  foot,  and  get  to  sleep  that  way." 

The  voice  was  Dan's,  and  it  had  no  end  of  horror  in  it.  He  was 
standing  by  the  bed  in  his  night-shirt,  shivering.  And  yet  the  summer's 
nigiit  was  hot. 

"  Get  in,  if  you  like,  Dan  :  there's  plenty  of  room.  AVhat's  the  matter 
vnth  your  own  bed  ?  " 

"  King's  there,"  he  said,  in  a  dreadful  whisper,  as  he  crept  trembling  in. 

"  King  !     Why,  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  He  comes  in  and  lies  down  in  his  place  just  as  he  used  to  lie," 
shivered  Dan.  "  I  asked  Toby  to  sleep  with  me  to-night,  and  Fred 
wouldn't  let  him.  Fred  ought  to  be  ashamed  ;  it's  all  his  ill-nature. 
He's  bigger  than  I  am,  one  of  the  seniors,  and  he  never  cares  whether 
he  sleeps  alone  or  not." 

"  But,  Dan,  you  should  not  get  these  fancies  into  your  head  about 
Khig.     You  know  it's  not  true." 

"  I  tell  you  it  is  true.  King's  there.  First  of  all,  he  stood  at  the 
foot  of  the  bed  and  looked  at  me ;  and  then,  when  I  hid  my  face,  I 
found  he  had  got  into  it.  He's  lying  there,  just  as  he  used  to  lie,  his 
face  turned  to  the  wall." 

"  To  begui  with,  you  couldn't  see  him — him,  or  any  one  else.  It's 
too  dark." 

"  It's  not  dark.  My  room's  lighter  than  this  ;  it  has  a  bigger  window : 
and  the  sky  was  bright  and  the  stars  were  out.  Anyway,  Johnny,  it 
was  light  enough  to  see  King — and  there  he  was.  Do  you  think  Fd 
tell  a  lie  over  it?" 

I  can't  say  I  felt  very  comfortable  myself.  It's  not  pleasant  to  be 
woke  up  with  this  kind  of  thing  at  the  top  of  a  house  when  somebody's 
lying  dead  underneath.  Dan's  voice  was  enough  to  give  one  the  shivers, 
let  alone  his  words.  Some  stars  came  out,  and  I  could  see  the  outline 
of  the  furniture  :  or  perhaps  the  stars  had  been  shining  all  along ;  only, 
on  first  awaking,  the  eye  is  not  accustomed  to  the  darkness. 

'•  Try  and  go  to  sleep,  Dan.     Ynull  be  all  right  in  the  morning." 

Johnny  LuUlow.  — 11.  17 
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To  go  to  sleep  seemed,  however,  to  be  far  enough  from  Dan's 
thoughts.  After  a  bit  of  uneasy  turning  and  trembling — and  I'm  sure 
any  one  would  have  said  his  legs  had  caught  St.JVitus's  dance — he 
gave  sleep  up  as  a  bad  job,  and  broke  out  now  and  again  with  r-11  sorts 
of  detached  comments.     I  could  only  lie  and  listen. 

Wondered  whether  he  should  be  seeing  .King  always  ? — if  so,  would 
rather  be  dead.  Wished  he  had  not  gone  to  sleep  on  that  confounded 
bench  outside  St.  Ann's  Well — might  have  been  at  hand  near  King, 
and  saved  him,  if  he  had  not.  It  was  that  beastly  bottled  ale  that 
made  him.  Wished  bottled  ale  had  not  been  invented.  Wished  he 
could  wring  Dance's  neck — or  Ferrar's— or  that  Wood'arts,  whichever 
of  the  lot  it  was  that  had  struck  King.  Knew  it  was  one  of  the  three. 
What  on  earth  could  have  taken  the  Frogs  to  Malvern  that  day?  — 
Wished  every  Frog  ever  born  was  hanged  or  drowned.  Thought  it 
must  be  Ferrar — else  why  had  the  fellow  decamped?  Thought  the 
whole  boiling  of  Frogs  should  be  driven  from  the  town — how  dared 
they,  the  insolent  charity  beggars,  have  their  school  near  the  college 
school?  Wondered  what  would  be  done  to  Ferrar  if  it  was  proved 
against  him?  Wished  it  had  been  Ferrar  to  fall  down  in  place  of 
King.  Wished  it  had  been  himself  (Dan)  rather  than  King.  Poor 
King ! — who  was  always  so  gentle — and  never  gave  offence  to  any  of 
them — and  was  so  happy  with  his  hymns  and  his  fancies,  and  his 
poetry  ! — and  had  said  "  Lord  Bateman  "  for  them  that  day  when  told 
to  say  it,  and — and " 

At  this  thought  Dan  broke  fairly  down  and  sobbed  as  though  his 
heart  were  breaking.  I  felt  uncommonly  sorry  for  him ;  he  had  been 
very  fond  of  King;  and  I  was  sorry  for  his  superstition.  What  a 
mistake  it  seemed  for  Mrs.  Sanker  to  have  allowed  them  to  grow  up 
in  it. 

At  three  o'clock  the  next  day  the  inquest  met  again.  The  coroner 
and  jury,  who  seemed  to  have  got  thoroughly  interested  in  the  case 
now,  kept  their  time  to  a  minute.  There  was  much  stir  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, and  the  street  was  full  before  the  Angel  Inn.  As  to  Frog 
Lane,  it  was  said  the  excitement  there  had  never  been  equalled.  The 
report  that  it  was  one  of  St.  Peter's  boys  who  had  done  it,  went  echoing 
everywhere  ;  no  one  thought  of  doubting  it.  7  did  not.  Watching 
Harry  Dance's  face  when  he  had  given  his  evidence,  I  felt  sure  that 
every  word  he  said  was  true.  Some  one  had  flung  King  over :  and 
tliat  some  one,  there  could  be  no  question  of  it,  was  one  of  those 
coiiimon  adversaries,  the  Frogs.  If  King  must  have  gone  to  sleep  that 
afternoon,  l)ottcr  tliat  Dan,  as  he  had  said,  or  one  of  the  rest  of  us,  had 
■  stayed  by  to  jirotect  him  !  t  - 

Mark  Ferrar  had  turned  up.  His  brother  found  him  at  South  Crabb. 
Hr;  c;ime  to  the  inquest  in  his  best  clothes,  those  he  had  worn  at 
Malvein.     I  noticed  then,  but  I  had  not  remembered  it,  that  he  had  a 
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grass-green  neckerchief  on,  tied  with  a  large  bow  and  ends.  His  good- 
natured,  ugly,  honest  face  was  redder  tliaii  ever  as  he  stood  to  give  his 
evidence.  He  did  not  show  any  of  the  stammering  confusion  that 
Dance  had  done,  but  spoke  out  with  modest  self-possession. 

His  name  was  Mark  Ferrar,  aged  nearly  fourteen  (and  looking  ever 
so  much  older),  second  son  of  Thomas  Ferrar,  china  painter.  He  had 
seen  the  tieceased  boy,  King  Sanker,  at  Malvern  on  Tuesday.  When 
he  and  some  more  of  St.  Peter's  boys  were  coming  down  the  hill  they 
had  met  King  and  his  party.  King  spoke  to  him  and  told  his  father. 
Captain  Sanker,  that  he  was  the  Frog — the  college  boys  called  them 
Frogs — who  had  picked  him  up  out  of  the  fight  on  Saturday  to  save 
him  from  being  crushed :  and  Captain  Sanker  thanked  him  and  gave 
him  half-a-crown  to  spend  in  Malvern  cakes.  Master  Johnny  Ludlow 
was  with  the  Sankers,  and  saw  and  heard  this.  Did  not  buy  the 
INIalvern  cakes  ;  had  meant  to,  and  treat  the  rest  of  the  boys ;  but 
dinner  was  ready  near  the  foot  of  the  hill  when  they  got  down,  and 
forgot  it  afterwards.  After  dinner  he  and  a  lot  more  boys  went  up 
another  of  the  beacons  and  down  on  the  Herefordshire  side.  They  got 
back  about  four  o'clock,  and  had  bread-and-butter  and  cider  for  tea. 
Then  he  and  Harry  Dance  went  up  the  hill  again,  taking  two  ways,  to 
see  which  would  be  at  St.  Aim's  Well  first.  Couldn't  see  Dance  wJien 
he  got  up,  thought  he  might  be  hiding,  and  went  looking  about  for  him. 
Went  along  a  side-path  leading  off  from  St.  Ann's  ;  'twas  sheltered, 
and  thought  Dance  might  be  there.  Suddenly  heard  himself  called  to  c 
looked  onwards,  and  saw  the  lame  boy.  King  Sanker,  there,  and  some 
chairs  and  glasses  on  a  table.  Went  on,  and  King  asked  him  to  sit  down, 
and  began  talking  to  him,  saying  he  had  had  to  say  "  Lord  Bateman  " 
before  them  all.  He,  Ferrar,  did  not  know  what  "Lord  Bateman" 
was,  and  King  said  he  would  say  it  to  him.  Began  to  say  it ;  found  it 
was  poetry  verses :  King  had  said  a  good  many  when  he  broke  off  in 
the  middle  of  one,  and  told  him  to  go  then,  for  they  were  coming.  Did 
not  know  who  "they"  meant,  did  not  see  or  hear  anybody  himself ; 
but  went  away  accordingly.  Went  looking  all  about  for  Dance  again  ; 
found  him  by-and-by  on  a  kind  of  plateau  on  the  other  side  of  St.  Ann's. 
They  went  up  the  hill  together,  and  only  got  down  again  when  it  was 
time  to  start  for  Worcester.  He  did  not  go  in  the  first  van  ;  there  wa  s 
no  room  ;  waited  for  the  second.  Saw  the  other  party  starting :  heard 
that  some  one  was  missing :  found  it  was  King ;  offered  to  help  to  look 
for  him.  Was  going  up  with  the  rest  past  the  Unicorn,  when  some 
people  met  tliem,  saying  they'd  heard  groans.  Ran  on,  and  found  it 
was  King  Sanker.  He  seemed  to  have  fallen  right  down  from  the  place 
where  he  had  been  sitting  in  the  afternoon,  and  where  he,  Ferrar,  had. 
left  him. 

Such  in  substance  was  the  evidence  he  gave.     Some  of  it  I  could 
corroborate,  and  did,     I  told  of  King's  asking  that  Ferrar  might  go  up 
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to  him  the  next  day,  and  of  his  promising  him  "  Lord  Batenian,"  which 
he  had  got  by  him,  written  out. 

But  Ferrar  was  not  done  with.  Important  questions  had  to  be  asked 
him  yet.  Sometimes  it  was  the  coroner  who  put  them,  sometimes  one 
or  other  of  the  jury. 

"Did  you  see  anything  at  all  of  the  deceased  after  leaving  him  as 
you  have  described,  Mark  Ferrar  ?  " 

"  No,  sir.  I  never  saw  him  again  till  night,  when  we  found  him 
lying  under  a  part  of  the  hill." 

"  When  you  quitted  him  at  his  bidding,  did  you  see  any  boys  about, 
either  college  boys  or  St.  Peter's  boys  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,  I  did  not  see  any  ;  not  one.  The  hills  about  there  seemed 
as  lonely  as  could  be." 

"  Which  way  did  you  take  when  you  left  him  ?  " 

"  I  ran  straight  past  St.  Ann's,  and  got  on  to  the  part  that  divides 
the  Worcestershire  beacon  from  the  next.  Waiting  for  Dance,  I  sat 
down  on  the  slope,  and  looked  at  Worcester  for  a  bit,  trying  how  much 
of  the  town  I  could  make  out,  and  how  many  of  the  churches,  and  that. 
As  I  was  going  back  toward  St.  Ann's  I  met  Dance." 

"  What  did  Dance  say  to  you?  " 

"  He  said  he  had  been  hunting  for  me,  and  wanted  to  know  where  I 
had  hid  myself,  and  I  said  I  had  been  hunting  for  him.     We  went  on 
up  the  hill  then  and  met 'some  more  of  our  boys;  and  we  stayed  all 
together  till  it  was  time  to  go  down." 
•   "  Did  Dance  say  that  he  had  heard  sounds  of  quarrelling  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,  never  a  word." 

"  What  communication  did  Dance  make  to  you  on  the  subject  the 
following  morning?  " 

"Nothing  certain,  sir.  Dance  went  home  in  the  first  van,  and  he 
diiln't  hear  about  King  Sanker  till  the  morning.  I  was  saying  then 
how  we  found  him,  and  that  he  must  have  fell  straight  oft'  from  the 
plafe  above.  Dance  stopped  me,  and  said  was  it  sure  that  he  fell — was 
it  siu'c  he  had  not  been  pushed  oft"?  I  asked  why  he  said  that,  but  he 
wouldn't  answer." 

"  Did  he  refuse  to  answer  ?  " 

"  I  kept  asking  him  to  tell  me,  but  he  just  said  it  was  only  a  fancy 
that  came  to  him.     He  had  interrupted  so  eager  like,  that  I  thought  he 
must  have  heard  something.     Later,  I  asked  Master  Johimy  Ludlow 
whether  the  boy  had  been  pushed  oft",  but  he  said  no.     I  couldn't  get  it 
out  of  my  head,  however." 
"What  clothes  did  you  wear,  witness,  that  day  at  Malvern?" 
"  These  here  that  I've  got  on  now,  sir." 
"  Did  you  wear  that  same  green  neckerchief?  " 
•  Yes,  sir.     My  sister  Sally  bought  it  new  for  me  to  go  in." 
"  Did  you  take  it  off"  at  Malvern  ?  " 
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"  No,  sir." 

"Not  at  all?" 

"  No,  sir.  Some  of  them  took  tlieir  handkerchers  off  at  dinner, 
because  it  was  hot,  but  1  didn't." 

"Why  did  you  not?" 

For  the  first  time  Ferrar  hesitated.     His  face  turned  scarlet. 

"  Come,  speak  up.     The  truth,  mind." 

"Sally  had  told  me  not  to  mess  my  new  silk  handkercher,  for  I 
wasn't  likely  to  have  another  of  one  while ;  and  I  thought  if  I  got 
untying  and  re-tying  of  it,  I  should  mess  it."  It  seemed  quite  a  task  to 
Ferrar  to  confess  this.  He  feared  the  boys  would  laugh  at  him.  But  I 
think  no  one  doubted  that  it  was  the  true  reason. 

"  You  did  not  take  it  off  while  you  were  sitting  with  the  deceased?  " 

"  No,  sir.     I  never  took  it  off  all  day." 

"Take  it  of!^ now." 

Mark  Ferrar  looked  too  surprised  to  understand  the  order,  and  did 
nothing.     The  coroner  repeated  it. 

"  Take  off  this  here  handkercher,  air  ?     Now  ?  " 

"  Yes.     Tlie  jury  wish  to  sec  it  open." 

Mark  untied  the  bow  and  pulled  it  off,  his  very  freckles  showing  out 
red.     It  was  a  three-cornered  silk  neckerchief,  as  green  as  grass. 

"Was  this  like  the  kerchief  you  saw  being  swung  about,  Harry 
Dance?"  asked  the  coroner,  holding  it  up,  and  then  letting  it  drop  on 
the  table. 

Harry  Dance  gazed  at  it  as  it  lay,  and  shook  his  head.  "  I  don't 
think  it  were  the  one,  sir,"  he  said. 

"  Why  don't  you  think  it  ?  " 

"  That  there  looks  smaller  and  brighter,  and  t'other  was  bigger  and 
darker.     Leastways,  I  think  it  were." 

"  Was  it  more  like  this  ?  "  interrupted  Dr.  Teal,  shaking  out  his 
handkerchief  from  his  pocket. 

"  I  don't  know,  sir.  It  seemed  like  a  big  handkerchief,  and  was 
about  that  there  colour  o'  your'n." 

Some  inquiry  was  made  at  this  point  as  to  the  neckerchiefs  worn  by 
the  other  boys.  It  turned  out  that  two  or  three  had  worn  very  large 
ones,  something  the  colour  of  Dr.  Teal's.     So  that  ])assed. 

"  One  word,  Harry  Dance.  Did  you  see  Ferrar  with  his  handker- 
chief off  that  day  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  notice,  sir :  I  don't  remember.  Some  of  us  took  'em  off  on 
the  hills — 'twas  very  hot — and  never  put  'em  on  again  all  day." 

The  coroner  and  jury  talked  together,  and  then  Harry  Dance  was 
told  to  repeat  the  evidence  he  had  given  the  day  before.  He  went  over 
it  again:  the  sounds  of  quarrelling,  and  the  words  in  tlie  voice  he 
had  supposed  to  be  King's  :  "  Oh,  don't — don't !  you'll  throw  me 
over." 
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"  Had  Ferrar  his  neckerchief  on  when  you  met  him  soon  after  this  ?  " 
questioned  Captain  Chamberlain. 

"  I  think  he  had,  sir.  I  think  if  he  had  not  I  should  ha'  noticed  it. 
I'm  nearly  as  sure  as  I  can  be  that  it  wasn't  off." 

When  Dance  was  done  with,  Mark  Ferrar  was  begun  upon  again. 

"  \\1iat  induced  you  to  go  off  from  your  home  on  Wednesday  evening 
without  notice  ?  "  asked  the  coroner. 

"  I  went  to  South  Crabb,  sir." 

"  I  don't  ask  you  where  you  went,  I  ask  why  you  went  ?  " 

"  I  go  over  there  sometimes,  sir.     I  told  Sally  I  was  going." 

"  Can't  you  understand  my  question  ?     Why  did  you  go  ?  " 

"  Nothing  particular  made  me  go,  sir.  Only  that  I  had  got  some 
money ;  and  I  was  feeling  so  sorry  that  the  little  lame  boy  was  dead,  I 
couldn't  bear  to  be  still." 

"  You  have  been  punished  often,  Mark  Ferrar,  for  going  off  on  these 
expeditions  ?  "  cried  one  of  the  jury. 

"I  used  to  be,  sir.  Father  has  leathered  me  for  it  at  home,  and 
Clerk  Jones  at  school.  I  can't  do  without  going  out  a  bit.  I  wish  I 
was  a  sailor," 

"  Oh,  indeed  !  Well — is  there  one  of  your  companions  that  you  can 
suspect  of  having  harmed  this  poor  little  boy — accidentally  or  other- 
vnse  ?  " 

"  No,  sir.  It  is  being  said  that  he  was  pushed  over  in  ill-feeling,  or 
else  by  accident ;  but  it  don't  seem  likely." 

"  Did  you  push  him  over  yourself?  " 

"  Me !  "  returned  Ferrar,  in  surprise.     "  Me  push  him  over ! " 

"  As  far  as  we  can  learn  yet,  no  one  was  with  ITim  there  but  you." 

"  I'd  have  saved  him  from  it,  sir,  if  I  had  been  there,  instead  of 
harming  him.  When  he  sent  me  away  he  was  all  right,  and  not  sitting 
anigh  the  edge.  If  it  was  me  that  had  done  it,  sir,  he'd  not  have  asked 
for  me  to  go  up  to  him  in  his  room — and  shook  hands — and  said  I 
should  see  him  in  heaven." 

Mark  Ferrar  broke  down  at  the  remembrance,  and  sobbed  like  a 
child.  I  don't  think  one  single  person  present  thought  it  was  he, 
especially  the  coroner  and  jury.  But  the  question  was — which  of  the 
other  boys  could  it  have  been  ? 

Several  of  them  were  called  before  the  coroner.  One  and  all  declared 
tiiey  had  done  no  harm  to  the  deceased— had  not  been  near  him  to  do 
it — would  not  have  done  it  if  they  had  been — did  not  know  he  had  been 
sitting  in  the  place  talked  of — did  not  (most  of  them)  know  wheriC  the 
spot  was  now.     In  short,  they  denied  it  utterly. 

Mr.  Jones  stepped  forward  then.  lie  told  the  coroner  and  jury  that 
he  had  done  his  best  to  come  to  the  bottom  of  the  affair,  but  could  not 
find  out  anything.  He  did  not  believe  one  of  his  boys  had  been  in  it; 
they  were  mischievous  enough,  as  he  well  knew,  and  sometimes  deceit- 


THE  FINAL   ENDING   TO    IT.  263 

ful  enough ;  but  they  all  seemed  to  be,  and  he  honestly  believed  were, 
innocent  of  this. 

The  room  was  cleared  while  the  jury  deliberated.  Their  verdict 
was  to  the  effect  that  Kingsley  Sanker  had  died  from  falling  over  a 
portion  of  one  of  the  Malvern  hills ;  but  whether  the  fall  was  caused 
by  accident,  or  not,  there  was  not  sufficient  evidence  to  show. 

It  was  late  when  it  was  over.  Growing  dusk.  In  turning  out  of  the 
inn  passage  to  the  street,  I  remember  the  great  buaz  around,  and  the 
people  pushing  one's  elbows ;  and  I  can't  remember  much  more.  If 
one  Frog  was  there,  it  seemed  to  me  that  there  were  hundreds. 

I  stayed  at  Captain  Banker's  again  that  night.  We  all  went  up  to 
bed  after  supper  and  prayers — which  the  captain  read.  He  said  he 
could  not  divest  himself  of  the  idea  that  it  was  a  pure  accident — for 
who  would  be  likely  to  harm  a  helpless  lad  ? — and  that  what  Dance 
heard  must  have  boen  some  passing  dispute  connected  with  other 
people. 

''  Come  along,  Johnny  :  this  one  candle'll  do  for  us  both,"  cried  Dan, 
taking  up  a  bed  candlestick  and  waiting  for  me  to  follow  him. 

I  kept  close  to  him  as  we  went  by  the  room — the  room,  you  know — 
for  Dan  was  worse  than  any  of  them  for  passing  it.  He  and  King  had 
been  much  together.  King  followed  him  in  age;  they  had  always 
slept  together  and  gone  to  school  together ;  the  rest  were  older  or 
younger — and  naturally  Dan  felt  it  most. 

"  I  shan't  be  a  minute,  Johnny,  and  then  you  can  take  the  candle," 
said  he,  when  we  got  to  the  top.     "  Come  in." 

Before  I  had  well  turned  round,  after  getting  in,  I  declare  Dan  had 
rushed  all  his  things  off  in  a  heap  and  leaped  into  bed.  Poor  King 
used  not  to  be  so  quick,  and  Dan  always  made  him  put  the  light  out. 

"  Good-night,  Dan." 

"  Good-night,  Johnny.     I  hope  I  shall  get  to  sleep." 

He  put  his  head  under  the  bedclothes  as  I  went  away  with  the 
candle.  I  was  not  long  getting  into  bed  either.  The  stars  were  bright 
in  the  sky. 

Before  there  was  time  to  get  to  sleep,  Dan  cameburstmg  in,  shivering 
as  on  the  past  night,  and  asking  to  be  let  get  into  the  bed.  I  did  not 
mind  his  being  in  the  bed — ^liked  it  rather,  for  company — but  I  did  think 
it  a  great  stupid  pity  that  he  should  be  giving  way  to  these  superstitious 
fears  as  though  he  were  a  girl. 

"  Look  here,  Dan :  I  should  be  above  it.  One  of  the  smallest  of  those 
Frogs  couldn't  show  out  more  silly  than  this." 

"  He's  in  my  bed  again,  Johnny.  Lying  down.  I  can't  sleep  there 
another  night." 

"You  know  that  he  is  below  in  his  cofiSn — with  the  room-door 
locked." 

"  I  don't  care— ho's  there  in  the  bed.     You  had  no  sooner  gone  with 
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the  llglit  tlian  King  crept  in  and  lay  down  beside  me.  He  used  to  have 
a  way  of  putting  his  left  arm  over  me  outside  the  clothes,  and  he  put  it 
so  to-night." 

"Dan!" 

"  I  tell  you  he  did.  Nobody  would  believe  it,  but  he  did.  I  felt  it 
like  a  weight.  It  was  heavy,  just  as  dead  arms  are.  Johnny,  if  this 
goes  on,  I  shall  die.    Have  you  heard  what  mamma  says  ?  " 

"  No.    What  ?  " 

"  She  says  she  saw  King  last  night.  She  couldn't  sleep  ;  and  by-and- 
by,  happening  to  look  out  of  bed,  she  saw  him  standing  there.  He  was 
looking  very  solemn,  and  did  not  speak.  She  turned  to  awake  papa,  in 
spite  of  the  way  he  goes  on  ridiculing  such  things,  but  wlien  she  looked 
next  King  had  gone.  I  wish  he  was  buried,  Johnny;  I  shouldn't  think 
he  could  come  back  into  the  house  then.     Should  you  ?  " 

"  He's  not  in  it  now — in  that  sense.     It's  all  imagination." 

"  Is  it !  I  should  Hke  you  to  have  been  in  my  bed,  instead  of  me ; 
you'd  have  seen  whether  it  was  imagination  or  not.  Do  you  suppose 
his  heavy  arm  across  me  was  fancy?  " 

"  Well,  he  does  not  come  in  here.  Let  us  go  to  sleep.  Good-night, 
Dan." 

Dan  lay  still  for  a  good  bit,  and  I  was  nearly  asleep  when  he  awoke 
me  sobbing.    His  face  was  turned  the  other  way. 

"  I  wish  you'd  kill  me,  Johnny." 

"  Kill  you  !  " 

"  I  don't  care  to  live  any  longer  without  King.  It  is  so  lonely. 
There's  nobody  now.  Fred's  getting  to  be  almost  a  man,  and  Toby's 
a  little  duffer.  King  was  best.  I've  many  a  time  snubbed  him  and 
boxed  him,  and  I  always  put  upon  him ;  and — and  now  he's  gone.  I 
wish  I  had  fallen  down  instead  of  him." 

"  You'll  get  over  it,  Dan." 

"  Perhaps.  But  it's  such  a  thing  to  get  ovei-.  And  the  time  goes  so 
slowly.     I  wish  it  was  this  time  next  year  !  " 

"  Do  you  know  what  some  of  the  doctors  say  ?  " 

"  What  do  they  say  ?  "  returned  Dan,  j)utting  the  tip  of  his  nose  out 
of  bed. 

"  Dr.  Teal  told  Captain  Sanker  of  it ;  I  was  by  and  heard  him.  They 
tliiiik  that  poor  King  would  not  have  lived  above  another  year,  or  so: 
tliat  tliere  was  no  chance  (  f  his  living  to  grow  up.  So  you  might  have 
lost  liim  soon  in  any  case,  Dan." 

"  r.iit  he'd  have  been  here  till  then  ;  he  wouldn't  have  died  through 
falling  down  Malvern  Hill.  Oh,  and  to  think  that  I  was  rough  with 
l)im  often ! — and  didn't  try  to  help  liim  when  he  wanted  it !  and  laughed 
at  his  i)oetry  !  Johnny,  I  wish  you'd  kill  me  !  I  wish  it  had  been  me 
to  fall  over  instead  of  him  !  " 

There  was  not  one  of  them  that  felt  it  as  keenly  as  Dan  did  :  but  the 
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chances  were  that  he  would  forget  King  the  soonest.  IXin  was  of  that 
impetuous  warm  nature  that's  all  fire  at  first ;  and  all  forgetfulness  when 
the  fire  goes  out. 

I  went  home  the  next  day  to  Crabb  Cot.  Mr.  Coney  came  into 
Worcester  to  attend  the  corn-market,  and  offered  to  drive  me  back  in 
liis  gig.  So  I  took  my  leave  of  the  Bankers,  and  my  last  look  at  poor 
King  in  his  coffin.  He  was  to  be  buried  on  Monday  in  St.  Peter's 
churchyard. 


The  next  news  we  had  from  Worcester  Avas  that  Mark  Ferrar  had 
gone  to  sea.  His  people  had  wanted  him  to  take  up  some  trade  at 
liome  ;  but  Mark  said  he  was  not  going  to  stay  there  to  be  told  every 
day  of  his  life  that  he  killed  King  Banker.  For  some  of  the  Frogs  had 
taken  up  the  notion  that  it  must  have  been  he— why  else,  they  asked, 
did  the  coroner  and  the  rest  of  'em  want  to  see  his  green  handkercher 
shook  out  ?  So  his  father,  who  was  just  as  much  Imrt  at  the  aspersions 
as  Mark,  allowed  him  to  have  his  way  and  go  to  sea;  in  spite  of 
Sally  crying  her  eyes  out,  and  foretelling  that  he  would  come  liome 
drowned.  Mark  was  sent  to  London  to  some  friend,  who  undertook  to 
make  the  necessary  arrangements;  he  was  bound  apprentice  to  the 
sea,  and  shipped  off"  in  a  trading  vessel  sailing  for  Spain. 

It  was  Michaelmas  when  we  next  went  in  to  Worcester  (save  for  a 
day  at  the  festival),  driving  in  from  Dyke  Manor  :  the  Squire,  Mrs. 
Todhetley,  and  I.  You  have  heard  the  expedition  mentioned  before, 
for  it  was  the  one  when  we  hired  the  dairymaid,  Grizzel,  at  St.  John's 
mop.  That  business  over,  we  went  down  to  Captain  Banker's  and 
found  them  at  home. 

They  were  all  getting  pretty  well  over  the  death  now,  except  Dan. 
Dan's  grief  and  nervousness  were  as  bad  as  ever.  Worse,  even.  Captain 
and  Mrs.  Banker  enlarged  upon  it. 

"  Dan  grieves  after  his  brother  dreadfully :  they  were  always  com- 
panions, you  see,"  said  the  captain.  "  He  has  foolish  fancies  also : 
thinks  he  sees  King  continually.  We  have  had  to  put  him  to  sleep 
Avith  Fred  downstairs,  for  nothing  would  persuade  him  that  King,  poor 
fellow,  did  not  come  and  get  into  his  old  place  in  bed.  The  night  the 
poor  lad  was  buried,  Dan  startled  the  whole  house  Tip ;  he  flew  down 
the  stairs  crying  and  shrieking,  and  saying  that  King  was  there.  We 
don't  know  what  to  do  :  he  seems  to  get  worse,  rather  than  better. 
Did  you  notice  how  thin  he  has  become  ?  You  saw  him  as  you 
came  in." 

"  Like  a  bag  of  bones,"  said  the  Squire. 

'•  Ay.  Some  days  he  is  so  nervous  and  ill  he  can't  go  to  school. 
I  never  knew  such  a  thing,  for  my  part.  I  was  for  trying  flogging,  but 
his  mother  wouldn't  have  it." 


266  JOHNNY   LUDLOW. 

''  But — do  you  mean  to  tell  us,  Sanker,  that  he  fancies  he  sees  King's 
ghost  f  "  cried  the  Squire,  in  great  amazement. 

"Well,  I  suppose  so,"  answered  the  captain.  "He  fancies  he  sees 
libn  :  and  poor  King,  as  far  as  this  world's  concerned,  can  be  nothing 
but  a  ghost  now.  The  other  evening,  when  Dan  had  been  commanded 
to  the  head-master's  house  for  something  connected  with  the  studies 
and  detained  till  after  dark,  he  came  rushing  in  with  a  white  face  and 
his  hair  all  wet,  saying  he  had  met  King  under  the  elm-trees,  as  he  was 
running  back  through  the  green  towards  Edgar  Tower.  How  can  you 
deal  with  such  a  case  ?  " 

"  I  should  say  flogging  would  be  as  good  as  an}i;hing,"  said  the 
Squire,  decidedly. 

"  So  I  thought  at  first.  He's  too  ill  for  it  now.  There's  nothing, 
hardly,  left  of  him  to  flog." 

"  Captain  Sanker,  there  is  only  one  thing  for  you  to  do,"  put  in  Mrs. 
Todhetley.     "  And  that  is,  consult  a  clever  medical  man." 

"  Why,  my  dear  lady,  we  have  taken  him  to  pretty  nearly  all  the 
medical  men  in  Worcester,"  cried  the  captain.  "  He  goes  regularly  to 
Dr.  Hastings." 

"  And  what  do  the  doctors  say?  " 

"  They  think  that  the  catastrophe  of  King's  unhappy  death  has  seized 
upon  the  lad's'mind,  and  brought  on  a  sort  of  hypochondriacal  affection. 
One  of  them  said  it  was  what  the  French  would  call  a  maladie  des  nerfs. 
Dan  seems  so  full  of  self-reproach,  too." 

"  What  for  ?  " 

"  Well,  for  not  having  made  more  of  King  when  he  was  living.  And 
also,  I  think,  for  having  suffiered  himself  to  fall  asleep  that  afternoon  on 
the  bench  outside  the  Well :  he  says  had  he  kept  awake  he  might  have 
been  with  King,  and  so  saved  him.  But,  as  I  tell  Dan,  there's  nothing 
to  reproach  himself  with  in  that :  he  could  not  foresee  that  King  would 
meet  with  the  accident.  The  doctors  say  now  that  he  must  have 
change  of  air,  and  be  got  away  altogether.    They  recommend  the  sea." 

"  The  sea !     Do  you  mean  sea-air  ?  " 

"  No ;  the  sea  itself;  a  voyage  :  and  Dan's  wild  to  go.  A  less  com- 
plete change  tlian  that,  they  think,  will  be  of  little  avail,  for  his  illness 
borders  almost — almost  upon  lunacy.  I'm  sure,  what  with  one  thing 
and  another,  we  seem  to  be  in  for  a  peck  of  misfor times,"  added  the 
captain,  nunpling  his  hair  helplessly. 

"  And  shall  you  let  him  go  to  sea  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  don't  know.  I  stood  out  against  it  at  first.  Never  meant 
to  send  a  son  of  mine  to  sea;  that  has  always  been  my  resolution. 
Look  at  what  I  had  to  starve  upon  for  ever  so  many  years — a  lieu- 
tenant's half-pay — and  to  keep  my  wife  and  bring  up  my  children  upon 
it!  You  can't  imagine  it.  Squire;  it's  cruel.  Dan's  too  old  for  the 
navy,  liowever ;  and,  if  he  does  go,  it  muet  be  into  the  merchant  service. 
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I  don't  like  that,  either ;  we  regular  sailors  never  do  like  it,  we  hold 
ourselves  above  it ;  but  there's  a  better  chance  of  getting  on  in  it  and 
of  making  money." 

"  I'm  sure  I  am  very  sorry  for  it  altogether,"  said  Mrs.  Todhetley. 
"  A  sailor  cannot  have  any  comfort." 

"  I  expect  he'll  have  to  go,"  said  the  captain,  ruefully :  "  he  must  get 
these  ideas  out  of  his  head.  It's  such  a  thing,  you  see,  for  him  to  be 
always  fancying  he  sees  King." 

"  It  is  a  dreadful  thing," 

"  My  wife  had  a  brother  once  who  was  always  seeing  odd  colours 
wherever  he  looked  '  colours  and  shadows  and  things.  But  that  was 
not  as  had  as  this.  His  doctor  called  it  nerves  :  and  I  conclude  Dan 
takes  after  him." 

"  My  dear,  1  think  Dan  takes  after  your  side,  not  mine,"  calmly  put 
in  Mrs  Sanker,  who  had  her  light  hair  flowing  and  something  black  in 
it  that  looked  like  a  feather,  "  He  is  so  very  passionate,  you  know  :  and 
I  could  not  go  into  a  passion  if  1  tried." 

"  I  suppose  he  takes  after  us  both,"  returned  Captain  Sanker.  "  1 
know  he  never  got  his  superstitious  fancies  from  me,  or  from  any  one 
belonging  to  me.  We  may  be  of  a  passionate  nature,  we  Sankers,  but 
we  don't  see  ghosts." 

In  a  week  or  two's  time  after  that,  Dan  was  off  to  sea.  A  large 
shipping  firm,  trading  from  London  to  India,  took  him  as  midshipman. 
The  ship  was  called  the  Bangalore;  a  fine  vessel  of  about  fourteen 
hundred  tons,  bound  for  some  port  out  there.  "When  Captain  Sanker 
came  back  from  shipping  him  off,  he  was  full  of  spirits,  and  said  Dan 
was  cured  already.  No  sooner  was  Dan  amidst  the  bustle  of  London, 
than  his  fears  and  fancies  left  him. 

It  was  some  time  in  the  course  of  the  next  spring — getting  on  for 
summer,  I  think — that  Captain  Sanker  gave  up  his  Ifouse  in  Worcester, 
and  went  abroad,  somewhere  into  Germany.  Partly  from  motives  of 
economj--,  for  they  had  no  idea  of  saving,  and  somehow  spent  more 
than  their  income  ;  partly  to  see  if  change  would  get  up  Mrs.  Sanker's 
health,  which  was  failing.  After  that,  we  heard  nothing  more  of  them  ; 
and  a  year  or  two  went  on. 


"  Please,  sir,  here's  a  young  man  asking  to  see  you." 

"A  young  man  asking  to  see  me,"  cried  the  Squire — we  were  just 
finishing  dinner.     "  Who  is  it,  Thomas  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  sir,"  replied  old  Thomas.  "  Some  smart  young  fellow 
dressed  as  a  sailor.     "  I've  showed  him  into  your  room,  sir." 

"  Go  and  see  who  it  is,  Johnny." 

It  was  summer-time,  and  we  were  at  home  at  Dyke  ^lanor.  I  went 
on  to  the  little  square  room.     You  have  been  in  it  too.     Opposite  the 
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Squire's  old  bureau  and  underneath  the  map  of  Warwickshire  on  the 
wall,  sat  the  sailor.  He  had  good  blue  clothes  on  and  a  turned-down 
white  collar,  and  held  a  straw  hat  in  his  hand.  Where  had  I  seen  the 
face  ?  A  very  red-brown  honest  face,  with  a  mouth  as  wide  as  Molly's 
rolling-pin.     Wider,  now  that  it  was  smiling. 

He  stood  up,  and  turned  his  straw  hat  about  a  little  nervously. 
"  You've  forgotten  me.  Master  Johnny.     Mark  Ferrar,  please,  sir." 

Mark  Ferrar  it  was,  looking  shorter  and  broader ;  and  I  put  out  my 
hand  to  him.  I  take  my  likes  and  dislikes,  as  you  have  already  heard, 
and  can't  help  taking  them  ;  and  Ferrar  was  one  whom  I  had  ahvavs 
liked. 

"Please,  sir,  I've  made  bold  to  come  over  here,"  he  went  on. 
"  Captain  Banker's  left  Worcester,  they  tell  me,  and  I  can't  hear  where 
he  is  to  be  found :  and  the  Teals,  they  have  left.  I've  brought  news 
to  him  from  his  son,  Mr.  Dan  :  and  father  said  I  had  better  come  over 
here  and  tell  it,  and  maybe  Squire  Todhetley  might  get  it  sent  to  the 
captain." 

"  Have  you  seen  anything  of  Mr.  Dan,  then  ?'" 

"  I've  been  with  him  nearly  all  the  time,  Master  Johnny.  We 
served  on  the  same  ship :  he  as  middy  and  I  as  working  apprentice. 
Not  but  what  the  middies  are  aj)prenticed  just  as  sure  as  we  are. 
They  don't  do  onr  rough  work,  the  cleaning  and  that,  and  they  mess 
apart ;  but  that's  pretty  nigh  all  the  difference." 

"  And  how  are  you  getting  on,  Mark  ?  " 

^'  First-rate,  sir.  The  captain  and  officers  are  satisfied  with  me,  and 
when  I've  served  my  four  years  I  shall  go  up  to  pass  for  second  mate. 
I  try  to  improve  myself  a  bit  in  general  learning  at  odd  moments  too, 
sir,  seeing  I  didn't  have  much.  It  may  be  of  use  to  me  if  I  ever  get 
up  a  bit  in  life.     Mr.  Dan " 

"  But  look  here,  Ferrar,"  I  interrupted,  the  recollection  striking  me. 
"  How  came  you  and  Mr.  Dan  to  sail  together  ?  You  were  on  a  small 
home-coasting  barque  :  he  went  in  an  Indiaman." 

"  I  was  in  the  bai-que  first  of  all.  Master  Johnny,  and  took  a  voyage 
to  Spain  and  back.  But  our  owners,  hearing  a  good  repoit  of  me,  that 
I  was  likely  to  make  a  smart  and  steady  sailor,  put  me  on  their  big 
ship,  the  Banriulore.     In  a  day  or  two  Mr.  Dan  Sanker  came  on  board." 

''  And  how  is  he  getting  on  ?     Does  he " 

"  If  you  please.  Master  Johimy,  I'd  like  to  tell  what  I've  got  to  tell 
about  him  to  the  Squire,"  he  interrupted.  "  It  is  for  that,  sir,  I  have 
come  all  the  way  over  here." 

So  I  called  the  Squire  in.  The  following  was  the  condensed  substance 
of  Ferrar's  narrative.  What  with  his  way  of  telling  it,  and  what  with 
the  Squire's  interruptions,  it  was  rather  long. 

"Mr.  Dan  joined  the  Bangalore  the  day  we  sailed,  sir.  When  he 
saw  me  as  one  of  Uie  sailors  he  started  liack  as  if  I  siiuoked  him.     But 
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in  a  week  or  two,  when  he  had  f^ot  round  from  liis  hea-fcickuchs,  lie 
grew  friendly,  and  sometimes  talked  a  bit.  I  used  to  brinj,'  u\)  Master 
King's  death,  and  say  how  sorry  I  was  for  it — for  you  see,  sir,  I 
couldn't  bear  that  he  should  think  it  true  tliat  I  had  had  a  hand  in  it. 
But  he  seemed  to  hate  the  subject;  lie'd  walk  away  if  I  began  it,  and 
at  last  he  said  he  couldn't  stand  the  talking  about  King ;  so  1  let  it  be. 
Our  voyage  was  a  long  one,  for  the  ship  went  about  from  port  to  port. 
Mr.  Dan " 

"  What  sort  of  a  sailor  did  he  make  ?  "  intermpted  the  Squire. 

"Well,  sir,  he  was  a  good  smart  sailor  at  his  work,  but  he  got  to  be 
looked  upon  as  rather  a  queer  kind  of  young  man.  He  couldn't  bear 
to  keep  his  night  watches — it  was  too  lonely,  he  said;  and  several 
times  he  fell  into  trouble  for  calling  up  the  hands  when  there  was 
nothing  to  call  them  up  for.  At  Hong  Kong  he  had  a  fever,  and  they 
shaved  his  head  ;  but  he  got  well  again.  One  evening,  after  we  had 
left  Hong  Kong  and  were  on  our  way  to  San  Francisco,  I  was  on  deck 
— almost  dark  it  was — when  Mr.  Dan  comes  down  the  rigging  all  in  a 
heap,  just  as  if  a  wild-cat  was  after  him.  '  There's  King  up  there,'  he 
says  to  me  :  and  Mr.  Conroy,  do  what  he  would,  couldn't  get  him  up 
again.  After  that  he  went  about  the  ship  peeping  and  peering,  always 
fancying  King  was  hiding  somewhere  and  going  to  pounce  out  upon 
him.  The  captain  said  his  fever  was  coming  back  :  Mr.  Dan  said  it 
was  not  fever,  it  was  King.  I  told  him  one  day  what  I  thought — that 
Master  King  had  been  flung  down  ;  that  it  was  not  an  accident — I  felt 
as  sure  of  it  as  though  I  had  seen  it  done  ;  and  what  I  said  seemed  to 
put  him  up,  sir.  Who  did  I  fancy  had  done  it,  or  would  do  it  ?  he 
asked  me  all  in  anger  :  and  I  said  I  did  not  know  who,  but  if  ever  I 
got  back  to  Worcester  I'd  leave  not  a  stone  unturned  to  tind  out.  Well, 
sir,  he  got  worse  :  Avorse  in  his  fancies,  and  worse  as  to  sickness.  He 
was  seeing  King  always  at  night,  and  he  had  dysentery  and  ague,  and 
grew  so  weak  tliat  he  could  hardly  stand.  One  of  the  cabin-boys  took 
sick  and  died  on  board.  The  night  he  lay  below,  dead,  Mr.  Dan  bui-st 
into  the  saloon  saying  it  was  King  who  was  below,  and  that  he'd  never 
be  got  out  of  the  ship  again.  Mr.  Conroy — he  was  the  chief  mate,  sir 
—humoured  him,  telling  him  not  to  fear,  that  if  it  was  King  he  would 
be  buried  deep  in  the  sea  on  the  morrow  :  but  Mr.  Dan  said  he'd  not 
stop  in  the  sea,  any  more  than  he  had  stopped  in  his  grave  in  St.  Peter's 
churchyard  at  home ;  he'd  be  back  in  the  ship  again." 

"  Dan  Sanker  must  have  been  mad,"  observed  the  Squire. 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  think  he  was  ;  leastways  not  right.  In  a  day  or  two  he 
had  to  be  fastened  down  in  his  berth  with  brain-fever,  and  Mr.  Conroy 
Raid  that  as  he  had  known  me  in  the  past  days  I  had  better  be  the  one 
to  sit  with  him,  for  he  couldn't  be  loft.  I  was  quite  taken  aback  to 
hear  what  he  said  in  his  mutterings,  and  hoped  it  wasn't  true." 
"  Did  he  get  well  again  ?  " 
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"  Just  for  a  day  or  two,  sir.  The  fever  left  him,  but  he  was  in  the 
shockingest  state  of  weakness  you  could  imagine.  The  night  before 
he  died " 

The  Squire  started  up.     "  Dan  Banker's  not  dead,  Ferrar  !  " 

"  Yes  he  is,  sir.    It's  what  I  have  come  to  tell  of." 

"  Goodness  bless  me  !    Poor  Dan  dead  !    Only  think  of  it,  Johnny  !  " 

But  I  was  not  surprised.  From  the  moment  Ferrar  first  spoke,  ati 
instinct  had  been  upon  me  that  it  was  so.     He  resumed. 

"  Eveiything  was  done  for  him  that  could  be,  sir.  We  had  a  doctor 
on  board — a  passenger  going  to  California — but  he  could  not  save  him. 
He  said  when  it  came  to  such  awful  weakness  as  that,  there  could  bo 
no  saving.  Mr.  Conroy  and  the  other  officers  were  very  kind  to  him — 
the  skipper  too  ;  but  they  could  do  nothing.  All  his  fears  seemed  to 
be  gone  then  ;  we  could  hardly  hear  his  whispers,  but  he  was  sensible 
and  calm.  He  said  he  knew  God  had  forgave  him  for  what  he  did, 
and  would  blot  his  sin  out,  and  King  had  forgave  him  too,  and  had 
come  to  tell  him  so  :  he  had  been  to  him  in  the  night  and  talked  and 
smiled  happily  and  said  over  to  him  a  verse  of  '  Lord  Bateman ' " 

"  And  you  say  he  was  in  his  senses,  Ferrar?  " 

"  Yes,  sLr,  that  he  was.  That  night  he  made  a  confession,  Mr. 
Conroy  and  the  doctor  and  me  being  by  him.  It  was  he  that  killed 
King." 

*•  Bless  my  heart !  "  cried  the  Squire. 

"  He  had  seen  me  sitting  with  King  that  afternoon  at  Malvern,  and 
heard  him  saying  the  verses  to  me.  It  put  his  temper  up  frightful,  sir, 
I  being  one  of  their  enemies  the  Frogs  ;  but  he  says  if  he'd  known  it 
was  me  that  snatched  King  out  of  the  fight  on  Saturday,  he'd  not  have 
minded  so  much.  It  must  have  been  him  that  King  saw  coming, 
Master  Johnny,"  added  Ferrar,  turning  momentarily  from  the  Squire 
to  address  me ;  "  when  he  broke  oft'  in  the  midst  of  '  Lord  Bateman,' 
and  told  me,  all  in  a  hurry,  to  go  away.  He  waited  till  I  was  gone, 
and  then  rushed  on  to  Iviug  and  began  abusing  him  and  knocking  him 
about.  King  was  imsteady  through  his  weak  leg,  and  one  of  the 
knocks  sent  him  over  the  bank.  Dan  says  he  was  frightened  almost 
to  death ;  he  caught  up  Dr.  Teal's  green  handkercher  from  a  chair  and 
ran  to  the  Well  \vith  it ;  he  was  too  frightened  to  go  and  see  after 
King,  thinking  he  had  killed  him  ;  and  he  sat  down  outside  the  Well 
and  made  as  if  he  went  to  sleep.  He  never  meant  to  hurt  King, 
he  said ;  it  was  only  passion ;  but  he  had  drunk  a  lot  of  strong 
ale  and  some  wine  upon  it,  and  hardly  knew  what  he  was  about.  He 
said  there  was  never  a  minute  since  but  what  he  had  been  sorry  for  it, 
and  he  had  been  always  seeing  King.  He  asked  me  to  show  him  the 
verses  that  had  been  given  to  me,  that  King  wrote  out,  '  Lord 
Bateman ' — for  I  had  got  them  with  me  at  sea,  sir — and  he  kissed 
them  and  held  them  to  him  till  he  died." 
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"  Dear,  dear !  "  sighed  the  Squire. 

"  And  that's  all,  sir,"  concluded  Ferrar.  "  Mr.  Conroy  wrote  out  a 
copy  of  his  confession,  which  I  brought  along  with  me  to  Worcester. 
Mr.  Dan  charged  me  to  tell  his  father,  and  my  own  folks,  and  any 
other  friends  I  liked  that  had  thought  me  guilty,  and  I  promised  him. 
He  was  as  placid  as  a  child  all  the  day  after  that,  and  died  at  sun- 
down, so  happy  and  peaceful  that  it  was  almost  like  heaven." 

Ferrar  broke  off  with  a  sob.     Poor  Dan  ! 

And  that  was  the  final  ending  of  the  Day  of  Pleasure.  He  and 
King  are  together  again. 


XII. 

MARGARET   RYMER. 

They  had  gone  througli  the  snow  to  evening  service  at  North  Crabb, 
the  Squire,  Mrs.  Todhetley,  and  Tod,  leaving  me  at  home  witli  one  of 
my  spUtting  headaches.  Thomas  had  come  in  to  ask  if  I  would  have 
the  lamp,  but  I  told  him  1  would  rather  be  without  it.  So  there  I  sat 
on  alone,  beside  the  fire,  listening  to  Hannah  putting  the  children  to 
bed  upstairs,  and  looking  sleepily  out  at  the  snowy  landscape. 

As  the  fire  became  dim,  sending  the  room  into  gloom,  the  light 
outside  grew  stronger.  The  moon  was  high ;  clear  and  bright  as 
crystal;  what  with  that,  and  the  perfectly  white  snow  that  lay  on 
everythmg,  the  night  seemed  nearly  as  light  as  day.  The  grass  plat 
outside  was  a  smooth  white  plain,  the  clustering  shrubs  beyond  it  being 
also  white. 

I  knew  the  fire  wanted  replenishing  :  I  knew  that  if  I  sat  on  much 
longer,  I  should  fall  asleep ;  but  sit  on  I  did,  letting  the  fire  go,  too 
listless  to  move.  My  eyes  were  fixed  dreamily  on  the  plain  of  snow, 
with  the  still  moonlight  lying  across  it.  The  room  gi-ew  darker,  the 
landscape  lighter. 

And  asleep,  in  another  minute,  I  should  inevitably  have  been,  but 
for  a  circumstance  that  suddenly  arose.  All  in  a  moment — I  saw  not 
liow  or  whence  it  came — a  dark  figure  appeared  on  the  grass  plat,  close 
before  the  bank  of  shrubs,  right  in  front  of  me ;  the  figure  of  a  man, 
wrai)ped  in  a  big  great-coat.  He  was  standing  still  and  gazing  fixedly 
at  the  house,  (iazing,  as  it  seemed  (though  that  was  impossible)  at 
me.     I  was  wide  awake  at  once,  and  sitting  bolt  upright  in  the  chair. 

Yes,  there  could  be  no  mistake;  and  it  was  no  delusion.  The  man 
a]ipeared  to  be  a  tall  man,  strong  and  muscidar,  with  a  mass  of  hair  on 
his  face.  What  could  he  want?  Was  it  a  robber  reconnoitring  the 
premises;  peering  and  peeping  to  ascertain  wiiether  all  the  world  was 
at  church,  before  he  broke  in  to  rifle  the  house? 

No  one,  void  of  such  an  experience,  can  imagine  how  dark  he  looked 
standing  there,  amidst  the  whiteness  of  all  the  scene  around.  In  one 
Bense,  he  stood  out  plainer  than  he  could  have  done  by  daylight, 
because  the  contr.ist  was  greater.  But  this  sort  of  light  did  not  show 
his  features,  which  were  shrouded  in  obscurity. 
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t'resently  he  moved.  Looking  to  right  and  left,  he  took  a  step 
forward.  Evidently  he  was  trying  to  see  whether  the  parlour  wliere 
I  sat  was  empty  or  occupied.  Should  I  go  out  to  him  ?  Or  should  I 
fling  up  the  window  and  ask  what  he  wanted  ?  I  was  not  frightened : 
don't  let  any  one  think  that :  but  watching  him  brought  rather  a  creepy 
kind  of  sensation. 

And,  just  then,  as  I  left  the  chair  quietly  to  open  the  window,  I 
heai'd  the  catch  of  the  garden-gate,  and  some  one  came  whistling  up 
the  path.  The  man  vanished  as  if  by  magic.  Whilst  I  looked,  he 
was  gone.  It  seemed  to  me  that  I  did  not  take  my  eyes  off  him ;  but 
where  he  went  to,  or  what  became  of  him,  I  knew  not. 

"  Anybody  at  home  ?  "  called  out  Tom  Coney,  as  he  broke  off  his 
whistling  and  opened  the  hall-door. 

"  All  right,  Tom.     Come  along." 

And,  to  tell  the  truth,  1  was  not  sorry  to  see  Tom's  hearty  face. 
He  had  stayed  away  from  evening  service  to  sit  with  his  mother. 

"  I  say,  Tom,  did  you  see  any  fellow  on  the  snow  there,  as  you 
came  in  ?  " 

"  On  the  snow  where  ?  "  asked  Tom. 

"  There ;  just  before  the  shrubs."  And  I  pointed  the  spot  out  to 
liim,  and  told  him  what  had  happened.  Tom,  one  of  the  most  practical 
fellows  hving,  more  so,  I  think,  than  even  Tod,  and  with  less  imagina- 
tif)n  than  an  ostrich,  received  the  account  with  incredulity. 

"  You  dropped  asleep,  Johnny,  and  fancied  it." 

"  I  did  not  drop  asleep,  and  I  did  not  fancy  it.  When  you  came 
into  the  garden  I  was  about  to  open  the  window  and  call  to  him." 

*'  Those  headaches  are  downright  stupefying  things,  Johnny.  Jane 
has  them,  you  know  One  day  I  remember  she  fell  asleep  with  a  bad 
one,  and  woke  up  and  said  the  sofa  was  on  fire." 

"Tom,  I  tell  you  the  man  was  there.  A  tall,  strong-looking  fellow, 
.  with  a  beard.  He  was  staring  at  the  house  with  all  his  might,  at  this 
room,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  wanting  to  come  forward,  I  think,  but  afraid 
to.  He  kept  close  to  the  laurels,  as  if  he  did  not  wish  to  be  seen, 
forgetting  perhaps  that  they  were  white  and  betrayed  him.  When  you 
opened  the  gate,  he  was  there." 

"  It's  odd,  then,  where  he  could  have  put  himself,"  said  Tom  Coney, 
not  giving  in  an  inch.  "  I'll  vow  not  a  soul  was  there,  man  or  woman, 
when  I  came  up  the  path." 

"  That's  true.  He  vanished  in  a  moment.  Whilst  I  was  looking  at 
liim  he  disappeared." 

"  Vanished !  Disappeared !  You  talk  as  though  you  thought  it  a 
ghost,  Johnny." 

"  Ghost  be  hanged  !  It  was  some  ill-doing  tramp,  I  expect,  trj'ing 
to  look  if  he  might  steal  into  the  house." 

"  Much  you  know  of  the  ways  of  tramps,  Johnny  Ludlow !    Trampa 
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don't  come  showing  themselves  on  snow-lighted,  open  lawns,  in  the 
face  and  eyes  of  the  front  windows :  they  hide  themselves  in  ohscure 
hedges  and  byw^ays.  It's  a  case  of  headachy  sleep,  young  man,  and 
nothing  else." 

"  Look  here,  Tom.  If  the  man  was  there,  his  footprmts  ^vUl  be 
there ;  if  he  was  not,  as  you  say,  the  snow  will  be  smooth  and  level : 
come  out  and  see." 

We  went  out  at  once,  Tom  catching  up  a  stick  in  the  hall,  and 
crossed  the  lawn.  I  was  right,  and  Tom  wrong  Sure  enough,  there 
were  the  footprints,  plenty  of  them,  indented  in  the  deep  snow.  Tom 
gave  in  then. 

"  I  wish  to  goodness  I  had  seen  him  !  The  fellow  should  not  have 
got  off  scot-free,  I  can  tell  him  that.  What  tremendous  feet  he  must 
have !     Just  look  at  the  size,  Johnny.     Regular  crushers." 

"  Don't  you  go  and  say  again  I  was  asleep  !  He  must  have  stepped 
back  and  got  away  through  these  laurels ;  yes,  here  are  the  marks.  I 
say,  Tom  " — dropping  my  voice  to  a  whisper — "  perhaps  he's  here 
now." 

"  We'll  soon  see  that,"  said  Tom  Coney,  plunging  amidst  the  laurels 
with  a  crash,  and  beating  about  with  the  stick. 

But  there  was  no  trace  of  him.  Tom  came  out  presently,  covered 
with  the  beaten  snow,  and  we  went  indoors ;  he  veering  round  partly 
to  his  first  opinion,  and  a  little  incredulous,  in  spite  of  the  footprints. 

"  If  any  man  was  there,  Johnny,  how  did  he  get  away  ?  I  don't 
sea,  for  my  part,  what  he  could  possibly  want.  A  thief  would  have 
gone  to  work  in  a  different  manner." 

"  Well,  let  it  be  so.  I  shall  say  nothing  about  it  to  them  when  they 
come  home.  Mrs.  Todhetley's  timid,  you  know  ,  she  would  fancy  the 
man  was  outside  still,  and  be  lying  awake  all  night,  hstening  for  the 
smashing  in  of  doors  and  windows." 

Cracking  the  fire  into  a  blaze ,  as  much  of  a  blaze,  that  is,  as  its 
dilapidated  state  allowed ;  I  called  Thomas  to  light  the  lamp  and  shut 
the  shutters.  When  I  told  him  of  the  affair,  bidding  him  not  mention 
it,  he  took  a  different  view  of  it  altogether,  and  put  it  dowai  to  the 
score  of  one  of  tlie  younger  maid-servants. 

"  They've  got  sweethearts.  Master  Johnny,  the  huzzies  have ;  lots  of 
sweethearts.  One  or  the  t'other  of  'em  is  always  a  sidling  sheepfaced 
up  to  the  house,  as  though  he  didn't  dare  to  say  his  soul  was  his 
o^\T^." 

They  came  in  from  church  before  the  fire  had  burnt  up,  and  tlie 
Squire  scolded  me  for  letting  it  go  so  low.  The  coal  we  get  in  Wor- 
cestershire is  the  Staffordshire  coal ;  it  does  not  burn  up  in  a  minute  as 
Londoji  coal  does,  but  must  have  time. 

Nothing  of  course  was  said  about  the  man ;  I  and  Tom  Coney — who 
Stayed  supper — held  our  tongues,  as  agreed  upon.     But  I  told  Tod  in 
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going  up  to  bed.  He  was  sleepy,  and  did  not  think  much  of  it.  The 
fact  was,  as  I  could  plainly  perceive,  that  to  any  of  them,  when  related, 
it  did  not  seem  to  be  much.     They  had  not  seen  it  as  I  had. 


Timberdable  Rectory,  a  cosy,  old-foshioned  house,  its  front  walls 
covered  with  ivy,  stood  by  itself  amidst  pasture-land,  a  field's  length 
from  the  church.  Mrs.  Todhetley  sent  me  there  on  the  Monday  morn- 
ing, to  invite  the  Rector,  Herbert  Tanerton,  and  his  wife  to  dine  with 
us  the  next  evening,  for  we  had  a  prime  codfish  sent  as  a  present  from 
London.  The  Squire  and  Tod  had  gone  out  shooting.  It  was  January 
weather ;  cold  and  bright,  with  a  frosty  sky.  Icicles  drooped  from  the 
trees,  and  the  snow  in  Crabb  Ravine  was  above  my  aokles.  The  mater 
had  said  to  me,  "  I  should  go  the  road  way,  Johnny ;  "  but  I  did  not 
mind  the  snow. 

In  Timberdale  I  met  Margaret  Rymer.  She  had  her  black  cloak  on, 
and  her  natty  little  black  bonnet ;  and  the  gentle  and  refined  face  under 
it,  with  its  mild  brown  eyes,  put  me  more  than  ever  in  mind  of  her 
dead  father. 

Does  any  one  remember  her  ?  I  told  something  about  her  and  her 
people  early  in  this  volume.  When  Thomas  Rymer  died,  partly  of  a 
broken  heart,  Benjamin  had  again  gone  off,  and  Margaret  continued  to 
keep  the  business  going.  She  imderstood  the  drugs  thoroughly.  Durinsj 
all  the  months  that  had  elapsed  since,  the  son  had  not  made  his  appear- 
ance at  home.  Timberdale  would  say,  "  Why  does  not  Benjamin  come 
back  to  carry  on  affairs  in  his  father's  place  ?  "  but  it  had  no  satisfactory 
answer.  Latterly,  Timberdale  had  let  Benjamin  alone,  and  busied  itself 
■with  Margaret. 

Si.x.  months  ago,  the  Reverend  Isaac  Sale  had  come  to  Timberdale  as 
curate.  He  was  a  plain,  dark  little  man  of  sterling  worth,  and  some 
thirty  years  of  age — older  than  the  Rector.  Margaret  Rymer  met  lum 
at  the  Sunday  School,  where  she  taught  regularly,  and  he  fell  des- 
perately in  love  with  her — if  it's  not  wrong  to  say  that  of  a  parson.  As 
a  rule,  men  and  women  like  contrasts ;  and  perhaps  the  somewhat 
abrupt-mannered  man  with  the  plain  and  rugged  features  had  been 
irresistibly  attracted  by  the  delicate  face  of  Margaret,  and  by  lier 
singularly  gentle  ways.  In  position  she  was  not  his  equal ;  but  Mr. 
Sale  made  no  secret  of  his  attachment,  or  that  he  wanted  Margaret  to 
be  his  wife.  Mrs.  Rymer  entirely  opposed  it :  how  was  the  business 
to  be  kept  going  -without  Margaret,  she  demanded  ;  or  herself,  either  ? 

Mr.  Sale  had  taken  the  curacy  as  a  temporary  thing.  He  was  wait- 
ing for  some  expected  appointment  abroad.  When  it  fell  to  him, 
Margaret  Rymer  would  have  to  choose  between  sailing  with  him  as  liis 
wife,  or  staying  at  home  and  giving  him  up  for  good.  So  said  Timber- 
dale. 
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After  stancHng  to  talk  a  bit  with  Margaret,  who  had  come  out  on  an 
errand  for  her  mother,  I  ran  on  to  the  Rectory.  Mr.  Tanerton  and  his 
wife  were  in  the  snug  httle  bow-windowed  front-room.  He,  spare  and 
colourless,  young  yet,  with  cold  grey  eyes  and  thin  light  whiskers,  sat 
by  the  blazing  fire  of  wood  and  coal,  that  went  roaring  and  sparkling  up 
the  chimney.  Somehow  Herbert  Tanerton  gave  you  the  idea  of  being 
always  in  a  chill.  Well  meaning,  and  kind  in  the  main,  he  was  yet 
severe,  taking  too  much  note  of  oftences,  and  expecting  all  the  world, 
and  especially  his  own  flock,  to  be  better  than  gold. 

His  wife,  kind,  genial,  and  open-hearted,  sat  at  the  window,  stitching 
a  wristband  for  one  of  her  husband's  new  shirts — he  was  as  particular 
over  them  as  he  was  over  the  parish  sins — and  glancing  cheerfully  out 
between  whiles  at  the  snowj^  landscape.  When  she  was  Grace  Coney, 
and  niece  at  the  farm,  we  were  very  intimate ;  a  nice,  merry-hearted, 
capable  girl,  rather  tall  and  slender,  Avith  bright  dark  hazel  eyes,  and 
a  wide  mouth  that  seemed  always  to  be  smiling  to  show  its  pretty 
white  teeth.  Seeing  me  coming,  she  ran  to  open  the  porch-door.  As 
yet,  she  and  Herbert  had  no  children. 

"  Come  in,  Johnny  !  Is  it  not  a  lovely  day  ?  Herbert  thinks  it  tlie 
coldest  morning  we  have  had  ;  but  I  tell  him  that  is  because  he  does 
not  feel  A'ery  well.     And  he  has  been  put  out  a  little." 

"  What  about  ?  "  I  asked,  as  the  Rector  turned  in  his  chair  to  shake 
hands  with  me.     For  she  had  said  all  that  in  his  hearing. 

"  Oh,  there  are  one  or  two  things.     Sam  Mullett " 

"  Where's  the  use  of  talking  of  the  stupid  old  man,  Grace  ?  "  cried 
the  parson,  crossly.     "  He  is  getting  too  old  for  his  place." 

"  And  Mr.  Sale  is  going  to  leave,"  added  Mrs.  Tanerton,  as  I  sat 
down  by  the  table,  after  delivering  the  invitation.  "  The  appointment 
he  expected  has  been  offered  to  him  ;  it  is  a  chaplaincy  at  the  Bahama 
Islands.  Mr.  Sale  has  known  of  it  for  a  week,  and  never  told  Herbert 
until  yesterday." 

"  He  spoke  to  me  in  tlie  vestry  after  morning  service,"  said  the 
Rector,  in  an  injured  tone.  "  And  he  said  at  the  same  time  that  he 
was  not  sure  he  should  accept  it ;  it  did  not  quite  depend  upon  himself. 
I  saw  as  clearly  what  he  meant  to  imply  as  though  he  had  avowed  it ; 
that  it  depended  upon  that  girl,  Margaret  Rymer.  It  is  a  preposterous 
tiling.  The  idea  of  a  clergyman  and  a  gentleman  wanting  to  marry 
her  !     She  kecjis  a  chemist's  shop  !  " 

"  It  was  her  father  who  kept  it,"  I  said  eagerly,  for  I  liked  Margaret 
Rymer,  and  did  not  care  to  hear  her  disparaged.  "  And  he  was  a 
gentleman  born." 

"  What  has  that  to  do  with  it  ?  "  retorted  the  parson,  who  was  in  one 
of  his  most  touchy  humours.     "  Had  her  grandfather  been  a  duke,  it 
would  make  no  difference  to  what  she  is.     Look  at  the  mother !  " 
"  Margaret  i;>  a  lady  in  mind,  in  looks,  and  in  manners,"  I  persisted. 
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''  If  I  lovod  Margaret  Rj'mer,  I  would  marry  her,  thougli  1  were  an 
arclideacon." 

"  That's  just  Hke  you,  Johnny  Ludlow  !  you  have  no  more  sense  than 
a  child  in  some  things,"  said  the  j)arson,  crustily.  Grace  glanced  uj) 
from  her  work  and  laughed  ,  and  looked  as  if  she  would  like  to  take 
part  with  me. 

"  I  never  could  have  suspected  Sale  of  such  folly,"  went  on  the 
Rector,  warming  his  hands  over  tlrj  blaze.  "  Grace,  do  you  think  that 
soup's  ready '? " 

"  I  will  see,"  answered  Grace,  putting  the  Avristband  on  the  little 
work-table ;  and  she  touched  my  shoulder  playfully  in  i)assing. 

Herbert  Tanerton  sat  in  silence ;  knitting  his  brow  into  lines.  I  took 
the  chair  on  the  other  side  the  fireplace  opposite  to  him,  thinking  of 
this  and  that,  and  fingering  the  tongs  to  help  me :  a  habit  I  was  often 
scolded  for  at  home — that  of  fingerhig  things. 

"  Look  here,  Mr.  Tanerton.  If  they  go  all  the  way  out  to  settle  at 
the  Bahamas,  it  will  not  signify  there  who  Margaret  has  been  here. 
Whether  she  may  have  helped  in  her  father's  business,  or  whether 
she  may  have  been — as  you  said — a  duke's  granddaughter,  and  brought 
up  accordingly,  it  will  be  all  one  to  the  Bahamas.  Mr.  Sale  need  not 
say  to  the  Bahamas,  'My  wife  used  to  sell  pennyworths  of  rhul)arb 
and  magnesia.' " 

"  It  is  not  that,"  crossly  responded  the  Rector — "  what  people  will 
think  or  say;  it  is  for  Sale's  own  sake  that  I  object.  He  cannot  like 
the  connection.     A  clergyman  should  marry  in  his  own  sphere." 

"  I  suppose  men  are  differently  constituted,  clergymen  as  well  as 
others,"  said  I,  with  deprecation,  remembering  that  I  was  a  plain,  inex- 
])erienced  lad,  and  he  was  the  Rector  of  Timberdale.  "  Some  persons 
don't  care  for  social  distinctions  as  others  do,  don't  even  see  them : 
perhaps  Mr.  Sale  is  one." 

"  lie  cares  for  probity  and  honour — he  would  not  choose  to  ally 
himself  to  crime,  to  disgrace,"  sternly  spoke  the  Rector.  "  And  he 
would  do  that  in  marrying  Margaret  Rymer.  Remember  what  the  son 
did,  that  ill-doing  Benjamin,"  added  he,  dropping  his  voice.  "  Yon 
know  all  about  it,  Johnny.     The  affair  of  the  bank-note,  I  mean." 

And  if  Herbert  Tanerton  had  said  to  me  the  affair  of  the  moon  and 
]ilanets,  I  could  not  have  been  more  surprised.  '•  How  did  you  get  to 
know  of  it?  "  I  asked,  when  speech  came  to  me. 

"  Mr.  Rymer  told  me  on  his  death-bed.  I  was  attending  liim 
spiritually.  Of  course,  I  have  never  spoken  of  it,  even  to  my  wife — I 
should  not  think  of  speaking  of  it ;  but  I  consider  that  it  lies  in  my 
duty  to  disclose  the  facts  to  Mr.  Sale." 

"  Oh  no,  don't — don't,  please,  Mr.  Tanerton  !  "  I  cried  out,  starting 
u\^  in  a  sort  of  distress,  for  the  words  seemed  to  take  hold  of  me.  "  No 
one  knows  of  it :  no  one  but  tije  Squire,  and  I,  as  you  say,  aod  Mrs, 
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Kymer,  and  you,  and  Ben  himself;  Jelf's  dead,  you  know.  It  need 
never  be  brought  up  again  in  tliis  world ;  and  I  dare  say  it  never  will 
be.     Pray  don't  tell  Mr.  Sale — for  Margaret's  sake." 

"  But  I  have  said  that  I  consider  it  my  duty  to  tell  him,"  replied  the 
parson,  steadily.     "  Here  he  comes  ! " 

I  turned  to  the  window,  and  saw  Sale  trudging  up  to  the  parsonage 
through  the  snowy  field  pathway,  his  black  hair  and  red  rugged  face 
presenting  a  sort  of  conti'ast  to  the  white  glare  around.  Ugly,  he  might 
be  called  ;  but  it  was  a  face  to  be  liked,  for  all  that.  And  the  ring  of 
his  voice  was  true  and  earnest. 

The  affair  of  the  bank-note  had  helped  to  kill  Thomas  Rymer,  and 
sent  Mr.  Ben  off  on  his  wanderings  again.  It  was  a  bit  of  ill-luck  for 
Ben,  for  he  had  really  pulled  up,  was  reading  hard  at  his  medical  books, 
and  become  as  steady  as  could  be.  Never  since  then — some  ten 
months  ago  now — had  Ben  been  heard  of ;  never  had  it  been  spoken  of 
to  man  or  woman.  Need  Herbert  Tanerton  disclose  it  to  the  curate  ? 
No :  and  I  did  not  think  he  would  do  it. 

"  We  were  just  talking  of  you,"  was  the  Rector's  greeting  to  Mr. 
Sale,  as  the  curate  came  into  the  room.  "  Bring  a  chair  to  the  front  of 
the  fire  :  Johnny,  keep  your  seat.  I'm  sure  it's  cold  enough  to  make 
one  wish  to  be  m  the  fire  to-day,  instead  of  before  it." 

"  What  were  you  saying  about  me  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Sale,  drawing  for- 
ward the  chair  to  sit  down,  as  bidden,  and  giving  me  a  nod  ui  his  short 
way. 

''  Have  you  come  to  tell  me  your  decision — to  go  or  stay?  "  asked 
the  Rector,  neglecting  to  answer  the  question. 

"  Not  this  morning.  My  decision  is  not  yet  made.  I  came  to  tell 
you  how  very  ill  Jael  Batty  is.  I'm  not  at  all  sure  that  she  will  get 
over  this  bout." 

"  Oh,"  said  the  Rector,  in  a  slighting  tone,  as  if  Jael  Batty  had  no 
right  to  intrude  herself  into  more  momentous  convereation.  "Jael 
Batty  is  careless  and  indifferent  in  her  duties,  anything  but  what  she 
ought  to  be,  and  makes  her  deafness  an  excuse  for  not  coming  to 
church.  I'll  try  and  get  out  to  see  her  in  the  course  of  the  day.  She 
is  always  having  these  attacks.  What  we  were  speaking  of  was  your 
friendship  with  Mis,s  Rymer." 

Herbert  Tanerton,  as  I  have  said,  meant  to  be  kind,  and  I  beheve  he 
had  people's  welfare  at  heart ;  but  he  had  a  severe  way  of  saying  things 
that  seemed  to  take  all  the  kindness  out  of  his  words.  He  was  a  great 
Btickler  for  "  duty,"  and  if  once  he  considered  it  was  his  duty  to  tell 
a  fellow  of  his  faults,  tell  he  did,  face  to  face,  in  the  most  uncompro- 
mising manner.  He  had  decided  that  it  was  his  duty  to  hold  fortli  to 
Mr.  Sale,  and  he  plunged  into  the  discourse  without  ceremony.  The 
cm-ate  did  not  seem  in  the  least  put  out,  but  talked  back  again,  quietly 
and  freely.     I  sat  balancing  the  tongs  over  the  fender  and  listening. 
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"  Miss  Rymer  is  not  my  equal,  you  say,"  observed  Sale.  "  I  don't 
know  that.  Her  father  was  a  curate's  son :  I  am  a  curate's  son. 
Circumstances,  it  would  seem,  kept  Mr.  RjTner  down  in  the  world. 
Perhaps  they  will  keep  me  down — 1  cannot  tell." 

"  But  you  are  a  gentleman  in  position,  a  clergyman ;  Rymer  served 
customei-s,"  retorted  Mr.  Tanerton,  liarping  upon  that  bete  noire  of  his, 
the  chemist's  shop.  "  Can't  you  perceive  the  difference  ?  A  gentleman 
ought  to  be  a  gentleman." 

"  Thomas  R3Tner  was  a  gentleman,  as  I  hear,  in  mind  and  manners 
and  conduct ;  educated,  and  courteous,  and " 

"  He  was  one  of  the  tniest  gentlemen  1  ever  met,"  I  could  not  help 
puttmg  in,  though  it  interrupted  the  curate.  "  For  my  part,  when 
speaking  vAih.  him  I  forgot  the  counter  he  served  at." 

"  And  a  true  Christian,  I  was  about  to  say,"  added  Mr.  Sale. 

There  was  a  pause.  Herbert  Tanerton,  who  had  been  fidgeting  in 
his  chair,  spoke : 

"  Am  I  mistaken  in  assuming  that  your  acceptance  of  this  chaplaincy 
depends  upon  !Miss  Rymer  ?  " 

"  No,  you  are  not  mistaken,"  said  Sale,  readily.  "  It  does  depend 
upon  her.  If  she  ^vill  go  with  me — my  wife — I  shall  accept  it;  if  she 
will  not,  I  remain  at  home." 

"Margaret  is  as  nice  as  her  father  was;  she  is  exactly  like  him," 
I  said.  "  Were  I  you,  Mr.  Sale,  I  should  just  take  her  out  of  the  place 
and  end  it." 

"  But  if  she  won't  come  with  me  ?  "  returned  he,  Anth  a  half-smile. 

"  She  is  wanted  at  home,"  obser\'ed  Herbert  Tanerton,  casting  a 
severe  look  at  me  ■with  his  cold  hght  eyes.  "  That  shop  could  not  get 
on  without  her."     But  Sale  interrupted : 

"  I  cannot  imagine  why  the  son  is  not  at  home  to  attend  to  things. 
It  is  his  place  to  be  there  doing  it,  not  his  sister's.  He  is  inclined  to 
be  wUd,  it  is  said,  and  given  to  ro^^ng." 

"  Wildness  is  not  Benjamin  Rymer's  worst  fault,  or  roving  either," 
cried  the  Rector,  in  his  hardest  voice,  though  he  dropped  it  to  a  low 
key.  And  fortliwith  he  opened  the  ball,  and  told  the  unfortunate  story 
in  a  very  few  words.     I  let  the  tongs  fall  with  a  rattle. 

"  I  would  not  have  mentioned  this,"  pursued  he,  "  but  that  1  consider 
it  lies  in  my  duty  to  tell  you  of  it.  To  any  one  else  it  woidd  never  be 
allowed  to  pass  my  lips ;  it  never  has  passed  them  since  Mr.  Rymer 
disclosed  it  to  me  a  day  or  two  before  he  died.  Mai^aret  RjTner  may 
be  desirable  in  herself;  but  there's  her  position,  and — there's  this.  It 
is  for  your  own  sake  1  have  spoken,  Mr.  Sale." 

Sale  had  sat  still  and  quiet  while  he  listened.  There  was  nothing 
outward  to  show  that  the  tale  affected  him,  but  instinct  told  me  that  it 
(IkL  Just  a  question  or  two  he  put,  as  to  the  details,  and  then  he  rose 
to  leave. 
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"  Will  you  not  let  it  sway  you?  "  asked  the  Rector,  perseveringly,  as 
lie  held  out  his  hand  to  his  curate.  And  I  was  sure  he  thought  he  had 
been  doing  him  the  greatest  good  in  the  world. 

"  I  cannot  tell,"  replied  Mr.  Sale. 

He  went  out,  walked  across  the  garden,  and  through  the  gate  to  the 
field,  with  his  head  down.  A  dreadful  listlessness — as  it  seemed  to  me 
— had  taken  the  place  of  his  brisk  bearing.  Just  for  a  minute  I  stood 
in  the  parlour  where  I  was,  feeling  as  though  I  had  had  a  shower  of  ice 
thrown  down  upon  me  and  might  never  be  warm  again.  Saying  a 
short  good-morning,  I  rushed  out  after  him,  nearly  upsetting  Mrs. 
Tanerton  in  the  hall,  and  a  basin  of  soup  she  was  carrying  in  on  a  plate. 
How  cruel  it  seemed ;  how  cruel !  Why  can't  people  let  one  another 
alone  ?     He  was  half-way  across  the  field  when  I  overtook  him. 

"  Mr.  Sale,  I  want  to  tell  you — ^I  ought  to  tell  you^that  the  story, 
as  repeated  to  you  by  Mr.  Tanerton,  bears  a  worse  aspect  than  the 
reality  would  warrant.  It  is  true  that  Benjamin  Rymer  did  change  the 
note  in  the  letter ;  but  that  was  the  best  and  the  worst  of  it.  He  had 
become  mixed  up  with  some  reckless  men  when  at  Tewkesbury,  and 
they  persuaded  him  to  get  the  stolen  note  changed  for  a  safe  one.  I 
am  sure  he  repented  of  it  truly.  When  he  came  home  later  to  his 
father's,  he  had  left  all  his  random  ways  and  bad  companions  behind 
him.  Nobody  could  be  steadier  than  he  was ;  kind  to  Margaret,  con- 
siderate to  his  father  and  mother,  attentive  to  business,  and  reading 
hard  all  his  spare  time.  It  was  only  through  an  ill  fellow  coming  here 
to  hunt  him  up — one  Cotton,  who  was  the  man  that  induced  him  to 
play  the  trick  with  the  note — that  he  was  disturbed  again." 

"  How  disturbed  ?  " 

"  He  grew  frightened,  I  mean,  and  w'ent  away.  That  fellow  Cotton 
deserved  hanging.  When  he  found  that  Ben  Rymer  would  have 
nothing  more  to  do  with  him,  or  with  the  rest  of  the  bad  lot,  he,  in 
revenge,  told  Jelf,  the  landlord  of  the  Plough  and  Harrow  (where 
Cotton  ran  up  a  score,  and  decamped  without  paying),  sajang  that  it 
was  Ben  Rymer  who  had  changed  the  note — for,  you  see,  it  had  always 
remained  a  mystery  to  Timberdale.  .Telf — he  is  dead  now — was  foolish 
enough  to  let  Ben  Rymer  know  what  Cotton  had  said,  and  Ben  made 
(ilf  in  alarm.  In  a  week's  time  Mr.  Rymer  was  dead.  He  had  been 
ailing  in  mind  and  body  for  a  long  while,  and  the  new  fear  finished 
liini  up." 

A  pause  ensued.     Sale  broke  it.     "  Did  Miss  R.vmcr  know  of  this? " 

"  Of  Ben  and  the  banknote  ?  I  don't  believe  she  knows  of  it  to  this 
hour." 

"  No,  I  feel  sure  she  does  not,"  added  Sale,  speaking  more  to  himself 
tlian  to  me.  "  She  is  truth  and  candour  itself ;  and  she  has  repeatedly 
said  to  mc  she  cannot  tell  why  her  brother  keeps  away  ;  cannot  imagine 
why." 
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"  You  see,"  I  went  on,  "  no  one  knows  of  it,  except  myself,  but 
Squire  Todlietley  and  Mr.  Tancrton.  We  sliould  never,  never  think  of 
bringing  it  up,  any  one  of  us ;  Mr.  Tanerton  only  spoke  of  it,  as  he  said, 
because  he  thouf^ht  he  ought  to  tell  you ;  he  Avill  never  speak  of  it 
again.  Indeed,  Mr.  Sale,  you  need  not  fear  it  will  be  known.  Benjamin 
Rymer  is  quite  safe." 

"What  sort  of  a  man  is  he,  this  Benjamin?  "  resumed  Sale,  lialting 
at  the  outer  gate  of  the  field  as  we  were  going  tlirough  it.  "  Like  the 
father,  or  like  the  mother  ?  " 

"  Like  the  mother.  But  not  as  vulgar  as  she  is.  Ben  has  been 
educated ;  she  was  not ;  and  though  he  does  take  after  her,  there's  a 
little  bit  of  his  father  in  him  as  well.    Wliich  makes  a  great  difference. " 

Without  another  word,  Mr.  Sale  turned  abruptly  off  to  the  right,  as 
though  he  were  going  for  a  country  ramble.  I  shut  the  gate,  and  made 
the  best  of  my  way  home,  bearing  back  the  message  from  the  Hector 
and  Grace — that  they  would  come  and  help  eat  tlie  codfish. 

The  Beverend  Isaac  Sale  was  that  day  sorely  exercised  in  mind. 
The  story  he  had  heard  shook  his  equanimity  to  the  centre.  To  marry 
a  young  lady  whose  brother  stood  a  chance  of  being  prosecuted  for 
felony  looked  like  a  very  black  prosjject  indeed ;  but,  on  the  other 
hand,  Margaret  at  least  was  iimocent,  and  he  loved  and  respected  her 
with  his  whole  heart  and  soul.  Not  until  the  evening  was  his  mind 
made  up;  he  had  debated  the  question  with  himself  in  all  its  bearings 
(seated  on  the  stump  of  a  snowy  tree)  ;  and  the  decision  he  arrived  at, 
was — to  take  Margaret  all  the  same.     He  could  not  leave  her. 

About  nine  o'clock  he  went  to  Mrs.  Rymer's.  The  shop  was  closed, 
and  Mr.  Sale  entered  by  the  private  door.  Margaret  sat  in  the  parlour 
alone,  reading ;  Mrs.  Bymer  was  out.  In  her  soft  black  dress,  with  its 
white  frilling  at  the  throat,  Margaret  did  not  look  anything  like  her 
nearly  twenty  years.  Her  mild  lirown  eyes  and  tale-telling  cheeks 
lighted  up  at  the  entrance  of  the  curate.  Letting  her  nervous  little 
hand  meet  liis  strong  one,  she  would  have  drawn  a  chair  forward  for 
him,  but  he  kept  her  standing  by  him  on  the  hearthrug. 

"  I  have  come  this  evening  to  have  some  final  conversation  with  you, 
Margaret,  and  I  am  glad  your  mother  is  out,"  he  began.  "  Will  you 
hear  me,  my  dear  ?  " 

''  You  know  I  am  always  glad  to  hear  you,"  she  said  in  low,  timid 
tones.  And  Mr.  Sale  made  no  more  ado,  but  turned  and  kissed  her. 
Then  he  released  her  hand,  sat  down  opposite  to  her  on  the  other  side 
of  the  hearth,  and  entered  on  his  argument. 

It  was  no  more,  or  other,  than  she  had  heard  from  him  before — the 
whole  sum  and  substance  of  it  consisted  of  representations  why  he  must 
accept  this  chaplaincy  at  the  Bahamas,  and  why  she  must  accompany 
him  thither.     In  the  midst  of  it  Margaret  burst  into  tears. 
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"  Oh,  Isaac,  why  prolong  the  pain  ?  "  she  said.  "  You  know  I  canmt 
go :  to  refuse  is  as  painful  to  me  as  to  you.  Don't  you  see  that  I  have 
no  alternative  but  to  remain  here  ?  " 

"  No,  I  do  not  see  it,"  replied  Mr.  Sale,  stoutly.  "  I  think  your 
mother  could  do  without  you.  She  is  an  active,  bustling  woman,  hardly 
to  be  called  middle-aged  yet.  It  is  not  right  that  you  should  sacrifice 
yoiirself  and  your  prospects  in  life.  At  least,  it  seems  to  me  that  it 
is  not." 

Margaret's  hand  was  covering  her  face  ;  the  silent  tears  were  di-op- 
ping.  To  see  him  depart,  leaving  her  behind,  was  a  prospect  mtensely 
bitter.  Her  heart  ached  when  she  thought  of  it ;  but  she  saw  no  hope 
of  its  being  otherwise. 

"  It  is  a  week  and  a  day  since  I  told  you  that  the  promotion  was  at 
length  offered  me,"  resumed  Mr.  Sale,  "  and  we  do  not  seem  to  be  any 
nearer  a  decision  than  we  were  then.  I  have  kept  it  to  myself  and  said 
nothing  about  it  abroad,  waiting  for  you  to  speak  to  me,  Margaret ;  and 
the  Rector — to  whom  I  at  length  spoke  yesterday— is  angiy  ^vith  me, 
and  says  I  ought  to  have  told  him  at  once.  In  three  days  from  this — 
on  Thursday  next — I  mitst  give  an  answer :  accept  the  post,  or  throw  it 
up." 

Margaret  took  her  hand  from  her  face.  Mr.  Sale  could  see  how 
great  was  the  conflict  at  work  within  her. 

"  There  is  nothing  to  wait  for,  Isaac.  I  wnsh  there  was.  You  must 
go  by  yourself,  and  leave  me." 

"  I  have  told  you  that  I  will  not.     If  you  stay  here,  I  stay." 
"  Oh,  pray  don't  do  that !     It  would  be  so  intense  a  disappointment 
to  you  to  give  it  up." 

"  The  greatest  disappointment  I  have  ever  had  m  life,"  he  answered. 
"  You  must  go  with  me." 

"  I  wish  I  could !  I  wish  I  could  !  But  it  is  impossible.  My  duty 
lies  here,  Isaac.  I  wish  you  could  see  that  fact  as  strongly  as  I  see  it. 
My  poor  father  always  enjoined  me  to  do  my  duty,  no  matter  at  what 
personal  cost." 

"  It  is  your  brother's  duty  to  be  here,  Margaret ;  not  yours.  Where 
is  he?" 

"  In  London,  I  believe,"  she  replied,  and  a  faint  colour  flew  into  her 
])alo  face.     She  put  up  her  handkerchief  to  hide  it. 

It  had  come  to  Margaret's  knowledge  tliat  during  the  past  few  months 
her  mother  had  occasionally  written  to  Benjamin.  But  Mrs.  R}-mer 
woidd  not  allow  Margaret  to  write  or  give  her  liis  address.  It  chanced, 
liowever,  that  about  a  fortnight  ago  Mrs.  Rymer  incautiously  left  a 
letter  on  the  table  addressed  to  liim,  and  her  daughter  saw  it.  When, 
some  days  subsequently,  Mr.  Sale  received  the  oiler  of  the  chaplaincy, 
and  laid  it  and  himself  before  Margaret,  urging  her  to  accompany  him, 
Baying  that  he  could  not  go  without  her,  she  took  courage  to  write  to 
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Benjamin.  She  did  not  ask  him  to  return  and  release  her ;  she  only 
asked  him  whether  he  had  any  intention  of  returning,  and  if  so,  when  ; 
and  she  gave  him  in  simple  words  the  history  of  her  acquaintanceship 
with  ]Mr.  Sale,  and  said  that  he  wanted  her  to  go  out  with  him  to  the 
Bahamas.  To  this  letter  Margaret  had  not  received  any  answer.  She 
therefore  concluded  that  it  had  either  not  reached  her  brother,  or  else 
that  he  did  not  mean  to  return  at  all  to  Timberdale ;  and  so  she  gave 
up  all  hopes  of  it. 

"  Life  is  not  very  long,  Margaret,  and  God  has  placed  us  in  it  to  do 
the  best  we  can  in  all  ways ;  for  Him  first,  for  social  obligations  after- 
wards. But  He  has  not  meant  it  to  be  all  trial,  all  self-denial.  If  you 
and  I  part  now,  the  probabihty  is  that  we  part  for  ever.  Amidst  the 
world's  chances  and  changes  we  may  never  meet  again,  howsoever  our 
wills  might  prompt  it." 

"  True,"  she  faintly  answered. 

"  And  I  say  that  you  ought  not  to  enforce  this  weighty  penance  upon 
me  and  yourself.  It  is  for  your  brother's  sake,  as  I  look  upon  it,  that 
you  are  making  the  sacrifice,  and  it  is  he,  not  you,  who  ought  to  be 
here.     Why  did  he  go  away  ?  " 

"  I  never  knew,"  said  Margaret,  lifting  her  eyes  to  her  lover's,  and 
speaking  so  confidingly  and  earnestly  that,  had  he  needed  proof  to  con- 
vince him  she  was  ignorant  of  the  story  he  had  that  day  been  regaled 
with,  it  would  have  amply  aftbrded  it.  "  Benjamin  was  at  home,  and 
so  steady  and  good  as  to  be  a  comfort  to  papa ;  when  quite  suddenly 
he  left  without  giving  a  reason.  Papa  seemed  to  be  in  trouble  about  it 
— it  was  only  a  few  days  before  he  died — and  I  have  thought  that  per- 
haps poor  Benjamin  was  unexpectedly  called  upon  to  pay  some  debt  or 
other,  and  could  not  find  the  money  to  do  it.  He  had  not  always  been 
quite  so  steady." 

"  Well,  Margaret,  I  think " 

A  loud  bang  of  the  entrance-door,  and  a  noisy  burst  into  the  room, 
proclaimed  the  return  of  Mrs.  Rymer.  Her  mass  of  scarlet  curls 
garnished  her  face  on  either  side,  and  looked  particularly  incongruous 
with  her  widow's  cap  and  bonnet.  Mr.  Sale,  rising  to  hand  lier  a  chair, 
broke  off  what  he  had  been  about  to  say  to  Margaret,  and  addressed 
Mrs.  Rymer  instead ;  simply  sajang  that  the  decision,  as  to  her  going  out 
with  him,  or  not  going,  could  no  longer  be  put  off,  but  must  be  made. 

"  It  has  been  made,"  returned  Mrs.  Rymer,  disregarding  the  ofTered 
chair,  and  standing  to  hold  her  boots,  one  after  the  other,  to  the  fire- 
"  Margaret  can't  go,  Mr.  Sale  ;  you  know  it." 

"  But  I  wish  her  to  go,  and  she  wishes  it." 

"  It's  a  puzzle  to  me  what  on  earth  you  can  see  in  her,"  criod  Mrs. 
R\Tner,  flinging  her  grey  muff  on  the  table,  and  untying  her  black 
bonnet-strings  to  tilt  back  the  bonnet.  "Margaret  won't  have  any 
money.     Not  a  penny  piece." 
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''  I  am  not  thinking  about  money,"  replied  the  curate ;  who  somehow 
could  never  keep  his  temper  long  in  the  presence  of  this  strong-minded 
Amazon.     "  It  is  Margaret  tliat  I  want ;  not  money." 

"  And  it's  Margaret,  then,  that  you  can't  have,"  she  retorted. 
"  Who  is  to  keep  the  shop  on  if  she  leaves  it  ? — it  can't  go  to  rack  and 
ruin." 

"  I  see  you  serving  in  it  yourself  sometimes." 

"  I  can  serve  the  stationery — and  the  pickles  and  fish  sauce — and  the 
pearl  barley,"  contended  she,  "  but  not  the  drugs.  I  don't  meddle  with 
them.  When  a  prescription  comes  in  to  be  made  up,  if  I  attempted  1o 
do  it  I  might  put  opium  for  senna,  and  poison  people.  I  have  not 
learnt  Latin,  as  Margaret  has." 

"  But,  Mrs.  Rymer — -  " 

"  Now  we'll  just  drop  the  subject,  sir,  if  it's  all  the  same  to  you," 
loudly  put  in  Mrs.  Rymer.  "  I  have  told  you  before  that  Margaret  must 
stay  where  she  is,  and  keep  the  business  together  for  me  and  her 
brother.     No  need  to  repeat  it  fifty  times  over  " 

She  caught  up  her  muff,  and  went  out  of  the  room  and  up  the  stairs 
as  she  delivered  this  final  edict.     Mr.  Sale  rose. 

"You  see  how  it  is,"  said  Margaret,  in  a  low  tone  of  emotion,  and 
keeping  her  eyelids  down  to  hide  the  tears.  "You  must  go  without 
me.     I  cannot  leave.     I  can  only  say,  God  speed  you." 

"There  are  many  wrongs  enacted  in  this  world,  and  this  is  one,"  he 
replied  in  a  hard  voice — not  hard  for  her — as  he  took  her  hands  in  his, 
and  stood  before  her.  "I  don't  know  that  I  altogether  blame  you, 
Margaret;  but  it  is  cruel  upon  you  and  upon  mc.     Good-night." 

He  went  out  quite  abruptly  without  kissing  her,  leaving  her  alone 
with  her  aching  heart. 


Tuesday  afternoon,  and  the  ice  and  the  snow  on  the  ground  still 
We  were  to  dine  at  five  o'clock — the  London  codfish  and  a  prime 
'turkey — and  the  Coneys  were  coming  in  as  well  as  the  Rectoi  and  his 
wife. 

But  Mrs.  Coney  did  not  come ;  old  Coney  and  Tom  brought  in  word 
that  she  was  not  feeling  well  enough ;  and  the  Tauertons  only  drove 
uj)  on  the  stroke  of  five.  As  I  lielped  (irace  down  from  the  pony- 
chaise,  muflleil  up  to  the  chin  in  furs,  for  the  cold  was  enough  to  freeze 
an  Icelander's  nose  off,  I  told  her  her  aunt  was  not  well  enough  to 
come. 

"  Aimt  Coney  not  well  enough  to  come  !  "  returned  Grace.  "  What 
a  ])ity  !     Have  I  time  to  run  in  to  see  her  before  dinner,  Johnny?  " 

"  That  you've  Tiot.  You  are  late,  as  it  is.  The  Squire  has  been 
telling  us  all  that  the  fish  must  be  in  rags  already.' 

Grace  laughed  as  she  ran  in  ;  her  husband  followed  her  unwinding 
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tlie  folds  of  his  white  woollen  comforter.  There  was  a  general  greeting 
and  much  laughter,  especially  when  old  Coney  told  Grace  that  her 
cheeks  were  as  purple  as  his  Sunday  necktie.  In  the  midst  of  it 
Thomas  announced  dinner. 

The  codfish  came  up  all  right,  and  the  oyster  sauce  was  in  ]\Iol]y's 
best  style — made  of  cream,  and  plenty  of  oysters  in  it.  The  turkey 
was  fine  :  the  plum-pudding  better  than  good.  Hugh  and  Lena  sat  at 
the  table ;  and  altogether  we  had  a  downright  merry  dinner.  Not  a 
sober  face  amongst  us,  except  Herbert  Tanerton's  :  as  to  his  face — well, 
you  might  have  thought  he  was  perpetually  saying  "  For  what  wc  are 

going  to  receive "     It  had  struck  eight  ever  so  long  when  the  last 

nut  was  eaten. 

"  Will  you  run  over  with  me  to  mj'  aunt's,  Johnny  ?  "  whispered  Grace 
as  she  passed  my  chair.     "  I  should  like  to  go  at  once,  if  you  will." 

So  I  followed  her  out  of  the  room.  She  put  her  wraps  on,  and  we 
went  trudging  across  the  road  in  the  moonlight,  over  the  crunching 
snow.     Grace's  foot  went  into  a  soft  rut,  and  she  gave  a  squeal. 

"  I  shall  have  to  borrow  a  shoe  whilst  this  dries,"  said  she.  "  Do 
you  care  to  come  in,  Johnny  ?  " 

"  No,  I'll  go  back.     I  can  run  over  for  you  presently." 

"  Don't  do  that.     One  of  the  servants  will  see  me  safe  across." 

"  All  right.  Tell  Mrs.  Coney  what  a  jolly  dinner  it  was.  We  were 
all  sorry  she  did  not  come." 

Grace  went  in  and  shut  the  door.  I  was  rushing  back  through  our 
own  gate,  when  some  tall  fellow  glided  out  of  the  laurels,  and  put  his 
hand  on  my  arm.  The  moonlight  fell  upon  his  face  and  its  reddisii 
beard — and,  to  ray  intense  surprise,  I  recognized  Benjamin  Rymer.  I 
knew  him  then  for  tlie  man  who  had  been  dodging  in  and  out  of  the 
shrubs  the  night  but  one  before. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  said.  "  It  is,  as  I  am  well  aware,  a  very 
unusual  and  unceremonious  way  of  accosting  you,  or  any  one  else,  but 
I  want  particularly  to  speak  with  you,  in  private,  Mr.  Ludlow." 

"  You  were  here  on  Sunday  night !  " 

"  Yes.  I  saw  the  Squire  and  the  rest  of  them  go  out  to  church,  but 
I  did  not  see  you  go,  and  I  was  trying  to  ascertain  whether  you  were 
at  home  and  alone.  Tom  Coney's  coming  in  startled  me  and  sent  me 
away." 

We  had  been  speaking  in  a  low  key,  but  Ben  Rymer  dropped  his  to 
a  lower,  as  he  explained.  When  he  went  away  ten  months  before,  it 
was  in  fear  and  dread  that  the  truth  of  the  escapade  he  had  been  guilty 
of,  in  regard  to  the  bank-note,  was  coming  out  to  the  Avorld,  and  that  he 
might  be  called  upon  to  answer  for  it.  His  mother  had  since  assured 
him  he  had  nothing  to  fear ;  but  Ben  was  evidently  a  cautious  man, 
and  preferred  to  ascertain  that  fact  before  showing  himself  openly  at 
Timberdale.    Knowing  I  was  to  be  ti'usted  not  to  injure  a  fellow  (as  he 
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was  pleased  to  say),  he  had  come  down  here  to  ask  me  my  opinion  as 
to  whether  the  Squire  would  harm  him,  or  not.  There  was  no  one  else 
to  fear  now  J  elf  was  dead. 

"  Harm  you ! "  I  exclaimed  in  my  enthusiasm,  my  head  full  of  poor, 
patient  Margaret ;  "  why,  the  Squire  would  he  the  very  one  to  hold  you 
free  of  harm,  Mr.  Rymer.  I  remember  his  saying,  at  the  time,  Heaven 
forbid  that  he,  having  sons  of  his  own,  should  put  a  stumbling-block  in 
your  path,  when  you  were  intending  to  turn  over  a  new  leaf.  He  will 
help  you  on,  instead  of  harming  you." 

"It's  very  good  of  him,"  said  Ben.  "I  was  an  awful  fool,  and 
nothing  else.  That  was  the  only  dangerous  thing  I  ever  did,  and  1 
have  been  punished  severely  for  it.  I  believe  it  was  nothing  but  the 
fear  and  remorse  it  brought  that  induced  me  to  pull  up,  and  throw  ill 
ways  behind  me." 

"I'm  sure  I  am  glad  that  you  do,"  I  answered,  for  something  in 
Ben's  tone  seemed  to  imply  that  the  bad  ways  were  thrown  behind  him 
for  good.     "  Are  you  thinking  of  coming  back  to  Timberdale  ?  " 

"  Not  imtil  I  shall  have  passed  for  a  surgeon — which  will  not  be  long 
now.  I  have  been  with  a  surgeon  in  London  as  assistant,  since  I  left 
here.  It  was  a  letter  from  Margaret  that  induced  me  to  come  down. 
She— do  you  know  anything  about  her,  Mr.  Johnny?  " 

"  I  know  that  a  parson  wants  her  to  go  out  with  him  to  the  Bahamas ; 
he  is  Tanerton's  curate ;  and  that  the  pills  and  powders  stand  in  the 
way  of  it." 

"  Just  so.     Is  he  a  good  fellow,  this  parson?  " 

"  Good  in  himself.     Not  much  to  look  at." 

"  Maggie  shall  go  with  him,  then.  I  should  be  the  last  to  stand 
willingly  in  her  waj'.  You  see,  I  have  not  known  whether  it  was  safe 
for  me  at  Timberdale  :  or  I  should  never  have  left  Maggie  to  th«  shop 
alone.  Does  any  one  know  of  the  past — my  past — besides  you  and  the 
Squire  ?  " 

"Yes;  Herbert  Tanerton  knows  of  it;  and — and  the  curate,  Mr. 
Sale.  And  I  told  him  what  had  passed  only  on  the  previous  day, 
softening  the  Rector's  speeches — and  it  seemed  a  curious  coincidence, 
taken  with  this  visit  of  Ben's,  that  it  should  have  passed.  His  mouth 
fell  as  he  listened. 

"  It  is  another  mortification  for  me,"  he  said.  "  I  should  like  to  have 
stood  as  well  as  migiit  be  with  Margaret's  husband.  Perhaps,  knowing 
this,  he  will  not  think  more  of  her." 

"  I  don't  believe  he  will  let  it  make  any  difference.  I  don't  think  he 
is  the  man  to  let  it.  Perhaps — if  you  were  to  go  to  him — and  show 
him  how  straight  things  are  with  you  now — and " 

I  broke  down  in  my  hesitating  suggestion.  Ben  was  years  older 
than  I,  miles  taller  and  broader,  and  it  sounded  like  the  mouse  attempt- 
ing to  help  the  lion. 
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"  Yes,  I  will  go  to  him,"  he  said  slowly.  "  It  is  the  only  plan.  And 
— and  you  think  there's  no  fear  that  Herbert  Tanerton  will  get  talking 
to  others?  " 

"  I'm  sure  there's  none.  He  is  indoors  now,  dining  with  us.  I  am 
sure  you  are  quite  safe  in  all  respects.  The  tiling  is  buried  in  the  past, 
and  even  its  remembrance  will  pass  away.  The  old  postman,  Lee, 
thinks  it  was  Cotton  ;  the  Squire  persuaded  him  into  the  belief  at  the 
time.     Where  is  Cotton  ?  " 

"  Where  all  sucli  rogues  deserve  to  be — transported.  But  for  him 
and  his  friends  I  should  never  have  done  much  that's  wrong.  Thank 
you  for  the  encouragement  you  give  me." 

He  half  put  out  his  hand  to  endorse  the  thanks,  and  drew  it  back 
again ;  but  I  put  mine  freely  into  his.  Ben  Rymer  was  Ben  Rymei-, 
and  no  favourite  of  mine  to  boot ;  but  when  a  man  has  been  down  and 
is  trying  to  get  up  again,  he  deserves  respect  and  sympathy. 

"  I  was  about  here  all  last  evening,  hoping  to  get  sight  of  you,"  he 
remarked,  as  he  went  out  at  the  gate.  "  I  never  saw  such  liglit  nights 
in  all  my  life  as  these  few  last  liave  been,  what  with  the  moon  and  the 
snow.  Good-night,  Mr.  Johnny.  By  the  way,  though,  where  does 
the  curate  live  ?  " 

"  At  Mrs.  Boughton's.  Nearly  the  last  house,  you  know,  before  you 
come  to  the  churchyard." 

Ben  Rymer  went  striding  towards  Timberdale,  putting  his  coat-collar 
well  up,  tliat  he  might  not  be  recognized  when  going  through  the 
village,  and  arrived  at  the  curate's  lodgings.  Mr.  Sale  was  at  home, 
sitting  by  the  fire  in  a  brown  study,  that  seemed  to  have  no  light  at  all 
in  it.  Ben,  as  I  knew  later,  sat  down  by  him,  and  made  a  clean  breast 
of  everything :  his  temptation,  his  fall,  and  his  later  endeavours  to  do 
right. 

"  Please  God,  I  shall  get  on  in  the  world  now,"  he  said ;  "  and  I 
think  make  a  name  in  my  profession.  I  don't  wish  to  boast — and  time 
of  course  will  alone  prove  it — ^but  I  believe  I  have  a  special  aptitude  for 
snrger}'.  My  mother  will  be  my  care  now ;  and  Margaret — as  you  are 
good  enough  to  say  you  still  wish  for  her — shall  be  your  care  in  future. 
There  are  few  girls  so  deserving  as  she  is." 

"  I  know  that,"  said  the  curate.  And  he  shook  Ben's  hand  upon  it 
as  heartily  as  though  it  had  been  a  duke  royal's. 

It  was  close  upon  ten  when  Ben  left  him.  Mrs.  Rymer  about  that 
same  time  was  making  her  usual  preparations  before  retiring — namely, 
putting  her  curls  in  paper  by  the  parlour  fire.  Margaret  sat  at  the 
table,  reading  the  Bible  in  silence,  and  so  trying  to  school  her  aching 
heart.  Her  mother  had  been  cross  and  trying  all  the  evening  :  which 
did  not  mend  the  inward  pain. 

"  What  are  you  crpng  for  ?  "  suddenly  demanded  Mrs.  Rymer,  her 
sharp  eyes  seeing  a  tear  fall  on  the  book. 
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"  For  nothing,"  faintly  replied  Margaret. 

^'■Nothing!  Don't  tell  rae.  You  are  frizzling  your  bones  over  that 
curate,  Sale.     I'm  sure  he  is  a  beauty  to  look  at." 

Margaret  made  no  rejoinder  ;  and  just  then  the  young  servant  put  in 
her  head. 

"  Be  there  anything  else  wanted,  missis  ?  " 

"  No,"  snapped  Mrs.  Rymer.     "  You  can  be  off  to  bed." 

But,  before  the  girl  had  shut  the  parlour-door,  a  loud  ring  came  to 
the  outer  one.  Such  late  summonses  were  not  unusual ;  they  generally 
meant  a  prescription  to  be  made  up.  Whilst  the  girl  went  to  the 
door,  Margaret  closed  the  Bible,  dried  her  eyes,  and  rose  up  to  be  in 
readiness. 

But  instead  of  a  prescription,  there  entered  Mr.  Benjamin  Rymer. 
His  mother  stood  up,  staring,  her  hair  a  mass  of  white  corkscrews. 
Ben  clasped  Margaret  in  his  arms,  and  kissed  her  heartily. 

"  My  goodness  me!  "  cried  Mrs.  Rymer.     "  Is  it  you,  Ben  ?  " 

"  Yes,  it  is,  mother,"  said  Ben,  turning  to  her.  "  Maggie,  dear,  you 
look  as  though  you  did  not  know  me." 

"  Why,  what  on  earth  have  you  come  for,  in  this  startling  way  ?  " 
demanded  Mrs.  Rymer.     "  I  don't  believe  your  bed's  aired." 

"I'll  sleep  between  the  blankets— the  best  place  to-night  What 
have  I  come  for,  you  ask,  mother?     I  have  come  home  to  stay." 

Margaret  was  gazing  at  him,  her  mild  eyes  wide  open,  a  spot  of 
liectic  on  each  cheek. 

"  For  your  sake,  Maggie,"  he  whispered,  putting  his  arm  round  her 
waist,  and  bending  his  gi'cat  red  head  (but  not  so  red  as  his  mother's) 
down  on  her.  "  1  shall  not  much  like  to  lose  you,  though,  my  little 
sister.     The  Bahamas  are  further  off  than  I  could  have  wished." 

And,  for  answer,  poor  Margaret,  what  with  one  thing  and  another, 
sank  quietly  doAvn  in  her  chair,  and  fainted.  Ben  strode  into  the  shop 
■ — as  much  at  home  amongst  the  bottles  as  though  he  had  never  quitted 
them — and  came  back  with  some  sal  volatile. 

They  were  married  in  less  than  a  month  ;  for  Mr.  Sale's  chaplaincy 
would  not  wait  for  him.  The  Rector  was  ailing  as  usual,  or  said  he 
was,  and  Charles  Ashton  came  over  to  perform  the  ceremony. 
Margaret  was  in  a  bright  dark  silk,  a  light  shawl,  and  a  plain  bonnet ; 
they  were  to  go  away  from  the  church  door,  and  the  boxes  were 
already  at  the  station.  Ben,  dressed  well,  and  looking  not  unlike  a 
gentleman,  gave  her  away ;  but  there  was  no  wedding-party.  Mrs. 
Rymer  stayed  at  home  in  a  temper,  which  I  dare  say  nobody  regretted : 
she  considered  Margaret  ought  to  have  remained  single.  And  after  a 
day  or  two  spent  in  the  seaport  town  they  were  to  sail  from,  regaling 
their  eyes  with  tlie  ships  crowding  tlie  water,  the  Reverend  Isaac  Sale 
and  his  wife  embarked  for  their  future  home  in  the  Bahama  Isles. 


XIII. 
THE   OTHER   EARRING. 

"  And  if  I  could  make  sure  that  you  two  boys  would  behave  your- 
selves and  give  me  no  trouble,  possibly  I  might  take  you  this  year 
just  for  a  treat." 

"  Behave  ourselves !  "  exclaimed  Tod,  indignantly.  "  Do  you  think 
■we  are  two  children,  sir?  " 

"  We  would  be  as  good  as  gold,  sir,"  I  added,  turning  eagerly  to  tlie 
Squire. 

"  Well,  Johnny,  I'm  not  much  afraid  but  that  you  would.  Perhaps 
I'll  trust  you  both,  then,  Joe." 

"  Thank  you,  father." 

"  I  shall  see,"  added  the  pater,  thinking  it  well  to  put  in  a  little 
qualification.  "  It's  not  quite  a  promise,  mind.  But  it  must  be  two 
or  three  years  now,  I  think,  since  you  went  to  them." 

"  It  seems  like  six,"  said  Tod.     "  I  know  it's  four." 

AVe  w-ere  talking  of  Worcester  Races.  At  that  period  they  used  to 
take  place  early  in  August.  Dr.  Frost  had  an  unpleasant  habit  of 
reassembling  his  pupils  either  the  race-week  or  the  previous  one ;  and 
to  get  over  to  the  races  was  almost  as  difficult  for  Tod  and  for  me  as 
though  they  had  been  run  in  California.  To  hear  the  pater  say  he 
might  perhaps  take  us  this  year,  just  as  the  Midsummer  holidays  were 
drawing  to  an  end,  and  say  it  voluntarily,  was  as  good  as  it  was 
unexpected.  He  meant  it,  too  ;  in  spite  of  the  reservation :  and  Dr. 
Frost  was  warned  that  he  need  not  expect  us  until  the  race-week  was 
at  its  close. 

The  Squire  drove  into  Worcester  on  the  Monday,  to  be  ready  for 
the  races  on  Tuesday  morning,  with  Tod,  myself,  ami  the  groom — • 
Giles ;  and  put  up,  as  usual,  at  the  Star  and  Garter.  Sometimes  he 
only  drove  in  and  back  on  each  of  the  three  race-days ;  or  perhaps  on 
two  of  them :  this  he  coidd  do  very  well  from  Crabb  Cot,  but  it  was  a 
good  pull  for  the  horses  from  Dyke  Manor.  This  year,  to  our  intense 
gratification,  he  meant  to  stay  in  the  town. 

The  Faitliful  City  was  already  in  a  bustle.  It  had  put  on  its  best 
appearance,  and  had  its  windows  cleaned ;  some  cf  the  shop-fronts 
were  being  polished  off  as  we  drove  slowly  up  the  streets.  Families 
were,  like  ourselves,  coming  in :  more  would  come  before  night.     TIio 
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theatre  was  open,  and  we  went  to  it  after  dinner ;  and  saWj  I 
remember,  "Guy  Manue ring"  (over  which  the  pater  went  to  sleep), 
and  an  after-piece  with  a  ghost  in  it. 

The  next  morning  1  took  the  nearest  way  from  the  hotel  to  Sansome 
Walk,  and  went  up  it  to  call  on  one  of  our  fellows  who  lived  near  the 
top.  His  friends  always  let  him  stay  at  home  for  the  race-week.  A 
maid-servant  came  running  to  answer  my  knock  at  the  door. 

"  Is  Harry  Parker  at  home  ?  " 

'•  No,  sir,"  answered  the  girl,  who  seemed  to  be  cleaning  •up  for  the 
races  on  her  own  account,  for  her  foce  and  arms  were  all  "colly." 
'•  Master  Harry  have  gone  down  to  Pitchcroft,  I  think." 

"I  hope  he  has  gone  early  enough ! "  said  I,  feeling  disappointed. 
"  Why,  the  races  won't  begin  for  hours  yet." 

''  Well,  .sir,"  she  said,  "  I  suppose  there's  a  deal  jnore  life  to  be  seen 
there  than  here,  though  it  is  early  in  the  day." 

That  might  easily  be.  For  of  all  solitary  places  'Sansome  Walk  was, 
in  those  days,  the  dreariest,  especially  portions  of  it.  What  with  the 
overhanging  horse-chestnut  trees,  and  the  high  dead  wall  behind  those 
on  the  one  hand,  and  the  flat  stretch  of  lonely  fields  on  the  other, 
Sansome  ^^'^alk  was  what  Harry  Parker  used  to  call  a  caution.  You 
might  pass  through  all  its  long  length  from  end  to  end  and  never  meet 
a  soul. 

Taking  that  narrow  by-path  on  my  way  back  tliat  leads  into  the 
Tything  by  St.  Oswald's  Chapel,  and  whistling  a  bar  of  the  sweet  song 
I  had  heard  at  the  theatre  overnight,  "  There's  nothing  half  so  sweet 
in  life  as  love's  young  dream,"  some  one  came  swiftly  advancing  down 
the  same  narrow  path,  and  I  prepared  to  back  sideways  to  give  her 
room  to  pass — a  young  woman,  with  a  large  shabby  shawl  on,  and  the 
remains  of  faded  gentility  aboiit  hei". 

It  was  Lucy  Bird!  As  she  drew  near,  lifting  her  sad  sweet  eyes  to 
mine  with  a  mournful  smile,  my  heart  gave  a  gi'eat  throb  of  pity. 
Faded,  w^orn,  anxious,  reduced ! — oh,  how  luihke  she  was,  poor  girl,  to 
the  once  gay  and  charming  Lucy  Ashton  ! 

"  AVhy,  Lucy  !  1  did  not  expect  to  see  you  in  Worcester !  We 
heard  you  had  left  it  months  ago." 

"  Yes,  we  left  last  February  for  London,"  she  answered.  "  Captain 
Bird  has  only  come  down  for  the  races." 

As  she  took  her  hand  from  under  her  shawl  to  respond  to  mine,  I 
saw  that  she  was  carrying  some  cheese  and  a  paper  of  cold  cooked 
meat.  She  must  have  been  buying  the  meat  at  the  cook's  shop,  as 
tlie  Worcester  people  called  it,  which  was  in  the  middle  of  High 
Street.  Oh !  what  a  change — what  a  change  for  the  deUcately-bred 
Lucy  Ashton !  Better  that  her  Master  of  Ravenswood  had  buried 
his  horse  and  himself  in  the  flooded  land,  as  the  other  one  did,  than 
have  brought  her  to  this. 
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"  Where  are  you  going  to,  down  this  dismal  place,  Lucy  ?  " 

"  Home,"  she  answered.  "  We  have  taken  lodgings  at  the  lop  of 
Sansome  Walk." 

"  At  one  of  the  cottages  a  little  beyond  it?  " 

•'  Yes,  at  one  of  those.  How  are  vou  all,  Jolnui}'  ?  How  is  Mrs. 
Todlietley  ?  " 

•'Oh,  she's  first-rate.     Got  no  neuralgia  just  now." 

"  Is  she  at  Worcester  ?  " 

"  No ;  at  Dyke  Manor.  She  would  not  come.  The  Squire  drove  us 
in  yesterday.    We  are  at  the  Star." 

"  Ah !  yes,"  she  said,  her  eyes  taking  a  dreamy,  far-off  look.  "  I 
i-emember  stajdng  at  the  Star  myself  one  race-week.  Papa  brought  me. 
It  was  the  year  I  left  school.  Have  you  heard  or  seen  anything  of  my 
brothers  lately,  Johnny  Ludlow  ?  " 

"  Not  since  we  were  last  staying  at  Crabb  Cot.  We  went  to  Timber- 
dale  Church  one  day  and  heard  your  brother  Charles  preach ;  and 
we  dined  once  with  Robert  at  the  Court,  and  he  and  his  wife  came 
once  to  dine  with  us.  But — have  you  not  seen  your  brother  James 
here  ?  " 

"  No — and  I  would  rather  not  see  him.  He  would  be  sure  to  ask 
me  painful  questions." 

"  But  he  is  always  about  the  streets  here,  seeing  after  his  patients, 
Lncj\     I  Avonder  you  have  not  met  him."  ^ 

"  We  only  came  down  last  Saturday :  and  I  go  out  as  little  as  I  can," 
she  said ;  a  hesitation  in  her  tone  and  manner  that  struck  me.  "  I  did 
tliink  I  saw  James's  carriage  before  me  just  now  as  I  came  up  the 
Tything.     It  turned  into  Britannia  Square." 

"  I  dare  say.    We  met  it  yesterday  in  Sidbury  as  we  drove  in." 

"  His  practice  grows  large,  I  suppose.  You  say  Charles  was  preach- 
ing at  Timberdale  ?  "  she  added :  "  was  Herbert  Tanerton  ill  ?  " 

"  Yes.  Ailing,  that  is.  Your  brother  came  over  to  take  the  duty 
for  the  day.  AVill  you  call  at  the  Star  to  see  the  Squire,  Lucy?  Y''ou 
know  how  pleased  he  would  be." 

"  N — 0,"  she  answered,  her  manner  still  more  hesitating ;  and  she 
seemed  to  be  debating  some  matter  mentally.  "  I — I  would  have  come 
after  dark,  had  Mrs.  Todlietley  been  there.  At  least  I  think  I  would 
— I  don't  know." 

"  Y'ou  can  come  all  the  same,  Lucy." 

"  But  no— that  would  not  have  done,"  she  went  on  to  herself,  in  a 
half- whisper.  "  I  might  have  been  seen.  It  would  never  have  done 
to  risk  it.  The  truth  is,  Johnny,  I  ought  to  see  Mrs.  Todhetley  on  a 
matter  of  business.  Though  even  if  she  were  here,  I  do  not  know  that 
I  might  dare  to  see  her.  It  is — not  exactly  my  own  business — and — 
and  mischief  might  come  of  it." 

■  Is  it  anything  I  can  say  to  her  for  you  ?  " 


u  ■ 
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"I— think— you  miglit,"  she  returned  slowly,  pausing,  as  before, 
between  her  words,    "  I  know  you  are  to  be  trusted,  Johnny." 

"  That  I  am.    I  wouldn't  forget  a  single  item  of  the  message." 

"  I  did  not  mean  in  that  way.  I  shall  have  to  entrust  to  you  a 
private  matter — a  disagreeable  secret.  It  is  a  long  time  that  I  have 
wanted  to  tell  some  of  you ;  ever  since  last  winter  :  and  yet,  now  that 
the  opportunity  has  come  that  I  may  do  it,  I  scarcely  dare.  The 
Squire  is  hasty  and  impulsive,  his  son  is  proud ;  but  I  think  I  may 
confide  in  you,  Johnny." 

"  Only  try  me,  Lucy." 

"  Well,  I  will.  I  will.  I  know  you  are  true  as  steel.  Not  this 
morning,  for  I  cannot  stop — and  I  am  not  prepared.  Let  me  see : 
where  shall  we  meet  again?  No,  no,  Johnny,  I  cannot  venture  to  the 
hotel :  it  is  of  no  use  to  suggest  that." 

"  Shall  I  come  to  your  lodgings?  " 

She  just  shook  her  head  by  way  of  dissent,  and  remained  in  silent 
thought.  I  could  not  imagine  what  it  was  she  had  to  tell  me  that 
required  all  this  preparation  ;  but  it  came  into  my  mind  to  be  glad  that 
I  had  chanced  to  go  that  morning  to  Harry  Parker's. 

"  Suppose  you  meet  me  in  Sansome  Walk  this  afternoon,  Joluiny 
Ludlow?  Say  at " — considering — "  yes,  at  four  o'clock.  That  will  be 
a  safe  hour,  for  they  will  be  on  the  racecourse  and  out  of  the  way. 
People  will,  I  mean,"  she  added  hastily  :  but  somehow  I  did  not  think 
she  had  meant  people.     "  Can  you  come  ?  " 

"  I  will  manage  it." 

"And,  if  you  don't  meet  me  at  that  time— it  is  just  possible  that  I 
may  be  prevented  coming  out— I  will  be  there  at  eight  o'clock  this 
evening  instead,"  she  continued.     "  That  I  know  I  can  do." 

"Very  well.     I'll  be  sure  to  be  there." 

Hardly  waiting  another  minute  to  say  good-morning,  sne  went 
swiftly  on.  I  began  wondering  what  excuse  I  could  make  for  leaving 
the  Squire's  carriage  in  the  midst  of  the  sport,  and  whether  he  Avould 
let  me  leave  it. 

But  the  way  for  that  was  paved  without  any  effort  of  mine.  At  the 
early  lunch,  the  Squire,  in  the  openness  of  his  heart,  offered  a  seat  in 
the  phaeton  to  some  old  acquaintance  from  Martley.  Which  of  course 
would  involve  Tod's  sitting  behind  with  me,  and  Giles's  being  left  out 
altogether. 

"  Catch  me  at  it,"  cried  Tod.  "  You  can  do  as  you  please,  Johiuiy  : 
I  shall  go  to  the  course  on  foot." 

"  I  will  also,"  I  said — though  you,  naturally,  understand  that  I  had 
never  expected  to  sit  elsewhere  than  behind.  And  I  knew  it  would  be 
easier  for  me  to  lose  Tod  in  the  crowd,  and  so  get  away  to  keep  the 
appoiiitniint,  than  it  would  have  been  to  elude  the  Squire's  questioning 
as  to  wliv  I  could  want  to  leave  the  carriage. 
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Liiiicli  over,  Tod  said  he  would  go  to  the  Bell,  to  sec  whether  the 
Letstoms  had  come  in ;  and  wc  started  off.  No ;  the  waiter  had  seen 
nothing  of  them.  Onwards,  down  Broad  Street  we  went,  took  the 
Quay,  and  so  got  on  that  way  to  Pitchcroft— as  the  racecom-se  is  called. 
The  booths  and  shows  were  at  this  end,  and  the  chief  part  of  the 
crowd.  Before  us  lay  stretched  the  long  expanse  of  the  course,  gi-een 
and  level  as  a  bowling-green.  The  grandstand  (comparatively  speaking 
a  new  erection  there)  lay  on  the  left,  liigher  up,  the  winning-chair  and 
distance-post  facing  it.  Behind  the  stand,  flanking  all  that  side  of 
Pitchcroft,  the  beautiful  river  Severn  flowed  along  between  its  green 
banks,  the  houses  of  Henwick,  opposite,  looking  down  upon  it  from 
their  great  height,  over  their  sloping  gardens.  It  was  a  hot  day,  tlie 
blue  sky  dark  and  cloudless. 

"  True  and  correct  card  of  all  the  running  horses,  gentlemen :  the 
names,  weights,  and  colours  o'  the  riders ! "  The  words,  echoing  on 
all  sides  from  the  men  who  held  these  cards  for  sale,  are  repeateil  in 
my  brain  now ;  as  are  other  sounds  and  sights.  I  was  somewliat  older 
tlien  than  I  had  been ;  but  it  was  not  very  long  since  those  shows, 
ranged  round  there  side  by  side,  a  long  line  of  them,  held  the  gi-eatest 
attraction  for  me  in  life.  "  Guy  Mannering,"  the  past  night,  had  ])een 
very  nice  to  see,  very  enjoyable;  but  it  possessed  not  the  nameless 
charm  of  that  first  "  play  "  I  went  to  in  Scowton's  Show  on  the  race- 
course.   T/iat  charm  could  never  come  again.    And  I  was  but  a  lad  yet. 

The  lightning  with  which  the  play  opened  had  been  real  lightning  to 
me;  the  thunder,  real  thunder.  The  gentleman  who  stood,  when  the 
curtain  rose,  gorgeously  attired  in  a  scarlet  doublet  slashed  Avith  gold 
(something  between  a  king  and  a  iK.ndit),  with  uplifted  face  of  terror 
and  drawn  sword,  calling  the  war  of  the  elements  "  tremendious,"  was 
to  me  a  greater  potentate  than  the  world  could  almost  contain  !  The 
young  lady,  his  daughter,  in  ringlets  and  spangles,  who  came  flying  on 
in  the  midst  of  the  storm,  and  fell  at  his  feet,  with  upraised  arms  and  a 
l)iteous  appeal,  "  Alas !  my  father,  and  will  you  not  consent  to  my 
marriage  with  xMjjhonso  ?  "  seemed  more  lovely  to  me  than  the  Sultanas 
in  the  "  Arabian  Nights,"  or  the  Princesses  in  Fairyland.  I  sat  there 
entranced  and  speechless.  A  new  world  had  opened  to  me — a  world  of 
deliglit.  For  weeks  and  weeks  afterwards,  that  play,  with  its  wondrous 
beauties,  its  shifting  scenes,  was  present  to  me  sleepifig  and.' waking'. 

Tiie  ladies  in  spangles,  the  gentlemen  in  slashed  doublets,  were  on 
the  platforms  of  their  respective  shows  to-day,  dancing  for  the  benefit 
of  Pitchcroft.  Now  and  again  a  set  would  leave  otf,  the  music  ceasing 
also,  to  announce  that  the  performance  was  about  to  commence.  1 
am  not  sure  but  I  should  have  gone  up  to  see  one,  but  for  the  presence 
of  Tod  and  Harry  Parker — Avhom  we  had  met  on  the  course.  There 
V  ere  learned  pigs,  and  spotted  calves,  and  striped  zebras ;  and  ginger- 
bread and  cake  stalls ;  and  boat-swings  antl  merry-go-rounds — which 
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Lad  made  rac  frightfully  sick  onco  when  Hannah  let  me  go  in  one. 
And  tliero  was  the  ever-increasing  throng,  augmenting  incessantly  ; 
carriages,  horsemen,  shoals  of  foot-passengers ;  conjurers  and  fortune- 
tellers ;  small  tables  for  the  game  of  "  thimble-rig,"  their  owners  looking 
out  very  sharply  for  the  constables  who  might  chance  to  be  looking 
for  them  ;  and  the  movable  exhibitions  of  dancing  dolls  and  Punch 
and  Judy.  Ay,  the  sounds  and  the  sights  are  in  my  brain  now. 
The  bands  of  the  different  shows,  mostly  attired  in  scarlet  and  gold,  all 
blowing  and  drumming  as  hard  as  they  could  blow  and  drum ;  the 
shouted  invitations  to  the  admiring  spectators,  "  Walk  up,  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  the  performance  is  just  a-going  to  begin  ;  "  the  scraping  of 
the  blind  fiddlers;  the  screeching  of  the  ballad-singers;  the  sudden 
uproar  as  a  stray  dog,  attempting  to  cross  the  course,  is  hunted  oft'  it ; 
the  incessant  jabber  and  the  Babel  of  tongues ;  and  the  soft  roll  of 
wheels  on  the  tinf. 

Hark  !  The  bell  rings  for  the  clearing  of  the  course.  People  knoAv 
what  it  means,  and  those  who  are  cautious  hasten  at  once  to  escape 
under  the  cords  on  either  side.  The  gallop  of  a  horse  is  heard,  its 
rider,  in  his  red  coat  and  white  smalls,  loudly  smacking  his  whip  to 
eftect  the  clearance.  The  first  race  is  about  to  begin.  All  the  world 
presses  towards  the  environs  of  the  givand-stand  to  get  a  sight  of  the 
several  horses  entered  for  it.  Here  they  come ;  the  jockej^s  in  their 
distinguishing  colom-s,  trying  their  horses  in  a  brisk  canter,  after  hadng 
been  weighed  in  the  paddock.  A  few  minutes,  and  the  start  is 
effected;  they  are  oft'! 

It  is  only  a  two-mile  heat.  The  carriages  are  all  drawn  up  against 
the  cords;  the  foot-passengers  press  it;  horsemen  get  Avhere  they  can. 
And  now  the  excitement  is  at  its  height ;  the  rush  of  the  racers  coming 
in  to  the  winning-post  breaks  on  the  ear.     They  fly  like  the  wind. 

At  that  moment  I  caught  sight  of  the  sharply  eager  face  of  a  good- 
looking,  dashing  man,  got  up  to  perfection — you  might  have  taken  him 
for  a  lord  at  least.  Arm-in-arm  with  him  stood  another,  well-got-up 
also,  as  a  sporting  country  gentleman ;  he  wore  a  green  cut-away  coat, 
top-boots,  and  a  broad-brimmed  hat  which  shaded  his  face.  If  I  say 
<'got-up,"  it  is  because  I  knew  the  one,  and  I  fancied  I  knew  the  other. 
But  the  lattcr's  face  was  partly  turned  from  me,  and  hidden,  as  I  have 
said,  by  the  hat.  Both  watched  the  swiftly-coming  racehorses  with  ill- 
concealed  anxiety :  and  both,  as  well-got-up  gentlemen  at  ease,  strove 
to  appear  indiftercnt. 

"  Tod,  there's  Captain  Bird." 

"  Captain  Bird !    Where  ?   You  are  ahvays  fancying  things,  Johnny." 

"  A  few  yards  lower  down.    Close  to  the  cords." 

"  Oh,  be  shot  to  the  scoundrel,  and  so  it  is !  What  a  swell !  Don't 
bother.     Here  they  come." 

"  Bluo  cap  wins !  "     "  No !  red  sleeves  gains  on  him  !  "     "  Yellow 
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stripes  is  first ! "  "  Pink  jacket  has  it ! "  "  By  Jove !  the  hay  colt  is 
distanced  1  '*    "  Purple  ^\^ns  by  a  neck ! " 

With  a  liubbub  of  these  different  versions  from  the  bystanders 
echoing  on  our  ears,  the  horses  flew  past  in  a  rush  and  a  whirl.  Black 
cap  and  white  jacket  was  the  winner. 

Amidst  the  crowding  and  the  pushing  and  the  excitement  tliat 
ensued,  I  tried  to  get  nearer  to  Captain  Bird.  Not  to  see  him :  it  was 
impossible  to  look  at  him  with  any  patience  and  contrast  his  dashing 
appearance  ^Wth  that  of  poor,  faded  Lucy's:  but  to  see  the  other  man. 
For  he  put  me  in  mind  of  the  gentleman-detective  Eccles,  who  had 
loomed  upon  us  at  Crabb  Cot  that  Sunday  aftemoon  in  the  past  winter, 
pohshed  off  the  sirloin  of  beef,  crammed  the  Squire  with  anecdotes  of 
his  college  hfe,  and  finally  made  off  with  the  other  earring. 

You  can  turn  back  to  the  paper  called  "  Mrs.  Todhetley's  Earrings." 
and  recall  the  circumstances.  How  she  lost  an  earring  out  of  her  ear : 
a  pink  topaz  encircled  with  diamonds.  It  was  supposed  a  tramp  had 
picked  it  up  ;  and  the  Squire  went  about  it  to  the  police  at  Worcester. 
On  the  followng  Sunday  a  gentleman  called  introducing  himself  as  ^Ir. 
Eccles,  a  private  detective,  and  asking  to  look  at  the  other  earring. 
The  Squire  was  marvellously  taken  with  him,  ordered  in  the  beef,  not 
long  gone  out  from  the  dinner,  and  was  as  eager  to  entrust  the  earring 
to  him  as  he  was  to  take  it.  That  Eccles  had  been  a  gentleman  once 
— at  least,  that  he  had  mixed  with  gentlemen,  was  easy  to  be  seen : 
and  perhaps  had  also  been  an  Oxford  man,  as  he  asserted  ;  but  he  was 
certainly  a  swindler  now.  He  carried  oft'  the  earring;  and  we  had 
never  seen  him,  or  it,  from  that  day  to  this.  But  I  did  think  I  saw  him 
now  oh  the  racecourse.  In  the  side  face,  and  the  tall,  well-shaped 
fio-ure  of  the  top-booted  country  gentleman,  with  the  heavy  bunch  of 
seals  hanging  from  his  watch-chain,  who  leaned  on  that  man  Captain 
Bird's  arm,  there  was  a  great  resemblance  to  him.  The  other  earring, 
lost  first,  was  foimd  in  the  garden  under  a  small  fir-tree  when  the  snow 
melted  away,  where  it  must  have  dropped  unseen  from  Mrs.  Todhetley's 
ea;r,  as  she  stopped  in  the  path  to  shake  the  snow  from  the  tree.^ 

But  the  rush  of  people  sweeping  by  was  too  great.  Captain  Bird 
and  he  were  nowhere  to  be  seen.  In  the  confusion  also  I  lost  Tod  and 
Harry  Parker.  The  country  gentleman  I  meant  to  find  if  I  could,  and 
went  looking  about  for  him. 

The  carriages  were  coming  away  from  their  standing-places  near 
the  ropes  to  drive  about  the  course,  as  was  the  custom  in  those^  days. 
Such  a  thing  as  taking  the  horses  out  of  a  carriage  and  letting  it  stay 
where  it  was  until  the  end  of  the  day  was  not  known  on  Worcester 
racecourse.  You  might  count  the  carriages-and-fom-  there  then,  their 
inmates  exchanging  gi-eetings  with  each  other  in  passing,  as  they  drove 
to  and  fro.  It  was  a  sight  to  see  the  noblemen's  tiu-n-outs ;  the 
glittering  harness,  the  array  of  servants  in  their  sumptuous  liveries ; 
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for  they  came  in  style  to  the  races.  The  meeting  on  the  course  was 
the  chief  local  event  of  the  year,  when  all  the  county  assembled  to  see 
each  other  and  look  their  best. 

"  Will  you  get  up  now,  Johnny  ?  " 

The  soft  bowling  of  the  Squire's  carriage-wheels  arrested  itself,  as 
lie  drew  up  to  speak  to  me.  The  Hartley  old  gentleman  sat  with  him, 
and  there  was  a  vacant  place  by  Giles  behind. 

"  No,  thank  you,  sir.     I  would  rather  be  on  foot." 

"  As  you  will,  lad.     Is  your  watch  safe?  " 

"  Oh  yes." 

"  Where's  Joe  ?  " 

"  Somewhere  about.  He  is  with  Harry  Parker.  I  have  only  just 
missed  them." 

"  Missed  them !  Oh,  and  I  suppose  you  are  looking  for  them.  A 
capital  race,  that  last." 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Mind  you  take  care  of  yourself,  Johnny,"  he  called  back,  as  he 
touched  up  Bob  and  Blister,  to  drive  on.  I  generally  did  take  care  of 
myself,  but  the  Squire  never  forgot  to  remind  me  to  do  it. 

The  afternoon  went  on,  and  my  search  with  it  in  the  intervals  of  the 
racing.  I  could  see  nothing  of  those  I  wanted  to  see,  or  of  Tod  and 
Harry  Parker.  Our  meeting,  or  not  meeting,  was  just  a  chance,  amidst 
those  crowds  and  crowds  of  human  beings,  constantly  moving.  Three 
o'clock  had  struck,  and  as  soon  as  the  next  race  should  be  over — a 
four-mile  heat — it  would  be  nearly  time  to  think  about  keeping  my 
appointment  with  Lucy  Bird. 

And  now  once  more  set  in  all  the  excitement  of  the  running.  A 
good  field  started  for  the  four-mile  heat,  more  horses  than  had  run  yet. 

I  liked  those  four-mile  heats  on  Worcester  racecourse :  when  we 
watched  the  jockeys  in  their  gay  and  varied  colours  twice  round  the 
course,  describing  the  figure  of  eight,  and  coming  in,  hot  and  panting, 
at  the  end.  The  favourites  this  time  were  two  horses  named  "  Swal- 
lowcr "  and  "  Master  Ben."  Each  horse  was  well  liked :  and  some 
betters  backed  one,  some  the  other.     Now  they  are  oft'! 

The  running  began  slowly  and  steadily ;  the  two  favourites  just  ahead ; 
a  black  horse  (I  forget  his  name,  but  his  jockey  wore  crimson  and 
])urple)  hanging  on  to  them ;  most  of  tlie  other  horses  lying  outside. 
The  two  kept  together  all  the  way,  and  as  they  came  in  for  the  final 
run  the  excitement  was  intense.  "  " 

"  Swallower  has  it  by  a  neck  ! "  "  No !  Master  Ben  heads  him !  " 
"  Ben  wins !  Swallower  loses  ! "  "  Swallower  has  it !  Ben's  jockey  is 
beat!"  and  so  on,  and  so  on.  Amidst  the  shouts  and  the  commotion 
the  result  was  announced — a  dead  lieat. 

So  the  race  must  be  run  again.  I  looked  at  my  watch  (which  you 
may  be  sure  I  had  kept   carefully  buttoned   up  under  my  jacket), 
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womlcriiig  whether  I  could  stay  for  it.     That  was  uncertain;  tliere  was 
no  knowing  how  long  an  interval  would  be  allowed  for  breathing-time. 

Suddenly  there  arose  a  frightful  commotion  above  all  the  natural 
connnotion  of  the  course.  People  rushed  towards  one  point;  horsemen 
galloped  thither,  carriages  bowled  cautiously  in  their  wake.  The 
centre  of  attraction  aj)peared  to  be  on  the  banks  of  the  river,  just 
beyond  the  grand-stand.  What  was  it?  What  had  occurred?  The 
3'ells  were  deafening ;  the  pushing  fearful.  At  last  the  cause  was 
known :  King  Mob  was  ducking  some  otTender  in  the  Severn. 

To  get  near,  so  as  to  see  anything  of  the  fun,  was  impossible ;  it  was 
equally  impossible  to  gather  what  he  had  done ;  whether  picked  a 
pocket,  or  cheated  at  betting.  Those  are  the  two  offences  that  on 
I'itchcroft  were  then  deemed  deserving  of  the  water.  This  time,  I 
think,  it  was  connected  with  betting. 

Soon  the  yells  became  louder  and  nearer.  Execrations  filled  the  air. 
The  crowd  opened,  and  a  wretched-looking  individual  emerged  out  of  it 
on  the  hard  run,  his  clothes  dripping,  his  hair  hanging  about  liis  face 
like  rat's  tails. 

On  he  came,  the  mob  shouting  and  hallooing  in  his  wake,  and 
lirushed  close  past  me.  Why  !  it  was  surely  the  country  gentleman  I 
liad  seen  with  Bird  !  I  knew  him  again  at  once.  But  whether  it  was 
the  man  Eccles  or  not,  I  did  not  see ;  be  tore  by  swiftly,  his  head  kept 
down.  A  broad-brimmed  hat  came  flying  after  him,  propelled  by  the 
feet  of  the  crowd.  He  stooped  to  catch  it  up,  and  then  kept  on  his  way 
right  across  the  course,  no  doubt  to  make  his  escape  from  it.  Yes,  it 
was  the  same  man  in  his  top-boots.  I  was  sure  of  that.  Scampering 
close  to  his  heels,  fretting  and  yelling  furiously,  was  a  lialf-starved 
white  dog  with  a  tin  kettle  tied  to  its  tail.  I  wondered  which  of  the 
two  was  the  more  frightened — the  dog  or  the  man. 

And  standing  very  nearly  close  to  me,  as  I  saw  then,  was  Captain 
Bird.  Not  running,  not  shouting ;  simply  looking  on  with  a  countenance 
of  supreme  indifference,  that  seemed  to  express  no  end  of  languid 
contempt  of  the  fun.  Not  a  sign  of  recognition  crossed  his  face  as  the 
half-drowned  wight  swept  past  him :  no  one  could  have  supposed  he 
ever  set  eyes  on  him  before.  And  when  the  surging  crowd  had  passed, 
he  sauntered  away  in  the  direction  of  the  saddling-place. 

But  I  lost  the  race.  Though  I  stayed  a  little  late,  hoping  to  at  last 
see  the  liorses  come  out  for  the  second  start,  and  to  count  how  many  of  ■ 
the  former  field  wouldcompete  for  it,  the  miimtes  flew  all  too  swiftly 
liy,  and  I  had  to  go,  and  to  put  the  steam  on.  Making  a  bolt  across 
Bitchcroft  and  up  Salt  Lane,  went  I,  full  split,  over  the  Tything,  and 
so  down  to  Sansome  Walk.  St.  Oswald's  clock  was  tinkling  out  four 
as  I  reached  it. 

Lucy  did  not  come.  She  had  indicated  the  spot  where  the  meeting 
should  be  ;  and  I  waited  there,  making  the  best  I  could  of  it ;  cooling 
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myself,  and  looking  out  for  lier.  At  lialf-past  four  I  gave  her  up  in  my 
own  mind ;  and  when  five  o'clock  struck,  I  knew  it  was  useless  to  stiiy 
longer.  So  I  began  to  take  my  way  back  slower  than  I  had  come  ;  and 
on  turning  out  by  St.  Oswald's,  I  saw  the  carriages  and  people  flocking 
up  on  their  way  from  Pitchcroft.     The  first  day's  racing  was  over. 

There  was  a  crowd  at  the  top  of  Salt  Lane,  and  I  had  to  wait  before 
I  could  get  across.  In  the  wake  of  a  carriage -and-four  that  was  turning 
out  of  it  came  Captain  Bird,  not  a  feather  of  his  plumage  ruffled,  not 
a  speck  (except  dust)  on  his  superfine  coat,  not  a  WTistband  soiled.  He 
had  not  been  ducked,  if  his  friend  had. 

"  How  d'ye  do.  Master  Ludlow?  "  said  he,  ^vith  a  grandly  patronizing 
air,  and  a  flourish  of  his  cane,  as  if  it  were  a  condescension  to  notice  me. 
And  I  answered  him  civilly  ;  though  he  must  have  been  aware  I  knew 
what  a  scamp  he  was. 

"  I  wish  he'd  steal  away  to  America  some  moonlight  night,"  ran  my 
thoughts,  "  and  leave  poor  Lucy  in  peace." 

The  Squire's  carriage  dashed  up  to  the  hotel  as  I  reached  it.  Tod 
sitting  behind  with  Giles.  I  asked  which  of  the  two  horses  had  won. 
Swallower :  won  by  half-a-neck.  The  Squire  was  in  a  glow  of  satis- 
faction, boasting  of  the  well-contested  race. 

And  now,  to  make  tilings  intelligible,  I  must  refer  again  for  a  minute 
or  two  to  that  past  paper.  It  may  be  remembered  that  when  "  Detec- 
tive Eccles  "  called  on  us  that  Sunday  afternoon,  asking  to  look  at  the 
fellow-earring  to  the  one  lost,  Mrs.  Todhetley  had  gone  in  to  the 
Coneys',  and  the  Squire  sent  me  for  her.  "When  I  arrived  there,  Lucy 
Bird  was  in  the  drawing-room  alone,  the  mater  being  upstairs  with 
Mrs.  Coney.  Poor  Lucy  told  me  she  had  been  spending  a  day  or  two 
at  Timberdale  Court  (her  happy  childhood's  home),  and  had  come  over 
to  dine  wath  j\Ir.  and  Mrs.  Coney,  who  were  always  kind  to  her,  she 
added  ^vith  a  sigh ;  but  she  was  going  back  to  Worcester  by  the  next 
train.  I  told  her  what  I  had  come  for — of  the  detective's  \-isit  and  his 
request  to  see  the  other  ean-ing.  Mrs.  Todhetley  felt  nervous  at  meet- 
ing a  real  live  detective,  and  asked  me  no  end  of  questions  as  to  what 
this  particular  one  was  like.  I  said  he  was  no  tiger  to  be  afraid  of,  and 
described  him  as  well  as  I  could :  a  tall,  slender,  gentlemanly  man,  well- 
dressed  ;  gold  studs,  a  ring  on  his  finger,  a  blue  necktie,  and  a  black 
moustache.  Lucy  (I  had  noticed  at  the  time)  seemed  struck  with  the 
description ;  but  she  made  no  remark.  Before  we  turned  in  at  our 
gate  we  saw  her  leave  the  Coneys'  house,  and  come  stepping  through 
tlic  snow  on  her  way  to  the  station.  Since  then,  until  now,  we  had  not 
seen  anything  of  Lucy  Bird. 


The  stars  flickered  through  the  trees  in  Sansome  Walk  as  I  turned 
into  it     A  fine  trouble  I  had  had  to  come  !     Some  entertainment  wa.s 
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ill  full  swing  that  evening  at  the  Saracen's  Head — a  isort  of  circus,  com- 
bined with  rope-dancing.  Worcester  would  be  filled  with  shows  din-ing 
the  race-week  (I  don't  mean  those  on  Pitchcroft),  and  we  went  to  as 
many  as  we  could  get  money  for.  We  had  made  the  bargain  with 
Harry  Parker  on  the  course  to  go  to  this  one,  and  during  the  crowded 
dinner  Tod  asked  the  Squire's  leave.  He  gave  it  with  the  usual  in- 
junctions to  take  care  of  ourselves,  and  on  condition  that  we  left  our 
watches  at  home.  So,  there  I  was  in  a  fix ;  neither  daring  to  say  at 
the  dinner-table  that  I  could  not  go,  nor  daring  to  say  what  prevented 
it,  for  Lucy  had  bound  me  to  secrecy. 

"What  time  is  this  thing  going  to  be  over  to-night,  Joe?"  had 
questioned  the  Squire,  wdio  was  drinking  port  wine  with  some  more  olil 
gentlemen  at  one  end  of  the  table,  as  we  rose  to  depart. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know,"  answered  Tod.    "  About  ten  o'clock,  1  dare  say." 

"Well,  mind  you  come  straight  home,  you  two.  I  won't  have  yon 
getting  into  mischief.     Do  you  hear,  Johnny  ?  " 

"  What  mischief  do  you  suppose,  sir,  we  are  likely  to  get  into  ?  " 
fired  Tod. 

"  I  don't  know,"  answered  the  Squire.  "  When  I  was  a  young  lad- 
younger  than  you — staying  here  for  the  races  with  my  father — but  we 
stayed  at  the  Hop-pole,  next  door,  which  was  the  first  inn  then — I 
remember  we  were  so  wicked  one  night  as  to  go  about  ringing  and 
knocking  at  all  the  doors "  * 

"  You  and  your  father,  sir  ?  "  asked  Tod,  innocently. 

"My  father!  no!  "  roared  the  Squire.  "What  do  you  moan,  Joe? 
How  dare  you  !  My  father  go  about  the  towi  knocking  at  doors  and 
ringing  at  bells !  How  dare  you  suggest  such  an  idea  I  We  left  my 
father,  sir,  at  the  hotel  with  his  friends  at  their  wine,  as  you  are  lea\ang 
me  with  my  friends  here  now.  It  was  I  and  half-a-dozen  other  yomig 
rascals  who  did  it— more  shame  for  us.  I  can't  be  sure  how  many  bell- 
wires  we  broke.  The  world  has  grown  wiser  since  then,  though  I  don't 
think  it's  better;  and— and  mind  you  walk  quietly  home.  Don't  get 
into  a  fight,  or  quarrel,  or  anything  of  that  kind.  The  streets  are  sure 
to  be  full  of  rough  people  and  pickpockets." 

Harry  Parker  was  waiting  for  us  in  the  hotel  gateway.  He  said  he 
feared  we  should  be  late,  and  thought  we  must  have  been  eating  dinner 
for  a  week  by  the  time  we  took  over  it. 

"  I'm  not  coming  with  you,  Tod,"  I  said ;  "  I'll  join  you  presently." 

Tod  turned  roimd  and  faced  me.  "What  on  earth's  that  for, 
Johnny  ?  " 

"  Oh,  nothing.     I'll  come  soon.     You  two  go  on." 

"  Suppose  you  don't  get  a  place  !  "  cried  Parker  to  me. 

"  Oh,  I  shall  get  one  fast  enough  :  it  won't  be  so  crowded  as  all  that." 

"  Now,  look  here,  lad,"  said  Tod,  \\\i\\  his  face  of  resolution ;  "  you 
are  up  to  some  dodge.    What  is  it?" 
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"JNIy  head  aches  badly,"  I  said— and  that  was  true.  '"I  can't  go 
into  that  hot  place  until  I  have  had  a  spell  of  fresh  air.  But  I  shall  be 
sure  to  join  you  later,  if  I  can." 

My  headaches  were  always  allowed.  I  had  them  rather  often.  Not 
the  splitting,  roaring  pain  tliat  Tod  would  get  in  his  head  on  rare  occa- 
sions, once  a  twelvemonth,  or  so,  when  anything  greatly  worried  him ; 
but  bad  enough  in  all  conscience.  He  said  no  more ;  and  set  off  with 
Harry  Parker  up  the  street  towards  the  Saracen's  Head. 

The  stars  were  flickering  through  the  trees  in  Sansome  Walk,  look- 
ing as  bright  as  though  it  were  a  frosty  night  in  Avinter.  It  was  cool 
and  pleasant :  the  great  heat  of  the  day — which  must  have  given  nie 
my  headache — had  passed.  Mrs.  Bird  was  already  at  the  spot.  She 
drew  me  underneath  the  trees  on  the  side,  looking  up  the  walk  as 
though  she  feared  she  had  been  followed.  A  burst  of  distant  music 
crashed  out  and  was  borne  towards  us  on  the  air :  the  circus  band,  at 
tlie  Saracen's  Head.     Lucy  still  glanced  back  the  way  she  had  come. 

"  Are  you  afraid  of  anything,  Lucy  ?  " 

"  There  is  no  danger,  I  believe,"  she  answered  ;  "  but  I  cannot  help 
being  timid :  for,  if  what  I  am  doing  were  discovered,  I — I — I  don't 
know  what  they  would  do  to  me." 

"  You  did  not  come  this  afternoon." 

"  No.  I  was  very  sorry,  but  I  could  not,"  she  said,  as  we  paced 
slowly i#bout,  side  by  side.  "I  had  my  shawd  and  bonnet  on,  when 
Edwards  came  in — a  friend  of  my  husband's,  who  is  staying  with  him. 
He  had  somehow  got  into  the  Severn,  and  looked  quite  an  object,  his 
hair  and  clothes  dripping  wet,  and  his  forehead  bruised." 

"  Why,  Lucy,  he  was  ducked! "  I  cried  excitedly.  "  I  saw  it  all. 
That  is,  I  saw  the  row ;  and  I  saw  him  when  he  made  his  escape  across 
Pitchcroft.     He  had  on  a  smart  green  cut-away  coat,  and  top-boots." 

"Yes,  yes,"  she  said;  "I  was  sure  it  was  something  of  that  kind. 
Wlien  my  husband  came  home  later  they  were  talking  together  in  an 
undertone,  Edwards  cursing  some  betting-man,  and  Captain  Bird  telling 
Edwards  that  it  was  his  own  fault  for  not  being  more  cautious.  How- 
ever, I  could  not  come  out,  Johnny,  though  I  knew  you  were  waiting 
for  me.  Edwards  asked,  as  impertinently  as  he  dared,  where  I  was  ott" 
to.  To  buy  soine  tea,  I  answered,  but  that  it  did  not  matter  par- 
ticularly, as  I  had  enough  for  the  evening.  They  think  I  have  come 
out  to  buy  it  now." 

"Do  you  mean  to  say,  Lucy,  that  Captain  Bird  denies  you  free 
lilierty  ? — watches  you  as  a  cat  does  a  mouse  ?  " 

"  No,  no ;  you  must  not  take  up  wrong  notions  of  my  husband, 
Johnny  Ludlow.  Bad  though  the  estimation  in  which  he  is  held  by 
most  people  is,  he  has  never  been  really  mikind  to  me.  Trouble, 
frightful  trouble  he  does  bring  upon  me,  for  I  am  his  wife  and  have  to 
eharc  it,  but  personally  unkind  to  me  he  has  never  j-et  been." 
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'•Well,  t  s-lioiiM  tliiiik  it  unkind  in  your  ]>l!ice.  it'  I  could  not  go  out 
when  I  pleased,  without  being  questioned.  What  do  they  suspect  you 
would  be  after  ?  " 

"  It  is  not  Captain  Bird ;  it  is  Edwards.  As  to  what  he  suspects,  I 
am  sure  he  does  not  know  himself ;  but  he  seems  to  be  generally  sus- 
picious of  every  one,  and  he  sees  I  do  not  like  him.  I  suppose  he  lives 
in  general  fear  of  being  denounced  to  tlie  jtolice,  for  lie  is  always  doing 
what  he  calls  '  shady  '  things ;  but  he  must  know  that  he  is  safe  Avith 
us.  I  heard  him  say  to  my  husband  the  day  before  we  left  London, 
'  "Wliy  do  you  take  your  wife  down  ? '  Perhaps  he  thinks  my  brothers 
might  be  coming  to  call  on  me,  and  of  course  he  does  not  want  attention 
drawn  to  the  place  lie  may  chance  to  be  located  in,  whether  here  or 
elsewhere." 

"What  is  his  name,  Lucy?  " 

"His  name?     Edwards." 

"It'snotEccles,  isit?" 

She  glanced  quickly  round  as  we  walked,  searching  my  face  in  the 
dusk. 

"  Why  do  you  ask  that  ?  " 

"  Because,  when  I  first  saw  him  to-day  on  the  racecourse  with  Captain 
Bird,  he  put  me  in  mind  of  the  fine  gentleman  who  came  to  us  that 
Sunday  at  Crabb  Cot,  calling  himself  Detective  Eccles,  and  carried  otf 
Mrs.  Todhetley's  other  earring." 

Mrs.  Bird  looked  straight  before  her,  making  no  answer. 

"  You  must  remember  that  afternoon,  Lucy.  When  I  ran  over  to 
old  Coney's  for  Mrs.  Todhetley,  you  were  there,  you  know  ;  and  I  told 
you  all  about  the  earrings  and  the  detective  officer,  then  making  his 
dinner  of  cold  beef  at  our  house  while  he  waited  for  the  mother  to  come 
home  and  produce  the  earring.  Don't  you  remember?  You  were  just 
going  back  to  Worcester." 

Still  she  said  not  a  word. 

"  Lucy,  I  think  it  is  the  same  man.  Although  his  black  moustache 
is  gone,  I  feel  sure  it  is  he.  The  face  and  the  tall  slender  figure  are 
just  like  his." 

"How  singular!"  she  exclaimed,  in  a  low  tone  to  herself.  "How 
strangely  things  come  about !  " 

"But'/s  it  Eccles?" 

"Johnny  Ludlow,"  she  said,  catching  my  arm,  and  speaking  in  an 
excited,  breathless  whisper,  "  if  you  were  to  bring  harm  on  me — that 
is,  on  him  or  on  my  husband  through  me,  I  should  pray  to  die." 

"  But  you  need  not  be  afraid.  Goodness  me,  Lucy  !  don't  you  know 
that  I  wouldn't  bring  harm  on  any  one  in  the  world,  least  of  all  on 
you?     Why,  you  said  to  me  this  morning  that  I  was  true  as  steel." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  she  said,  bursting  into  tears.  "  We  have  always  been 
good  friends,  have  we  not.  Julinny,  since  you,  a  little  mite  of  a  child  in 
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a  tunic  and  turned-down  frill,  came  to  see  nie  one  day  at  school,  a 
nearly  grown-up  young  lady,  and  wanted  to  leave  me  your  bright 
sixpence  to  buy  gingerbread  ?  Oh,  Johnny,  if  all  people  were  only  as 
loyal  and  true-hearted  as  you  are  !  " 

"  Then,  Lucy,  why  need  ^^ou  doubt  me  ?  " 

'•  Do  you  not  see  the  shadows  of  those  leaves  playing  on  the  ground 
cast  by  the  light  of  that  gas-lamp  ? "  she  asked.  "  Just  as  many 
shadows,  dark  as  those,  lie  in  the  path  of  my  life.  They  have  taught 
me  to  fear  an  enemy  where  I  ought  to  look  for  a  friend ;  they  have 
taught  me  that  life  is  so  full  of  unexpected  windings  and  turnings,  tliat 
we  know  not  one  minute  what  new  fear  the  next  may  bring  forth." 

"  Well,  Lucy,  you  need  not  fear  me.  I  have  promised  you  to  say 
nothing  of  having  met  you  here ;  and  I  will  say  nothing,  or  of  what 
you  tell  me." 

"  Promise  it  me  again,  Johnny.     Faithfully." 

Just  a  shade  of  vexation  crossed  me  that  she  should  think  it  needful 
to  reiterate  this  ;  but  I  would  not  let  ray  face  or  voice  betray  it. 

"I  promise  it  again,  Luc}'.     Faithfully  and  truly." 

"Ever  since  last  winter  I  have  wanted  to  hold  communication  with 
one  of  you  at  your  home,  and  to  restore  something  that  had  been  lost. 
I'ut  it  had  to  be  done  very,  very  cautiously,  without  bringing  trouble 
on  me  or  on  any  one  connected  with  me.  Many  a  solitary  hour,  sitting 
by  myself  in  our  poor  lodgings  in  London,  have  I  deliberated  whether 
I  might  venture  to  restore  this,  and  how  it  was  to  be  done :  many  a 
sleepless  night  have  I  passed,  dwelling  on  it.  Sometimes  I  thought  I 
would  send  it  anonymously  by  the  post,  but  it  might  have  been  stolen 
])y  the  way ;  sometimes  it  would  occur  to  me  to  make  a  parcel  of  it 
and  despatch  it  in  that  way.  I  never  did  either.  I  waited  until  some 
chance  should  bring  me  again  near  Mrs.  Todhetley.  But  to-day  I  saw 
that  it  would  be  better  to  trust  you.  She  is  true  also,  and  kind  ;  but 
she  migbt  not  be  able  to  keep  the  secret  from  the  Squire,  and  he — he 
would  be  sure  to  betray  it,  though  perhaps  not  intentionally,  to  all 
Timberdale,  and  there's  no  knowing  what  mischief  might  come  of  it." 

Light  flashed  upon  me  as  she  spoke.  As  surely  as  though  it  were 
already  before  me  in  black  and  white,  I  knew  Avliat  she  was  about  to 
disclose. 

"  Lucy,  it  is  the  lost  earring !  The  man  staying  with  you  is 
Eccles." 

"  Hush  !  "  she  whispered  in  extreme  terror,  for  a  footstep  suddenly 
sounded  close  to  us.  Lucy  ghded  behind  the  tree  we  were  passing, 
which  in  a  degi'ce  served  to  hide  her.  How  timid  she  was  ! — what 
induced  it? 

The  intruder  was  a  shop-boy  with  an  apron  on,  carrying  a  basket 
of  grocery  parcels  to  one  of  the  few  houses  higher  up.  He  turned  his 
head  and  gave  us  a  good  stare,  probably  taking  us  for  a  pair  of  lovers 
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enjoying  a  stolen  ramble  by  starlight.     Setting  up  a  siirill  whistle,  he 
passed  on. 

**  I  don't  know  what  has  come  to  me  lately ;  my  heart  seems  to  beat 
at  nothing,"  said  poor  Sirs.  Bird,  coming  from  Ixdiind  the  tree  with  her 
hand  to  her  side.  "And  it  was  doubly  ibolish  of  me  to  go  there; 
better  that  I  had  kept  quietly  walking  on  with  you,  Johimy." 

"  What  is  it  that  you  are  afraid  of,  Lucy  ?  " 

"Only  of  their  seeing  me;  seeing  me  with  you.  Were  they  to  do 
so,  and  it  were  to  come  out  that  the  earring  had  been  returned,  they 
would  know  I  had  done  it.  They  suspected  me  at  the  time — at  least, 
Edwards  did.  For  it  is  the  earring  I  am  about  to  restore  to  you, 
.lohnny," 

She  put  a  little  soft  white  paper  packet  in  my  hand,  that  felt  as  if  it 
had  wool  inside  it.  I  hardly  knew  whether  I  w^as  awake  or  asleep. 
The  beautiful  earring  that  we  had  given  up  for  good,  come  back  again  ! 
And  the  sound  of  the  drums  and  trumpets  burst  once  more  upon  our 
ears. 

"  You  Avill  give  it  to  Mrs.  Todhetley  when  you  go  home,  Jolumy. 
And  I  must  leave  it  to  your  discretion  to  tell  her  what  you  think  proper 
of  whence  you  obtained  it.  Somewhat  of  course  you  must  tell  her, 
but  how  much  or  how  little  I  leave  with  you.  Only  take  care  you 
bring  no  harm  upon  me." 

"  I  am  sure,  Lucy,  that  Mrs.  Todhetley  may  be  trusted." 

"  Very  well.  Both  of  you  must  be  secret  as  the  grave.  It  is  for  my 
sake,  tell  her,  that  I  implore  it.  Perhaps  she  will  keep  the  earring  by 
her  for  a  few  months,  sajang  nothing,  so  that  this  visit  of  ours  into 
Worcestershire  may  be  quite  a  thing  of  the  past,  and  no  suspicion,  in 
consequence  of  it,  as  connected  with  the  earring,  may  arise  in  my 
husband's  mind.  After  that,  when  months  have  elapsed,  she  must 
contrive  to  let  it  appear  that  the  earring  is  then,  in  some  plausible  w^ay 
or  other,  returned  to  her." 

"  Iiely  upon  it,  we  will  take  care.  It  will  be  managed  very  easily. 
But  how  did  you  get  the  earring,  Lucy  ?  " 

"  It  has  been  in  my  possession  ever  since  the  night  of  the  day  you 
lost  it ;  that  Sunday  afternoon,  you  know.  I  have  cairied  it  about  with 
me  everywhere." 

"  Do  you  mean  carried  it  upon  you  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  upon  me." 

"  I  wonder  you  never  lost  it— a  little  thing  like  this !  "  I  said,  touch- 
ing the  soft  packet  that  lay  in  my  jacket  pocket. 

"  I  could  not  lose  it,"  she  whispered.    "  It  was  sewn  into  my  clothes." 

"  But,  Lucy,  how  did  you  manage  to  get  it  ?  " 

She  gave  me  the  explanation  in  a  few  low,  rapid  words,  glancing 
about  her  as  she  did  it.  Perhaps  I  had  better  repeat  it  in  my  own  way; 
and  to  do  that  we  must  go  back  to  the  Sunday  afternoon.    At  Ic^st, 
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that  will  render  it  Inore  intelligible  and  sliip-sliape.  But  I  did  not 
loarn  one-half  of  the  details  then ;  no,  nor  for  a  long  time  afterwards. 
And  so,  we  go  back  again  in  imagination  to  the  time  of  that  January 
day,  when  we  were  honoured  by  the  visit  of  "Detective  Eccles,"  and 
the  snow  was  lying  on  the  ground,  and  Farmer  Coney's  fires  were 
blazing  hospitably. 

Lucy  Bird  quitted  the  warm  fires  and  her  kind  friends,  the  Coneys, 
and  followed  us  out — me  and  Mrs.  Todhetley — she  saw  us  turn  in  at 
our  own  gate,  and  then  she  picked  her  way  through  the  snow  to  the 
station  at  South  Crabb.  It  was  a  long  walk  for  her  in  that  inclement 
weather  ;  but  she  had  been  away  from  home  (if  the  poor  lodgings  they 
then  occupied  in  Worcester  could  be  called  home)  two  days,  and  was 
anxious  to  get  back  again.  During  iier  brief  absences  from  it,  she  was 
always  haiuited  by  the  fear  of  some  ill  falling  on  that  precious  husband 
of  hers.  Captain  Bird ;  but  he  was  nothing  but  an  ex-captain,  as  you 
know.  All  the  way  to  the  station  she  was  thinking  about  the  earrings, 
and  of  my  description  of  Detective  Eccles.  The  description  was  exactly 
that  of  her  husband's  friend,  Edwards,  both  as  to  person  and  dress ;  not 
that  she  supposed  it  could  be  he.  When  she  left  Worcester  nearly  two 
days  before,  Edwards  had  just  arrived.  She  knew  him  to  be  an  educated 
man,  of  superior  manners,  and  full  of  anecdote,  when  he  chose,  about 
college  life.  Like  her  husband,  he  had,  by  recklessness  and  ill-conduct, 
sunk  lower  and  low^er  in  the  world,  until  he  had  to  depend  on  "  luck  " 
or  "  chance  "  for  a  living. 

Barely  had  Lucy  reached  the  station,  walking  slowl}',  when  the  train 
sliot  in.  She  took  her  seat ;  and,  after  a  short  halt  the  train  moved  on 
again.  At  that  moment  there  strode  into  the  station  that  self-same 
man,  Edwards,  who  began  shouting  furiously  for  the  train  to  stoj), 
putting  up  his  hands,  running  and  gesticulating.  The  train  declined  to 
stop ;  trains  generally  do  decline  to  stop  for  late  passengers,  however 
frantically  adjured ;  and  Edwards  was  left  behind.  His  appearance 
astonished  Lucy  considerably.  Had  he,  in  truth,  been  passing  himself 
otf  as  a  detective  officer  to  Squire  Todhetley  ?  If  so,  with  what  motive? 
Lucy  could  not  see  any  motive,  and  still  thought  it  could  not  be  ;  that 
Edwards  must  be  over  here  on  some  business  of  his  o\\ti.  The  matter 
passed  from  her  mind  as  she  drew  near  Worcester,  and  reached  their 
lodgings,  which  were  down  Lowesmoor  way.       « 

Experience  had  taught  Lucy  not  to  ask  questions.  She  was  either 
not  answered  at  all,  or  the  answer  would  be  sure  to  give  her  trouble. 
Captain  Bird  liad  grown  tolerably  careless  as  to  whether  his  hazardous 
doings  reached,  or  did  not  reacii,  the  ears  of  his  wife,  but  he  did  not 
willingly  tell  her  of  them.  She  said  not  a  word  of  having  seen  Edwards, 
or  of  wliat  she  had  hoard  about  the  loss  of  Mrs.  Todhetlcy's  earring,  or 
of  the  detective's  visit  to  Crabb  Cot.     Lucy's  whole  life  was  one  of 
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dread  and  fear,  and  she  never  knew  whether  any  remark  of  hers  might 
not  bear  upon  some  dangerous  subject.  But  while  getting  the  tea,  she 
did  just  inquire  after  Edwards. 

"Has  Edwards  left?"  she  asked  carelessly. 

"  No,"  replied  Captain  Bird,  who  was  stretched  out  liefore  the  fire  in 
his  slippers,  smoking  a  long  pipe,  and  drinking  spirits.  "  He  is  out  on 
the  loose,  though,  somewhere,  to-day." 

It  was  late  at  night  when  Edwards  entered.  He  was  in  a  rage. 
Trains  did  not  run  frequently  on  Sundays,  and  he  had  been  kept  all 
tliat  time  at  South  Crabb  Junction,  waiting  for  one.  Lucy  went  upstairs 
to  bed,  leaving  Edwards  ami  her  husband  drinking  brandy -and- water. 
Both  of  them  had  had  quite  enough  already. 

The  matter  of  the  earrings  and  the  doubt  whether  Mr.  Edwards  had 
been  playing  at  amateur  detectiveship  would  have  ended  there,  but  for 
the  accident  of  Lucy's  having  to  come  downstairs  again  for  the  small 
travelling-bag  in  which  she  had  carried  her  combs  and  brushes.  She 
had  put  it  just  inside  the  little  back  parlour,  where  a  bed  on  chairs  had 
been  extemporized  for  Edwards,  their  lodgings  not  being  very  exten- 
sive. Lucy  was  picking  up  the  bag  in  the  dark,  when  some  words  in 
the  sitting-room  caught  her  ear ;  the  door  between  the  two  rooms  being 
partly  open.  Before  a  minute  elapsed  she  had  heard  too  much. 
Edwards,  in  a  loud,  gleeful,  boasting  tone,  was  telling  how  he  had  been 
acting  the  detective,  and  done  the  old  Squire  and  his  wife  out  of  the 
other  ean-ing.  Lucy,  looking  in  through  the  opening,  saw  him  holding 
it  up ;  she  saw  the  colours  of  the  long  pink  topaz,  and  the  diamonds 
flash  in  the  candle-light. 

"  I  thought  I  covdd  relieve  them  of  it,"  he  said.  "  When  I  read  that 
advertisement  in  the  ])aper,  it  struck  me  there  might  be  a  field  open  to 
do  a  little  stroke  of  business  ;  and  I've  done  it." 

"  You  are  a  fool  for  your  pains,"  gi-owled  Captain  Bird.  ''  There's 
sure  to  be  a  row." 

"The  row  won't  touch  me.  I'm  otV  to  London  to-morrow  murin'ng, 
and  the  earring  with  me.  I  wonder  wliat  the  thing  will  turn  us  in  ? 
Twenty  pounds.  There,  put  it  in  the  box,  Bird,  and  get  out  the 
dice." 

The  dice  on  a  Sundav  night ! 

Lucy  felt  quite  sick  as  she  went  back  upstairs.  AVhat  would  be  the 
end  of  all  this  ?  Not  of  this  one  transaction  in  particular,  but  of  all  the 
other  disgraceful  transactions  with  which  her  husband  was  connected  ? 
It  might  come  to  some  public  exposure,  some  criminal  trial  at  the  Bar 
of  Justice ;  and  of  that  she  had  a  horrible  dread  ever  haunting  her  like 
a  nightmare. 

She  undressed,  and  went  to  bed.  One  hour  passed,  two  hours 
passed,  three  hours  passed.  Lucy  turned  and  turned  on  her  uneasy 
pillow,  feeling  ready  to  die.     Besides  her  own  anguish  arising  from 
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ihrir  share  in  it,  she  waS  dwelhng  on  the  .shameful  wrong  it  did  their 
kind  friends  at  Crabb  Cot. 

The  fourth  hour  was  passing.  Captain  Bird  had  not  come  up,  and 
Lucy  grew  uneasy  on  that  score.  Once,  when  he  had  taken  too  much 
(hut  as  a  general  rule  the  ex-captain's  delinquencies  did  not  lie  in  that 
direction),  he  had  set  his  shirt-sleeve  on  fire,  and  burnt  his  hands  badly 
in  putting  it  out.  Slipping  out  of  bed,  Lucy  put  on  her  slippers  and 
the  large  old  shawl,  and  crept  down  to  see  after  him. 

Opening  the  sitting-room  door  very  softly,  she  looked  in.  The 
canciles  were  alight  still,  but  bad  burnt  nearly  down  to  the  socket ;  the 
dice  and  some  cards  were  scattered  on  the  table. 

Edwards  lay  at  full  length  on  the  old  red  stuff  sofa ;  Captain  Bird  had 
thrown  himself  outside  the  bed  in  the  other  room,  the  door  of  which 
was  now  wide  open,  neither  of  them  having  undressed.  That  both 
were  wholly  or  partially  intoxicated,  Lucy  felt  not  a  doubt  of. 

Well,  she  could  only  leave  them  as  they  were.  They  would  conio 
to  no  harm  asleep.  Neither  would  the  candles  :  which  must  soon  burn 
themselves  out.  Lucy  was  about  to  shut  the  door  again,  when  her  eye 
fell  on  the  little  pasteboard  box  that  contained  the  earring. 

AVithout  a  moment's  reflection,  acting  on  the  spur  of  imi)ulse,  she 
softly  stepped  to  the  table,  lifted  the  lid,  and  took  the  earring  out, 

"  I  will  remedy  the  wrong  they  have  dop?  Mrs.  Todhetley,"  she  said 
to  herself.     "  They  will  never  suspect  me." 

Up  in  her  room  again,  she  ligh*^'^d  li?r  candle  and  looked  about  for 
some  place  to  conceal  the  earring ;  and,  just  as  the  idea  to  secure  it 
had  come  unbidden  to  her,  so  did  that  of  a  safe  place  of  concealment. 
With  feverish  hands  she  undid  a  bit  of  the  quilting  of  her  petticoat, 
one  that  she  had  but  just  made  for  herself  out  of  an  old  merino  gown, 
slipped  the  earring  into  the  wadding,  and  sewed  it  up  again.  It  could 
neither  be  seen  nor  suspected  there ;  no,  nor  even  felt,  let  the  skirt 
be  examined  as  it  might.  That  done,  poor  Lucy  went  to  bed  again 
and  at  length  fell  asleep. 

She  was  awakened  by  a  commotion.  It  was  broad  daylight,  and  her 
husband  (not  yet  as  sober  as  he  might  be)  was  shaking  her  by  the  arm. 
Edwards  was  standing  outside  the  door,  calling  out  to  know  whethc" 
Mrs.  Bird  had  "  got  it." 

"What  is  the  matter,  George?"  she  cried,  starting  np  in  a  fright, 
and  for  the  moment  completely  forgetting  where  she  was,  for  she  had 
been  aroused  from  a  vivid  dream  of  Timberdale. 

"  Have  you  been  bringing  anything  up  here  from  the  sitting-room, 
Lucy  ?  "  asked  Captain  Bird. 

"  No,  nothing,"'  she  replied  promptly,  and  he  saw  that  she  spoke 
with  truth.  For  Lucy's  recollection  had  not  come  to  her  ;  she  remem- 
bered nothing  yet  about  the  earring. 

"  There's  something  missing,"  said  Captain  Bird,  f-peaking  thickly. 
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"  It  has  clisappeared  mysteriously  oil'  the  sitting-room  table.     You  are 
sure  you  have  not  been  down  and  collared  it,  Lucy?  " 

The  earring  and  the  theft — her  own  theft—  flashed  into  her  memory 
together.  Oh,  if  she  could  only  avert  suspicion  from  herself!  And  she 
strove  to  call  up  no  end  of  surprise  in  her  voice. 

"Why,  how  could  I  have  been  down,  George?  Did  yon  not  see 
that  I  was  fast  asleep  ?    What  have  you  missed  ?     Some  money  ?  " 

"  Money,  no.  It  was — something  of  Edwards's.  Had  it  close  by 
him  on  the  table  when  he  went  to  sleep,  he  says — he  lay  on  the  sofa 
last  night,  and  I  had  his  bed — and  this  morning  it  was  gone.  I  thought 
the  house  was  on  fire  by  the  way  he  came  and  shook  me." 

"  I'll  look  for  it  when  I  come  down,  if  you  tell  me  what  it  is,"  said 
poor  Lucy.  "  How  late  I  have  slept !  It  must  have  been  the  cold 
journey." 

"  She  has  not  got  it,"  said  Captain  Bird,  retreating  to  his  friend 
outside,  and  closing  the  door  on  Lucy.  "  Kntows  nothing  about  it. 
Was  asleep  till  I  awoke  her." 

"Search  the  room,  you  fool,"  cried  tUg^excited  Edwards.  "I'd 
never  trust  the  word  of  a  woman.  No  Q%nce  to  your  wife.  Bird,  but 
it  is  not  to  be  trusted."  "$■  ^• 

"  Rubbish  !  "  said  Captain  Bird.      (^-  x/ 

"  Either  she  or  you  must  have  g^  jt. /ft  could  not  disappear  without 
hands.  The  people  down  below'waY^^ot  been  to  our  rooms,  as  you 
must  know."  Jl? 

"  She  or  I — what  do  you  mea^a^y  that  ?  "  retorted  Captain  Bird ; 
and  a  short  sharp  quarrel  ensued.'  That  the  captain  had  not  touched 
the  earring,  Edwards  knew  full  well.  It  was  Edwards  who  had  helped 
him  to  reach  the  bed  the  previous  night :  and  since  then  Bird  had  been 
in  the  deep  sleep  of  stupor.  But  Edwards  did  think  the  captain's  wife 
had.  The  result  was  that  Captain  Bird  re-entered;  and,  ordering  Ivucy 
to  lie  still,  he  made  as  exact  a  search  of  the  room  as  his  semi-sobered 
faculties  allowed.  Lucy  watched  it  from  her  bed.  Amidst  the  general 
hunting  and  turning-over  of  drawers  and  places,  she  saw  him  pick  up 
her  gOA\Ti  and  petticoats  one  by  one  and  shake  them  thoroughly,  but 
he  found  no  signs  of  the  earring. 

From  that  time  to  this  the  affair  had  remained  a  mystery.  There 
had  been  no  one  in  the  house  that  night,  except  the  proprietor  and  his 
wife,  two  quiet  old  people  who  never  concerned  themselves  with  their 
lodgers.  They  protested  that  the  street-door  had  been  fast,  and  that 
no  midnight  marauder  could  have  broken  in  and  slipped  upstairs  to 
steal  a  pearl  brooch  (as  Edwards  put  it)  or  any  other  article.  So, 
failing  other  sources  cf  suspicion,  Edwards  continued  to  suspect  Lucy. 
There  were  moments  when  Bird  did  also :  though  he  trusted  her,  in 
regard  to  it,  on  the  whole.  At  any  rate,  Lucy  was  obliged  to  be  uost 
cautious.    The  quilted  skirt  had  never  been  oE  her  since,  escept  at 
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nigfit :  through  the  warm  genial  days  of  spring  and  the  bultry  heat  of 
summer  she  had  worn  the  clumsy  wadded  thing  constantly :  and  the 
earring  had  never  been  disturbed  imtil  this  afternoon. 

"  You  see  how  it  is,  Johnny,"  she  said  to  me,  with  one  of  her  long- 
drawn  sighs. 

But  at  that  moment  the  grocer's  young  man  in  the  white  apron  came 
back  down  the  walk,  swinging  his  empty  basket  by  the  handle ;  and  he 
took  another  good  stare  at  i. .  in  passing. 

"  I  mean  as  to  the  peril  I  should  be  in  if  you  suffer  the  restoration  of 
the  earring  to  transpire,"  she  continued  in  a  whisper,  when  he  was  at  a 
safe  distance.  "Oh,  Johnny  Ludlow!  do  you  and  Mrs.  Todhetley  take 
care,  for  my  poor  sake." 

"Lucy,  you  need  not  doubt  either  of  us,"  I  said  earnestly.  "We 
will  be,  as  you  phrased  it  to-day,  true  as  steel — and  as  cautious.  Are 
you  going  back  ?     Let  me  walk  up  to  the  top  with  you." 

"No,  no;  we  part  here.  Seeing  us  together  might  arouse  some 
suspicion,  and  there  is  no  absolute  certainty  that  they  may  not  come 
out,  though  I  don't  think  they  will.  Edwards  is  for  ever  thinking  of 
that  earring :  he  does  not  feel  safe  about  it,  you  perceive.  Go  you 
that  way :  I  go  this.     Farewell,  Johnny  Ludlow ;  farewell." 

"  Good-night,  Lucy.     I  am  off  to  the  circus  now." 

She  went  with  a  brisk  step  up  the  walk.  I  ran  out  by  St.  Oswald's, 
and  so  on  to  the  Saracen's  Head.  The  place  was  crammed.  I  could 
not  get  near  Tod  and  Harry  Parker ;  but  they  whistled  at  me  across 
the  sawdust  and  the  fancy  steeds  performing  on  it. 


We  sat  together  in  Mrs.  Todhetley's  bedroom  at  Dyke  Manor,  the 
door  bolted  against  intruders :  she,  in  her  astonishment  at  the  tale  I 
told,  hardly  daring  to  touch  the  earring.  It  was  Saturday  morning ; 
we  had  come  home  from  Worcester  the  previous  evening ;  and  should 
now  be  off  to  school  in  an  hour.  Tod  had  gone  strolling  out  with  the 
Squire  ;  which  gave  me  my  opportunity. 

"  You  see,  good  mother,  how  it  all  is,  and  the  risk  we  run.  Do  you 
know,  I  had  half  a  mind  to  keep  the  earring  myself  for  some  months 
and  say  never  a  word  to  you ;  only  I  was  not  sure  of  pitching  on  a  safe 
hiding-place.  It  would  be  so  dreadful  a  thing  for  Lucy  Bird  if  it  were 
to  get  known." 

"  Poor  Lucy,  poor  Lucy  !  "  she  said,  the  tears  on  her  light  eyelashes. 
"  Oh,  Johnny,  if  she  could  only  be  induced  to  leave  that  man  !  " 

"  But  she  can't,  you  know.  Robert  Ashton  has  tried  over  and  over 
again  to  get  her  back  to  the  Court — and  tried  in  vain.  See  how  it 
glitteih!" 

I  wap  holding  the  earring  so  that  ihc  rays  of  the  sua  fell  upon  it, 
flashing  and  sparkling.     It  seemed  more  beautiful  than  it  used  to  be. 
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"I  am  very,  very  glad  to  have  it  back,  Juhimy;  the  other  was 
useless  without  it.  You  have  not,"  with  a  tone  of  apprehension  in  her 
voice,  "  told  Joseph  ?  " 

I  shook  my  head.  The  trutli  was,  I  had  never  longed  to  tell  any- 
thing so  much  in  my  life  ;  for  what  did  I  ever  conceal  from  him  ?  It 
was  hard  work,  I  can  assure  you.  The  earring  burning  a  hole  in  ni}' 
pocket,  and  I  not  able  to  show  Tod  that  it  was  there ! 

"  And  now,  mother,  where  will  you  put  it  ?  " 

She  rose  to  unlock  a  drawer,  took  from  it  a  small  blue  box  in  the 
shape  of  a  trunk,  and  unlocked  that. 

'•  It  is  m  this  that  I  keep  all  my  little  valuables,  Johnny.  It  will  be 
quite  safe  here.  By-and-by  we  must  invent  some  mode  of  '  recovering 
tiie  earring,'  as  poor  Lucy  said." 

Lifting  the  lid  of  a  little  pasteboard  box,  she  showed  me  the  fellow- 
earring,  lying  in  a  nest  of  cotton.     I  took  it  out. 

"  Put  them  both  into  your  ears  for  a  minute,  good  mother !     Do  !  " 

She  smiled,  hesitated ;  then  took  out  the  plain  rings  that  were  in 
her  ears,  and  put  in  those  of  the  beautiful  pink  topaz  and  diamonds. 
Going  to  the  glass  to  look  at  herself,  she  saw  the  Squire  and  Tod 
advancing  in  the  distance.  It  sent  us  into  a  panic.  Scuffling  the 
earrings  out  of  her  ears,  she  laid  them  together  on  the  wool  in  the 
cardboard  box,  put  the  lid  on,  and  folded  it  round  with  white  paper. 

"  Light  one  of  the  candles  on  my  dressing-table,  Johnny.  We  will 
seal  it  up  for  greater  security  :  there's  a  bit  of  red  sealing-wax  in  the 
tray."  And  I  did  so  at  her  direction :  stamping  it  with  the  seal  that 
had  been  my  father's,  and  which  with  his  watch  they  had  only  recently 
alloAved  me  to  take  into  wearing. 

"There,"  she  said,  "should  any  one  by  chance  see  that  packet, 
though  it  is  not  likely,  and  be  curious  to  know  what  it  contains,  I  shall 
say  that  I  cannot  satisfy  them,  as  it  concerns  Johnny  Ludlow." 

"  Are  you  upstairs,  Johnnv  ?  What  in  the  world  are  you  doing 
there?" 

I  went  leaping  down  at  Tod's  call.     All  was  safe  now. 

That's  how  the  other  earring  came  back.  And  "  Eccles  "  had  to  be 
let  otf  scot  free.     But  I  was  glad  he  had  the  ducking. 
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"  Why,  what's  the  matter  mth  you  f  "  cried  the  Squire. 

"Matter  enough,"  responded  old  Coney,  who  had  come  hobbling 
into  our  house,  and  sat  down  with  a  gi'oan.  "  If  j'ou  liad  the  gout  in 
your  great  toe,  Squire,  as  I  have  it  in  mine,  you'd  soon  feel  what  the 
matter  was." 

"  You  have  been  grunting  over  that  gout  for  days  past,  Coney !  " 

"  So  I  have.  It  won't  go  in  and  it  won't  come  out ;  it  stops  there 
on  purpose  to  torment  me  with  perpetual  twinges.  I  have  been  over 
to  Timberdale  Parsonage  this  morning,  and  the  walk  has  pretty  nigh 
done  for  me." 

The  Squire  laughed.  We  often  did  laugh  at  Coney's  gout :  which 
never  seemed  to  be  very  bad,  or  to  get  beyond  incipient  "  twinges." 

"  Better  have  stayed  at  home  and  nursed  your  gout  than  have 
pranced  off  to  Timberdale." 

"  But  I  had  to  go,"  said  the  farmer.     "  -lacob  Lewis  sent  for  me." 

Mr.  Coney  spoke  of  Parson  Lewis,  Rector  of  Timberdale.  At  this 
time  the  parson  was  on  his  last  legs,  going  fast  to  his  rest.  His  mother 
and  old  Coney's  mother  had  been  first  cousins,  which  accounted  for  tlie 
intimacy  between  the  parsonage  and  the  farm.  It  was  Eastertide,  and 
we  were  spending  it  at  Crabb  Cot. 

"  Do  you  remember  Thomas  Lewis,  the  doctor  ?  "  asked  old  Coney. 

"  Kemember  him  !  ay,  that  I  do,"  was  the  Squire's  answer.  "  What 
of  him  ?  " 

"  He  has  been  writing  to  the  parson  to  take  a  house  for  him ;  he  and 
Lis  daughter  are  coming  to  live  in  old  England  again.  Poor  Lewis 
can't  look  out  for  one  himself,  so  he  has  put  it  upon  nie.  And  much  I 
can  get  about,  with  this  lame  foot ! " 

*  This  paper,  "Anne,"  ought  to  have  been  inserted  before  some  of  the 
papers  which  have  preceded  it,  as  the  events  it  treats  of  took  place  at  aa  earlier 
date. 
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"  A  house  at  Timberdale  ?  " 

'■  Either  m  the  neighbourhood  of  Timberdaxe  or  Crabb,  Dr.  Lewis 
writes:  or  he  wouldn't  mind  Ishp.  I  saw  his  letter.  Jacob  says  there's 
nothing  vacant  at  Timberdale  at  all  likely  to  suit.  We  have  been 
tliinking  of  that  Httle  place  over  here,  that  the  people  have  just  gone 
out  of." 

"  What  little  place  ?  " 

''Maythorn  Bank.     'Twould  be  quite  large  enough." 

"  And  it's  very  pretty,"  added  the  Squire.  "  Thomas  Lewis  coming 
back  !  Wonders  will  never  cease.  How  he  could  reconcile  himself  to 
staying  away  all  his  hfe,  I  can't  tell.  Johnny  lad,  he  will  like  to  see 
you.     He  and  your  fatlier  were  as  thick  as  inkle  weavers." 

"  Ay !  Ludlow  was  a  good  friend  to  him  while  he  was  doing 
nothing,"  nodded  old  Coney.  "  As  to  his  staying  away,  I  expect  he 
could  not  aftbrd  to  live  in  England.  He  has  had  a  legacy  left  him 
now,  he  tells  the  parson.     What  are  you  asking,  Johnny  ?  " 

"  Did  I  ever  know  Dr  Le^vis  ?  " 

"  Not  you,  lad.  Thomas  Lewis  went  abroad  ages  before  you  were 
born,  or  thought  of.     Five-and-twenty  years  he  must  have  been  away." 

"  More  than  that,"  said  the  Squire. 

This  Thomas  Lewis  was  half-brother  to  the  Rector  of  Timberdale, 
but  was  not  related  to  the  Coneys.  He  served  his  time,  when  a  boy,  to  a 
surgeon  at  Worcester.  In  those  days  young  men  were  apprenticed  to 
doctors  just  as  they  were  to  other  trades.  Young  Lewis  was  steady 
and  clever ;  but  so  weak  in  health  that  when  he  was  qualified  and 
ought  to  have  set  up  on  his  own  acccount,  he  coidd  not.  People  were 
wondering  what  would  become  of  him,  for  he  had  no  money,  when  by 
one  of  those  good  chances  that  rarely  fail  in  time  of  need,  he  obtained 
a  post  as  travelling  companion  to  a  nobleman,  rich  and  sickly,  who  was 
going  to  reside  in  the  warmth  of  the  south  of  France.  They  went.  It 
lirought  up  Thomas  Le\vis's  health  a  .;  11 ;  made  quite  another  man  of 
him  ;  and  when,  a  little  later,  his  patron  died,  he  found  that  he  had 
tnken  care  of  his  future.  He  had  left  the  young  surgeon  a  competency 
of  two  hundred  a-year.  Mr.  Levns  stayed  on  where  he  was,  married 
a  lady  who  had  some  small  means,  took  a  foreign  medical  degi'ee  to 
become  Dr.  Lewis,  and  obtained  a  little  practice  amidst  the  English 
that  went  to  the  place  in  winter.  They  had  been  obliged  to  live 
frugally,  though  an  income  of  from  two  to  three  hundred  a-year  goes 
a  gi-eat  deal  farther  over  the  water  than  it  dot-b  in  England :  and  per- 
haps the  lack  of  means  to  travel  had  kept  Dr.  Le\vis  from  Aasiting  his 
native  land.  Very  little  had  been  kno\vn  of  him  at  home  ;  the  letters 
interchanged  by  him  and  the  parson  were  few  and  far  betw^een.  Now, 
it  appeared,  the  doctor  had  again  dropped  mto  a  legacy  of  a  few 
hmidi'ed  pounds,  and  was  coming  back  with  his  daughter — an  only 
child.    The  wife  was  dead. 
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Maytliorii  Bank,  tlie  pretty  little  jtlace  spoken  of  liy  Mr.  Coney,  was 
taken.  It  belonged  to  Sir  Robert  Tenb3\  A  small,  red-brick  liouvse, 
standing  in  a  flower-garden,  with  a  delightful  view  from  its  windows  of 
the  charming  Worcestershire  scenery  and  the  Malvern  Hills  in  the 
distance.  Excepting  old  Coney's  great  rambling  farm-homestead  close 
by,  it  was  the  nearest  house  to  our  own.  But  the  inside,  when  it  came 
to  be  looked  at,  was  found  to  be  in  a  state  of  dilapidation,  not  at  all  fit 
for  a  gentleman's  habitation.  Sir  Robert  Tenby  was  applied  to,  and  he 
gave  directions  that  it  should  be  put  in  order. 

Before  this  was  completed,  the  Rector  of  Timberdale  died.  He  had 
been  suffering  from  ailments  and  sorrow  for  a  long  while ;  and  in  the 
sweet  spring  season,  the  season  that  he  had  loved  above  all  other 
seasons,  when  the  May  bhds  were  singing  and  the  May  flowers  were 
blooming,  he  crossed  the  river  that  divides  us  from  the  eternal  shores. 

Mr.  Coney  had  to  see  to  the  new  house  then  upon  his  OAvn  respon- 
sibility ;  and  when  it  was  finished  and  the  workmen  were  gone  out  of 
it,  he  went  over  to  Worcester,  following  Dr.  Lewis's  request,  and  ordered 
in  a  sufficiency  of  plain  furniture.  15y  the  iniddle  of  June  all  was  ready, 
a  maid-servant  engaged,  and  the  doctor  and  his  daughter  were  at  liberty 
to  come  when  they  pleased. 

We  had  just  gc-t  liome  for  the  Midsummer  holidays  when  they  arrived. 
Old  Coney  took  me  to  the  station  to  meet  them ;  he  said  there  might  bo 
parcels  to  carry.  Once,  a  French  lady  had  come  on  a  visit  to  the  farm, 
and  she  brought  with  her  fifteen  small  hand-packages  and  a  bandbox. 

"  And  these  people  are  French,  too,  you  see,  Johnny,"  reasoned  old 
Coney.  "  Lewis  can't  be  called  anything  better,  and  the  girl  was  born 
there.  Can't  even  speak  English,  perhaps.  I'm  sure  he  has  had  time 
to  forget  his  native  tongue." 

But  they  spoke  English  just  as  readily  and  fluently  as  we  did  ;  even 
the  young  lady,  Anne,  had  not  the  slightest  foreign  accent.  And  there 
were  no  small  packages  ;  nothing  but  tln-ee  huge  trunks  and  a  sort  of 
large  reticule,  which  she  carried  herself,  and  would  not  give  up  to  me. 
I  liked  her  looks  the  moment  I  saw  her.  You  know  I  always  take 
likes  or  dislikes.  A  rather  tall  girl,  light  and  graceful,  with  a  candid 
face,  a  true  and  sweet  voice,  and  large,  soft  brown  eyes  that  met  mine 
frankly  and  fearlessly. 

But  the  doctor !  He  was  like  a  shadow.  A  tall  man,  with  stooping 
shoulders,  handsome,  thin  featvn-es,  hollow  cheeks,  and  scanty  hair. 
But  every  look  and  movement  bespoke  the  gentleman ;  every  tone  of 
his  low  voice  was  full  of  considerate  courtesy. 

"  What  a  poor  weak  fellow !  "  lamented  old  Coney  aside  to  me. 
"  It's  just  the  Thomas  Lewis  of  the  years  gone  by ;  no  health,  no 
stamina.     I'm  afraid  he  has  only  come  home  to  die." 

Tliey  liked  the  house,  and  liked  everything  in  it ;  and  he  thanked  old 
Coney  very  earnestly  for  the  trouble  he  had  taken.     I  never  saw  a 
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man,  as  1  learnt  later,  so  considerate  for  the  feelings  of  others,  ov  so 
grateful  for  any  little  service  rendered  to  himself. 

"It  is  delightful,"  said  Miss  Lewis,  smiling  at  me.  "I  shall  call  it 
our  little  chateau.  And  those  hills  in  the  distance  are  the  beautiful 
Malvern  Hills  that  my  father  has  so  often  told  me  of!  " 

"  How  well  you  speak  English  !  "  I  said.     *'  .Just  as  we  do." 

"  Do  you  suppose  I  could  do  otherwise,  when  my  father  and  my 
mother  were  English?  It  is  in  truth  my  native  tongue.  I  think  I 
know  England  better  than  France.    I  have  always  heard  so  much  of  it." 

"  But  you  speak  French  as  a  native?  " 

"  Oh,  of  course.     German  also." 

"  Ah,  I  see  you  are  an  accomplished  young  lady.  Miss  Lewis." 

"  I  am  just  the  opposite,"  she  said,  with  a  laugh.  "  I  never  learnt 
accomplishments.  I  do  not  play ;  I  do  not  sing ;  I  do  not  draw ;  I  do 
not — but  yes,  I  do  dance  :  every  one  dances  in  France.  Ours  was  not 
a  rich  home,  and  my  dear  mother  brought  me  up  to  be  useful  in  it.  I 
can  make  my  own  dresses  ;  I  can  cook  you  an  omelette,  or — —  " 

"  Anne,  this  is  Mr.  Todhetley,"  inteirupted  her  father. 

The  Squire  had  come  in  through  the  ojten  glass  doors,  round  which 
the  jessamine  was  blooming.  When  they  had  talked  a  bit,  he  took  me 
up  to  Dr.  Lewis. 

"Has  Coney  told  you  who  he  is?  William  Ludlow's  son.  You 
remember  Jam  f  " 

"  Remember  William  Ludlow  !  I  must  forget  myself  before  I  could 
forget  him,"  was  the  doctor's  answer,  as  he  took  both  my  hands  in  his 
and  held  me  before  him  to  look  into  my  eyes.  The  tears  were  rising 
in  his  own. 

"  A  pleasant  face  to  look  at,"  he  was  pleased  to  say.  "  But  thoy 
did  not  name  him  William  ?  " 

"  No.     We  call  him  Johnny." 

"  One  generation  passes  away  and  another  rises  up  in  its  place.  How 
few,  how  few  of  those  I  knew  are  now  left  to  welcome  me !  Even  poor 
Jacob  has  not  stayed." 

Tears  seemed  to  be  the  fashion  just  then.  I  turned  away,  when 
released,  and  saw  them  in  Miss  Lewis's  eyes  as  she  stood  against  the 
window-sill,  absently  playing  with  the  white  jessamine. 

"  When  they  begin  to  speak  of  those  who  are  gone,  it  always  jiuts 
me  in  mind  of  mamma,"  she  said  in  a  Avhisper,  as  if  she  would  apologize 
for  the  tears.     "  I  can't  help  it." 

"  Is  it  long  since  you  lost  her  ?  " 

"  Nearly  two  years ;  and  home  has  not  been  the  same  to  papa  since. 
I  do  my  best ;  but  I  am  not  my  mother.  I  think  it  was  that  which 
made  papa  resolve  to  come  to  England  when  he  found  he  could  aftbrd 
it.  Home  is  but  triste,  you  see,  when  the  dearest  one  it  contained  has 
gone  out  of  it." 
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It  struck  me  that  the  house  could  not  have  had  one  dearer  in  it  tlian 
Anne.  She  was  years  and  years  older  than  I,  but  I  began  to  wish  she 
was  my  sister. 

And  her  manners  to  the  sei-vant  were  so  nice — a  homely  country  girl, 
named  Sally,  engaged  by  Mr.  Coney.  Miss  Lewis  told  the  girl  that  she 
hoped  she  would  be  happy  in  her  new  place,  and  that  she  would  help 
her  when  there  was  much  work  to  do.  Altogether  Anne  Lewis  was  a 
perfect  contrast  to  the  fashionable  damsels  of  that  day,  who  could  not 
make  themselves  appear  too  fine. 

The  next  day  was  Sunday.  We  had  just  finished  breakfast,  and 
Mrs.  Todhetley  was  nursing  her  toothache,  when  Dr.  Lewis  came  in, 
looking  more  shadowy  than  ever  in  his  black  Sunday  clothes,  with  the 
deep  band  on  his  hat.  They  were  going  to  service  at  Timberdale,  and 
he  wanted  me  to  go  with  them. 

"  Of  course  I  have  not  forgotten  the  way  to  Timberdale,"  said  he  ; 
"  but  there's  an  odd,  shy  feeling  upon  me  of  not  liking  to  walk  about 
the  old  place  by  myself.  Anne  is  strange  to  it  also.  We  shall  soon 
get  used  to  it,  I  dare  say.    Will  you  go,  Johnny  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Crabb  Church  is  close  by,  Lewis,"  remarked  the  Squke,  "  and  it's 
a  steaming  hot  day." 

"  But  1  must  go  to  Timberdale  this  morning.  It  was  poor  Jacob's 
church,  you  know  for  many  years.  And  though  he  is  no  longer  there, 
I  should  like  to  see  the  desk  and  pulpit  which  he  fiUed." 

"  Ay,  to  be  sm-e,"  readily  acquiesced  the  Squire.  "  I'd  go  with  you 
myself,  Lewis,  but  for  the  heat." 

Dr.  Lewis  said  he  should  take  the  roadway,  not  the  short  cut  through 
Crabb  Kavine.  It  was  a  good  round,  and  we  had  to  start  early.  I 
liked  Anne  better  than  ever  :  no  one  could  look  nicer  than  she  did  in 
her  trim  black  dress.  As  we  walked  along,  Dr.  Lews  frequently  halted 
to  recognize  old  scenes,  and  ask  me  was  it  this  place,  or  that. 

"  That  fine  place  out  yonder  ?  "  he  cried,  stopping  to  point  to  a  large 
stone  house  half-a-mile  oft"  the  road,  partly  hidden  amidst  its  beautiful 
grounds.     "  I  ought  to  know  whose  it  is.     Let  me  see  !  " 

"  It  is  Sir  Robert  Tenby's  seat— Bellwood.     Your  landlord,  sir." 

"Ay,  to  be  sure — Bellwood.  In  my  time  it  was  Sir  George's, 
tliough." 

"  Sir  George  died  five  or  six  years  ago." 

"  Has  Sir  Robert  any  family  ?     He  must  be  middle-aged  now." 

"  I  think  he  is  forty-five,  or  so.     He  is  not  married." 

"  Does  he  chiefly  live  here  ?  " 

"  About  half  his  time ;  the  rest  lie  spends  at  his  house  in  London. 
Ho  lives  very  quietly.     We  all  like  Sir  Robert.'^ 

We  sat  in  the  Rector's  pew,  having  it  to  ourselves.  Herbert 
Tanerton  did  the  duty,  and  gave  a  good  sermon.    Nobody  was  yet 
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appointed  to  the  vacant  living,  which  was  in  Sir  Robert  Tenby's  gift. 
Herbert,  m6anwhile,  took  charge  of  the  parish,  and  many  people  thouglit 
he  would  get  it^ — as  he  did,  later. 

The  Bellwood  pew  faced  the  Rector's,  and  Sir  Robert  sat  in  it  alone, 
A  fine-looking  man,  with  greyish  hair,  and  a  homely  face  that  you 
took  to  at  once.  He  seemed  to  pay  the  greatest  attention  to  Herbert 
Tanerton's  sermon ;  possibly  was  deliberating  whetlier  he  was  worthy 
of  the  Hving,  or  not.  In  the  pew  behind  him  sat  Mrs.  Macbean,  an 
old  lady  who  had  been  housekeeper  at  Bellwood  during  two  generations  ; 
and  the  Bellwood  servants  sat  further  down. 

We  were  talking  to  Herbert  Tanerton  outside  the  church  after 
service,  when  Sir  Robert  came  up  and  spoke  to  the  parson.  He, 
Herbert,  introduced  Dr.  Lewis  to  him  as  the  late  Rector's  brother. 
Sir  Robert  shook  hands  with  him  at  once,  smiled  pleasantly  at  Anne, 
and  nodded  to  me  as  he  continued  his  way. 

"  Do  you  like  your  house  ?  "  asked  Herbert. 

''  I  shall  like  it  by-and-by,  no  doubt,"  was  the  doctor's  answer.  "  I 
should  Hke  it  now,  but  for  the  paint.     The  smell  is  dreadful." 

"  Oh,  that  will  soon  go  off,"  cried  Herbert. 

"  Yes,  I  hope  so  :  or  I  fear  it  will  make  me  ill." 

In  going  back  we  took  Crabb  Ravine,  and  were  at  home  in  no  time. 
They  asked  me  to  stay  dinner,  and  I  did  so.  We  had  a  loin  of  lamb, 
and  a  raspberry  tart,  if  any  one  is  curious  to  know.  Dr.  Lewis  had 
taken  a  fancy  to  me :  I  don't  know  why,  unless  it  was  that  he  had 
liked  my  father ;  and  I'm  sure  I  had  taken  one  to  them.  But  the 
paint  did  smell  badly,  and  that's  the  truth. 

In  all  my  days  I  don't  think  I  ever  saw  a  man  so  incapable  as  Dr. 
Lewis ;  so  helpless  in  the  common  affairs  of  life.  What  he  would 
have  done  without  Anne,  I  know  not.  He  was  just  fit  to  sit  down  and 
lie  led  like  a  child;  to  have  said  to  him — Come  here,  go  there;  do 
this,  do  the  other.  Therefore,  when  he  asked  me  to  run  in  in  the 
morning  and  see  if  he  wanted  anything,  I  was  not  surprised.  Anne 
thought  he  might  be  glad  of  my  shoulder  to  lean  upon  when  he  walked 
about  the  garden. 

It  was  past  eleven  when  I  arrived  there,  for  I  had  to  do  an  errand 
first  of  all  for  the  Squire.  Anne  was  kneeling  down  in  the  parlour 
amidst  a  lot  of  small  cuttings  of  plants,  which  she  had  brought  from 
France.  They  lay  on  the  carpet  on  pieces  of  paper.  She  wore  a 
fresh  white  cotton  gown,  with  black  spots  upon  it,  and  a  black  boAV  at 
the  throat ;  and  she  looked  nicer  than  ever. 

"  Look  here,  Johnny ;  I  don't  know  what  to  do.  The  labels  have 
all  come  oft',  and  I  can't  tell  which  is  which.  I  suppose  I  did  not 
fasten  them  on  securely.     Sit  down — if  you  can  find  a  chair." 

The  chairs  and  tables  were  strewed  with  books,  most  of  them  French, 
and  other  small  articles,  just  unpacked.    I  did  not  want  a  chair,  but 
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knelt  down  beside  her,  asking  if  I  could  help.  She  said  no,  and  that 
she  hoped  to  be  straight  by  the  morrow.  The  doctor  had  stepped  out, 
she  did  not  know  where,  "  to  escape  the  smell  of  the  pamt." 

I  was  deep  in  the  pages  of  one  of  the  books,  "  Les  Contes  de  ^la 
Bonne,"  which  Anne  said  was  a  great  favourite  of  hers,  though  it  was 
meant  for  children  ;  and  she  had  her  head,  as  before,  bent  over  the 
green  sprigs  and  labels,  when  a  shadow,  passing  the  open  glass  doors, 
glanced  in  and  halted.  I  supposed  it  must  be  the  doctor  ;  but  it  was 
Sir  Kobert  Tenby.  Up  I  started  ;  Anne  did  the  same  quietly,  and 
quietly  in^^ted  him  in. 

"  I  walked  over  to  see  Dr.  Lewis,  and  to  ask  whether  the  house 
requires  anything  else  done  to  it,"  he  explained.  "  And  I  had  to  come 
early,  as  I  am  leaving  the  neighbourhood  this  afternoon." 

"  Oh,  thank  you,"  said  Anne,  "  it  is  very  kmd  of  you  to  come.  Will 
you  please  to  sit  down,  sir  ?  "  hastily  taking  the  books  ott"  a  cliair. 
"  Papa  is  out,  but  I  think  he  will  not  be  long." 
''  Are  you  satisfied  with  ihe  house?  "  he  asked. 
"  Quite  so,  sir ;  and  I  do  not  think  it  wants  anything  done  to  it  at 
all.  I  hope  you  will  not  suppose  we  shall  keep  it  in  this  state,"  she 
added  rather  anxiously.  "  When  things  are  being  unpacked,  the 
rooms  are  sure  to  look  untidy." 

Sir  Robert  smiled.     "  You  seem  very  notable.  Miss  Lewis." 
"  Oh,  I  do  everything,"  she  answered,  smiling  back.     "  There  is  no 
one  else." 

He  had  not  taken  the  chair,  but  went  out,  saying  he  should  probably 
meet  Dr.  Lewis— leaving  a  message  for  him,  about  the  house,  in  case 
he  did  not. 

"  He  is  your  great  and  grand  man  of  the  neighbourhood,  is  he  not, 
Johnny  ?  "  said  Anne,  as  she  knelt  down  on  the  carpet  again. 
"  Oh,  he  is  grand  enough." 

"  Then  don't  you  thmk  he  is,  considering  that  fact,  very  pleasant 
and  affable  ?  I'm  sure  he  is  as  simple  and  free  in  manners  and  speech 
a.s  we  are." 

"  Most  grand  men — if  they  are  truly  great — are  that.  Your  upstarts 
assume  no  end  of  airs." 

"  I  know  who  will  never  assume  airs,  Johnny.    He  has  none  in  him." 
"Who's  that?" 
"  Yourself" 

It  made  me  laugh.  I  had  nothing  to  assume  them  for. 
It  was  either  that  afternoon  or  the  following  one  that  Dr.  Lewis 
came  up  to  the  Sipiire  and  old  Coney  as  they  were  talking  together  in 
the  road.  He  told  them  that  he  could  not  possibly  stay  in  the  house ; 
lie  should  be  laid  uj)  if  he  did  ;  he  must  go  away  luitil  the  siiiell  of  the 
paint  was  gone.  That  he  was  luoking  ill,  both  saw ;  and  they  believed 
lie  did  iKjt  complain  without  cause. 
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The  qucL^tion  was,  where  could  he  go  ?  Mr.  Coney  liospitably 
offered  him  house-room ;  but  the  doctor,  while  thanking  him,  said  the 
smell  might  last  a  long  time,  and  he  should  prefer  to  be  independent. 
He  had  been  thinking  of  going  with  Anne  to  Worcester  for  a  time. 
l>id  they  know  of  lodgings  there  ? 

"  Better  go  to  an  hotel,"  said  the  Squire.     "  No  trouble  at  an  hotel." 

"  But  hotels  are  not  always  comfortable.  I  cannot  feel  at  home  in 
tliem,"  argued  the  poor  doctor.     "  And  they  cost  too  much  besides." 

"  You  might  chance  to  hit  upon  lodgings  where  you  wouldn't  be  any 
more  comfortable,  Lewis.     And  they'd  be  very  dull  for  you." 

"There's  Lake's  boarding-house,"  put  in  old  Coney,  whilst  the 
doctor  was  looking  blank  and  helpless. 

"  A  boarding-house  ?     Ay,  that  might  do,  if  it's  not  a  noisy  one." 

"  It's  not  noisy  at  all,"  cried  the  Squire.  "  It's  uncommonly  well 
conducted:  sometimes  there  are  not  three  visitors  in  the  house.  You 
and  Miss  Lewis  would  be  comfortable  there." 

And  for  Lake's  boarding-house  Dr.  Lewis  and  Anne  took  their  depar- 
ture on  the  very  next  day.  If  they  had  only  foreseen  the  trouble  their 
stay  at  it  would  lead  to  ! 


Lake's  boarding-house  stood  near  the  cathedral.  A  roomy  house, 
with  rather  shabby  furniture  in  it :  but  in  boarding-houses  and  lodgings 
people  don't,  as  a  rule,  look  for  gilded  chairs  and  tables.  Some  years 
l)efore,  Mrs.  Lake,  the  wife  of  a  professional  man,  and  a  gentlewoman, 
was  suddenly  left  a  widow  with  four  infant  children,  boys,  and  nothing 
to  keep  them  upon.  What  to  do  she  did  not  know.  And  it  often 
puzzles  me  to  think  what  such  poor  ladies  do  do,  left  in  similar  straits. 

She  had  her  furniture ;  and  that  was  about  all.  Friends  suggested 
that  she  should  take  a  house  in  a  likely  situation,  and  try  for  some  lady 
boarders;  or  perhaps  for  some  of  the  college  boys,  whose  homes  lay  at 
a  distance.  Not  to  make  too  long  a  story  of  it,  it  was  what  she  did  do. 
And  she  had  been  in  the  house  ever  since,  struggling  on  (for  these 
houses  mostly  do  entail  a  struggle),  sometimes  Hoiu'ishing  in  numbers, 
sometimes  down  in  the  dumps  with  empty  rooms.  But  she  had 
managed  to  bring  the  children  up  :  the  two  elder  ones  were  out  in  the 
world,  the  two  younger  were  still  in  the  college  school.  Mrs.  Lake  was 
a  meek  little  woman,  ever  distracted  with  practical  cares,  especially  as 
to  stews  and  gi-avies :  Miss  Dinah  Lake  (her  late  husband's  sister,  and 
a  majestic  lady  of  middle  age),  who  lived  with  her,  chiefly  saw  to  the 
company. 

But  now,  would  any  one  believe  that  Dr.  Lews  was  "  that  shy,"  as 
their  maid,  Sally,  expressed  it — or  perhaps  you  would  rather  call  it 
helpless — that  he  begged  the  Squire  to  let  me  go  with  him  to  Lake's, 
Otherwise  he  should  be  lost,  he  said  ;  and  Anne,  accustomed  to  French 
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ways  ami  liabits,  could  not  be  of  much  use  to  him  hi  a  strange  board- 
ing-house :  Johnny  knew  the  house,  and  would  feel  at  home  there. 

When  Captain  Sanker  and  his  wife  (if  you  have  not  forgotten  them) 
first  came  to  AVorcester,  they  stayed  at  Lake's  while  fixing  on  a  resi- 
dence, and  that's  how  we  became  tolerably  well  acquainted  with  the 
Lakes.  This  year  that  I  am  now  writing  about  was  the  one  that  pre- 
ceded the  accident  to  King  Sanker,  told  of  earlier  in  the  volume.  And, 
in  point  of  rotation,  this  paper  ought  to  have  appeared  first. 

So  I  went  with  Dr.  Lewis  and  Anne.  It  was  late  in  the  afternoon 
when  we  reached  Worcester,  close  upon  the  dinner-hour — which  was 
five  o'clock,  and  looked  upon  as  quite  a  foshionable  hour  in  those  days. 
The  dinner-bell  had  rung,  and  the  company  had  filed  in  to  dinner  when 
we  got  downstairs. 

But  there  was  not  much  company  staying  in  the  house.  Mrs.  Lake 
did  not  appear  at  dinner,  and  Miss  Dinah  Lake  took  the  head  of  the 
table.  It  happened  more  often  than  not  that  Mrs.  Lake  was  in  the 
kitchen,  superintending  the  dinner  and  seeing  to  the  ragouts  and 
sauces ;  especially  upon  the  advent  of  fresh  inmates,  when  the  fore 
would  be  unusually  liberal.  Mrs.  Lake  often  said  she  was  a  "  born 
cook ;  "  which  was  lucky,  as  she  could  not  afford  to  keep  first-rate 

servants. 

Miss  Dinah  sat  at  the  head  of  the  table,  in  a  rustling  green  gown  and 
primrose  satin  cap.  Having  an  income  of  her  own  she  could  afford  to 
dress.  (Mrs.  Lake's  best  gowi  was  black  silk,  thin  and  scanty.)  Next  to 
Miss  Dinah  sat  a  fair,  plump  little  woman,  with  round  green  eyes  and  a 
soft  voice  :  at  any  rate,  a  soft  way  of  speaking  :  who  was  introduced  to 
us  as  Mrs.  Captain  Podd.  She  m  turn  introduced  her  daughters,  Miss 
Podd  and  Miss  Fanny  Podd  :  both  fair,  like  their  mother,  and  with  the 
same  sort  of  round  gi'een  eyes.  A  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mitchell  completed 
the  company ;  two  silent  people  who  seemed  to  do  nothing  but  eat. 

Dr.  Lewis  sat  by  Mrs.  Captain  Podd :  and  very  pleasant  and  attentive 
the  doctor  found  her.  He  was  shy  as  well  as  helpless ;  but  she  talked 
to  him  freely  in  her  low  soft  voice  and  put  him  altogether  at  his  ease. 
]\Iy  place  chanced  to  be  next  to  Miss  Fanny  Podd's :  and  she  began 
at  once  to  put  me  at  my  ease,  as  her  mother  was  putting  the  doctor. 

"You  are  a  stranger  here,  at  the  dinner-table,"  observed  Miss 
Fanny ;  "  but  we  shall  be  good  friends  presently.  People  in  this  house 
soon  become  sociable." 

"  I  am  glad  of  that." 

"I  did  not  quite  hear  your  name.  Did  you  catch  mine ?  Fanny 
Podd." 

'•  Yes.    Thank  you.    Mine  is  Ludlow." 

"  I  suppose  you  never  were  at  Worcester  before  ?  " 

"Oh,  I  know  Worcester  veoy  well  indeed.  I  live  in  Worcester- 
ehire." 
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"  Wliy  !  "  cnecl  the  young  lady,  neglecting  her  soup  to  stare  at  me, 
"we  heard  you  had  just  come  over  from  living  in  France.  Miss  Dinah 
Baid  so — that  old  guy  at  the  head  of  the  table." 

"  Dr.  and  Miss  Lewis  have  just  come  from  France.  Not  I.  I  know 
Miss  Dinah  Lake  very  well." 

"  Do  you  ?  Don't  go  and  tell  her  I  called  her  an  old  guy.  Mamma 
wants  to  keep  in  with  Miss  Dinah,  or  she  might  be  disagreeable.  What 
a  stupid  town  Worcester  is  !  " 

"  Perhaps  you  do  not  know  many  people  in  it." 

"  We  don't  know  any  one.  We  had  been  staying  last  in  a  garrison 
town.  That  was  pleasant :  so  many  nice  officers  about.  You  could 
not  go  to  the  ^^'indow  hut  there'd  be  some  in  sight.  Here  nobody  seems 
to  pass  but  a  crew  of  staid  old  parsons." 

"  We  are  near  the  cathedral ;  that's  why  you  see  so  many  parsons. 
Are  you  going  to  remain  long  in  Worcester?  " 

"  That's  just  as  the  fancy  takes  mamma.  We  have  been  here 
already  six  or  seven  weeks." 

"  Have  you  no  settled  home  ?  " 

Miss  Fanny  Podd  pursed  up  her  lips  and  shook  her  head.  "  We 
like  change  best.  A  settled  home  would  be  wretchedly  dull.  Ours 
was  given  up  when  papa  died." 

Thus  she  entertained  me  to  the  end  of  dinner.  We  all  left  the  table 
together — wine  was  not  in  fashion  at  Lake's.  Those  who  wanted  any 
had  to  provide  it  for  themselves  :  but  the  present  company  seemed  to 
be  satisfied  with  the  home-brewed  ale.  Mrs.  Captain  Podd  put  her 
arm  playfully  into  that  of  Dr.  Lewis,  and  said  she  would  show  him  the 
way  to  the  drawing-room. 

And  so  it  went  on  all  the  evening :  she  making  herself  agi-eeable  to 
the  doctor :  Miss  Podd  to  Anne  ;  Fanny  to  me.  Of  course  it  was  highly 
good-natured  of  them.  Mrs.  Podd  discovered  that  the  doctor  liked 
backgammon  ;  and  she  looked  for  a  moment  as  cross  as  a  wasp  on  find- 
ing there  was  no  board  in  the  house. 

"  Quite  an  omission,  my  dear  Miss  Dinah,"  she  said,  smoothing  away 
the  frown  with  a  sweet  smile.  "  I  thought  a  backgammon-board  was 
as  necessary  to  a  house  as  chairs  and  tables." 

"  Mrs.  Lake  had  a  board  once,"  said  Miss  Dinah  ;  "  but  the  boys  got 
possession  of  it,  and  somehow  it  was  broken.  We  have  chess — and 
cribbage." 

"Would  you  like  a  hand  at  cribbage,  my  dear  sir?"  asked  Mrs. 
Podd  of  the  doctor. 

"  Don't  play  it,  ma'am,"  said  he. 

''Ah" — with  a  little  sigh.  ''Julia,  love,  would  you  mind  singing 
one  of  your  quiet  songs?  Or  a  duet.  Fanny,  sweetest,  try  a  quiet 
duet  with  yoxir  sister.    Go  to  the  piano." 

If  they  called  the  duet  quic-t,  I  wondered  wtat  they  called  noisy. 
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You  might  have  heard  it  over  at  the  cathedral.  Tlieir  playing  and 
singing  was  of  the  style  known  as  "  showy."  Some  people  admire  it : 
but  it  is  a  good  thing  ear-drums  are  not  easily  cracked. 

Tlie  next  day  Mrs.  Podd  made  the  house  a  present  of  a  back- 
gammon-board :  and  in  the  evening  she  and  Dr.  Lewis  sat  down  to 
play.  Our  number  had  decreased,  for  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mitchell  had  left ; 
and  Mrs.  Lake  dined  with  us,  taking  the  foot  of  the  table.  Miss  Dinah 
always,  I  found,  kept  the  head. 

"  She  is  so  much  better  calculated  to  preside  than  I  am,"  whispered 
meek  Mrs.  Lake  to  me  later  in  the  evening ;  as,  happening  to  pass  the 
kitchen-door  after  dinner,  I  saw  her  in  there,  making  the  colfee. 
"  What  should  I  do  without  Dinah  !  " 

"  But  need  you  come  out  to  make  the  coifee,  Mrs.  Lake?  " 

"  My  dear,  when  I  leave  it  to  the  servants,  it  is  not  drinkable.  I  am 
rather  sorry  Mrs.  Podd  makes  a  point  of  having  coffee  in  an  evening. 
Otn-  general  rule  is  to  give  only  tea." 

"  I  wouldn't  give  in  to  Mrs.  Podd." 

"  Well,  dear,  we  like  to  be  accommodating  when  we  can.  Being  my 
cousin,  she  orders  things  more  freely  than  our  ladies  usually  do.  Dinah 
calls  lier  exacting ;  but " 

"  Is  Mrs.  Podd  your  cousin  ?  "     I  interrupted,  in  sui-prise. 

"My  first  cousin.  Did  you  not  know  it?  Her  mother  and  my 
mother  were  sisters." 

"  The  girls  don't  call  you  '  aunt.'  " 

"They  do  sometimes  when  we  are  alone.  I  suppose  they  think  I 
am  beneath  them — keeping  a  boarding-house." 

I  had  not  much  liked  the  Podds  at  first :  as  the  days  went  on  I  liked 
them  less.  They  were  not  sincere  :  I  was  quite  sure  of  it ;  Mrs.  Podd 
especially.  But  the  manner  in  which  she  had  taken  Dr.  Lewis  under 
her  wing  was  marvellous.  He  began  to  think  he  could  not  move  with- 
out her :  he  was  as  one  who  has  found  a  sheet-anchor.  She  took 
troiible  of  all  kinds  from  him  :  her  chief  aim  seemed  to  be  to  make  his 
life  pass  pleasantly.  She  would  order  a  carriage  and  take  him  for  a 
drive  in  it ;  she'd  parade  the  High  Street  on  his  arm ;  she  sat  with  him 
in  the  (Jrcen  within  the  enclosure,  though  Miss  Dhiah  told  her  one  day 
she  had  not  the  right  of  entrance  to  it ;  she  walked  him  off  to  inspect 
the  monuinents  in  the  cathedral,  and  talked  with  him  in  the  cloisters 
of  the  old  days  when  Cromwell  stabled  his  horses  there.  After  dinner 
they  would  play  backgammon  till  bed-time.  And  with  it  all,  she  was 
so  gay  and  sweet  and  gentle,  that  Dr.  Lewis  thought  she  must  be  a  very 
angel  come  out  of  heaven. 

"Johnny,  I  don't  like  her,"  said  Anne  to  me  one  day.  "  She  seems 
to  take  papa  completely  out  of  my  hands.  She  makes  him  feel  quite 
independent  of  me." 

''  You  like  her  as  well  as  1  do,  Anne." 
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"  This  morning  I  found  him  in  tlic  drau-ing-room ;  alone,  for  a 
wonder :  he  was  gazing  up  in  his  abstracted  way,  as  if  wanting  to  dis- 
cover what  the  pinnacles  of  the  cathedral  were  made  of,  which  appear 
to  be  so  close,  you  know,  from  the  windows  of  that  room.  '  Papa,  you 
are  lonely,'  I  said.  '  Would  you  like  to  walk  out  ? — or  what  would  you 
hke  to  do?'  'My  dear,  Mrs.  Podd  will  see  to  it  all,'  he  answered; 
'don't  trouble  yourself;  I  am  waiting  for  her.'  It  is  just  as  though  he 
had  no  more  need  of  me." 

Anne  Lewis  turned  away  to  hide  her  wet  eyelashes.  For  my  part, 
I  thought  the  sooner  Mrs.  Captain  Podd  betook  herself  from  Lake's 
boarding-house,  the  better.     It  was  too  much  of  a  good  thing. 

That  same  afternoon  I  heard  some  conversation  not  meant  for  me. 
Behind  the  house  was  a  square  patch  of  gi-ound  called  a  garden,  con- 
taining a  few  trees  and  some  sweet  herbs.  I  w'as  sitting  on  the  bench 
there,  miderneath  the  high,  old-fashioned  dining-room  windows,  think- 
ing how  hot  the  sun  was,  wishing  for  something  to  do,  and  wondering 
when  Dr.  Lewis  meant  to  send  me  home.  He  and  Mrs.  Podd  were 
out  together;  Anne  was  in  the  kitchen,  teaching  Mrs.  Lake  some 
mysteries  of  French  cookery.  Miss  Dinah  sat  in  the  dining-room,  in 
her  spectacles,  darning  table-cloths. 

"  Oh,  have  you  come  in ! "  I  suddenly  heard  her  say,  as  the  door 
opened.     And  it  was  Mrs.  Podd's  voice  that  answered. 

"  The  sun  is  so  very  hot :  poor  dear  Dr.  Lewis  felt  quite  ill.  He 
has  gone  up  to  his  room  for  half-an-hour  to  sit  quietly  in  the  shade. 
"Where  are  my  girls  ?  " 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  know,"  replied  !Miss  Dinah :  and  it  struck  me  that 
her  tone  of  voice  was  rather  crusty.  "  Mi"s.  Podd,  I  must  again  ask 
you  when  you  will  let  me  have  some  money  ?  " 

"  As  soon  as  I  can,"  said  Mrs.  Podd :  who  seemed  by  the  sound,  to 
have  thro^\■n  herself  upon  a  chair,  and  to  be  fanning  her  face  with  a 
rustling  newspaper. 

"  But  vou  have  said  that  for  some  weeks.     When  is  the  '  soon 
to  be  ?  "  " 

"You  know  I  have  been  disappointed  in  my  remittances.  It  is 
really  too  hot  for  talking." 

"  I  know  that  you  say  you  have.  But  we  cannot  go  on  without 
some  money.  The  expenses  of  this  house  are  heavy :  how  are  they  to 
be  kept  up  if  our  guests  don't  pay  us  ?  Indeed  you  must  let  me  have 
part  of  your  account,  if  not  all." 

"  My  dear  sweet  creature,  the  house  is  not  yours,"  returned  Mrs. 
Podd,  in  her  most  honeyed  accents. 

"  I  manage  it,"  said  Miss  Dinah,  '•  and  am  responsible  for  getting  in 
the  accounts.     You  know  that  our  custom  is  to  be  paid  weekly." 

"  Exactl}^,  dear  Miss  Dinah.  But  I  am  sure  that  my  cousin,  Emma 
Lake,  would  not  wish  to  mconvenience  me.    I  am  indebted  to  her; 
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not  to  you ;  and  I  will  pay  her  as  soon  as  I  can.     My  good  creature, 
how  can  you  sit  stewing  over  that  plain  sewing  this  sultry  afternoon?  " 

"  I  am  obliged  to,"  responded  Miss  Dinah.  "  We  have  not  money 
to  spend  on  new  linen :  trouble  enough,  it  is,  I  can  assm-e  you,  to  keep 
the  old  decent." 

"I  should  get  somebody  to  help  me.  That  young  woman.  Miss 
Lewis,  might  do  it :  she  seems  to  have  been  used  to  all  kinds  of  work." 

"  I  wish  you  would  shut  that  door  :  you  have  left  it  open,"  retorted 
Miss  Dinah  :  "  I  don't  like  sitting  in  a  draught,  though  it  is  hot.  And 
I  must  beg  of  you  to ,  understand,  Mrs.  Podd,  that  we  really  cannot 
continue  to  keep  you  and  your  daughters  here  unless  you  can  manage 
to  give  us  a  little  money." 

By  the  shutting  of  the  door  and  the  silence  that  ensued,  it  was 
apparent  that  Mrs.  Podd  had  departed,  leaving  Miss  Dinah  to  her 
table-cloths.  But  now,  this  had  surprised  me.  For,  to  hear  Mrs. 
Captain  Podd  and  lier  daughters  talk,  and  to  see  the  way  in  which 
they  dressed,  one  could  not  have  supposed  they  were  ever  at  a  fault  for 
ready-cash. 

At  the  end  of  ten  days  I  went  home.  Dr.  Lewis  no  longer  wanted 
me :  he  had  Mrs.  Podd.  And  I  think  it  must  have  been  about  ten 
days  after  that,  that  we  heard  tlie  doctor  and  Anne  were  returning. 
The  paint  smelt  still,  but  not  so  badly  as  before. 

They  did  not  come  alone.  Mrs.  Podd  and  her  two  daug^iters 
accompanied  them  to  spend  the  day.  Mrs.  Podd  w^as  in  a  ravishing 
new  toilette ;  and  I  hoped  Lake's  boarding-house  had  been  paid. 

Mrs.  Podd  went  into  raptures  over  Maythorn  Bank,  paint  and  all. 
It  was  the  sweetest  little  place  she  had  ever  been  in,  she  said,  and 
some  trifling,  judicious  care  would  convert  it  into  a  paradise. 

I  know  who  had  the  present  care ;  and  that  was  Anne.  They  got 
over  about  twelve  o'clock;  and  as  soon  as  she  had  seen  the  ladies' 
things  off,  and  they  were  comfortably  installed  in  the  best  parlour,  its 
glass  doors  standing  open  to  the  fragrant  flower-beds,  she  put  on  a  big 
apron  in  the  kitchen  and  helped  Sally  with  the  dinner. 

"Need  you  do  it,  Anne?"  I  said,  running  in,  Jiaving  seen  her 
crumbling  bread  as  I  passed  the  window. 

"  Yes,  I  must,  Johnny.  Papa  bade  me  have  a  nice  dinner  served 
to-day :  and  Sally  is  inexperienced,  you  know :  she  knows  nothing 
about  the  little  dishes  he  likes.  To  tell  you  the  truth,"  added  Anne, 
glancing  meaningly  into  my  eyes  for  a  moment,  "I  would  rather  be 
cooking  here  than  talking  with  them  there." 

''  Are  you  sorry  to  leave  Worcester  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  no,''  she  answered.  "  Sorry  to  leave  Mrs.  Lake  and 
Miss  Dinah,  for  I  like  them  both :  glad  to  be  at  liome  again  and  to 
have  papa  to  myself.  I  shall  not  cry  if  Ave  never  see  Mrs.  Podd  again. 
Perhaps  I  am  mistaken :  and  I'm  sure  I  did  not  think  that  the  judging 
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of  otiiei's  nncharitably  was  one  of  my  faults ;  but  I  cannot  help  thinking 
that  «hc  has  tried  to  estrange  papa  from  me.  I  suppose  it  is  her  way  : 
she  cannot  have  any  real  wish  to  do  it.  However,  she  goes  back 
to-night,  and  then  it  will  be  over." 

"  Who  is  at  Lake's  now  ?  " 

"  No  one — except  the  Podds.  I  am  sorry,  for  I  fear  they  nave  some 
difficultv  to  make  both  ends  meet." 


Was  it  over !     Anne  Le^vis  reckoned  without  her  host. 

I  was  running  into  Maythorn  Bank  the  next  morning,  when  I  saw 
the  shimmer  of  Anne's  white  garden-bonnet  and  her  morning  dress 
amidst  the  raspberry-bushes,  and  turned  aside  to  greet  her.  She  had  a 
basin  in  her  hand,  picking  the  fruit,  and  the  hot  tears  were  running 
down  her  cheeks.  Conceal  her  distress  she  could  not ;  any  attempt 
would  have  been  worse  than  futile. 

"  Oh,  Johnny,  she  is  going  to  marry  him !  "  cried  she,  with  an 
outburst  of  sobs. 

"Going  to  marry  him! — who?  what?"  I  asked,  takhig  the  basin 
from  her  hand :  for  I  declare  that  the  truth  did  not  strike  me. 

"  She  is.     Mrs.  Podd.     She  is  going  to  marry  papa." 

For  a  moment  she  held  her  face  against  the  apple-tree.  The  words 
confounded  me.  More  real  gi'ief  I  had  never  seen.  My  heart  ached 
for  her. 

"  Don't  think  me  selfish,"  she  said,  turning  presently,  trnng  to  subdue 
the  sobs,  and  wiping  the  tears  away.  "  I  hope  I  am  not  that :  or  unduti- 
ful.     It  is  not  for  myself  that  I  gi-ieve  ;  indeed  it  is  not ;  but  for  him." 

I  knew  that. 

"  If  I  could  only  think  it  would  be  for  his  happiness !  But  oh,  I  fear 
it  will  not  be.  Something  seems  to  tell  me  that  it  will  not.  And  if — 
he  should  be — uncomfortable  afterwards — miserable  afterwards  ! — I 
think  the  distress  would  kill  me." 

'•  Is  it  true,  Anne  ?     How  did  you  hear  it  ?  " 

"  True !  Too  true,  Johnny.  At  breakfost  this  morning  papa  said, 
'  We  shall  be  dull  to-day  without  our  friends,  Anne.'  I  told  him  I 
hoped  not,  and  that  I  would  go  out  with  him,  or  read  to  him,  or  do 
anything  else  he  liked ;  and  I  reminded  him  of  his  small  stock  of  choice 
books  that  he  used  to  be  so  fond  of.  '  Yes,  yes,  we  shall  be  very  dull, 
you  and  I  alone  in  this  strange  house,'  he  resumed.  '  I  have  been 
thinking  for  some  time  we  should  be,  Anne,  and  so  I  have  asked  that 
dear,  kind,  lively  woman  to  come  to  us  for  good.'  I  did  not  understand 
him ;  I  did  not  indeed,  Johnny ;  and  papa  went  on  to  explain.  '  You 
must  know  that  I  allude  to  ]\Irs.  Podd,  Anne,'  he  said.  '  AVhen  I  saw 
her  so  charmed  with  this  house  yesterday,  and  we  were  talking  about 
my  future  loneliness  in  it — and  she  lamented  it,  even  with  tears — one 
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word  led  to  another,  and  I  felt  encouraged  to  venture  to  ask  her  to 
share  it  and  be  my  wife.  And  so,  my  dear,  it  is  all  settled ;  and  T 
trust  it  will  be  for  the  happiness  of  us  all.  She  is  a  most  delightful 
woman,  and  will  make  the  sunshine  of  any  home.'  I  wish  I  could 
think  it,"  concluded  Anne. 

"  No ;  don't  take  the  basin,"  I  said,  as  she  went  to  do  so.  "  I'll  finish 
picking  the  raspberries.     What  are  they  for  ?  " 

"  A  pudding.     Papa  said  he  should  like  one." 

"  Why  could  not  Sally  pick  them  ?  Country  girls  are  used  to  the 
sun." 

"  Sally  is  busy.  Papa  bade  her  clear  out  that  room  where  our  l)Oxes 
were  put :  we  shall  want  all  the  rooms  now.  Oh,  Johnny,  I  wish  we 
had  not  left  France !     Those  happy  days  will  never  come  again." 

Was  the  doctor  falling  into  his  dotage?  The  question  crossed  my 
mind.  It  might  never  have  occurred  to  me  ;  but  one  day  at  Worcester 
Miss  Dinah  had  asked  it  in  my  hearing.  I  felt  very  uncomfortable, 
could  not  think  of  anything  soothing  to  say  to  Anne,  and  went  on 
picking  the  raspberries. 

"  How  many  do  you  want  ?     Are  these  enough  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  looking  at  them.  "  I  must  fill  the  basin  up 
with  currants." 

We  were  bending  over  a  currant-bush,  Anne  holding  up  a  branch 
and  I  stripping  it,  when  footsteps  on  the  path  close  by  made  us  both 
look  up  hastily.  There  stood  Sir  Kobert  Tenby,  lie  stared  at  the 
distress  on  Anne's  face,  which  was  too  palpable  to  be  concealed,  and 
asked  without  ceremony  what  was  amiss. 

It  was  the  last  feather  that  broke  the  camel's  back.  These  words 
from  a  stranger,  and  his  evident  concern,  put  the  finishing  touch  to 
Anne's  state.     Slie  burst  into  more  bitter  tears  than  she  had  yet  shed. 

"  Is  it  any  trouble  that  I  can  help  you  out  of?  "  asked  Sir  Robert,  in 
the  kindest  tones,  feeling,  no  doubt,  as  sorry  as  he  looked.  "  Oh,  my 
dear  young  lady,  don't  give  way  like  this  !  " 

Touched  by  his  sympathy,  her  heart  seemed  to  open  to  him  :  perhaps 
she  had  need  of  finding  consolation  somewhere.  Drying  her  tears, 
Anne  told  her  story  simply :  commenting  on  it  as  she  had  commented 
to  me. 

"  It  is  for  my  fiither's  sake  that  I  grieve,  sir  ;  that  I  fear.  I  feel  sure 
Mrs.  Podd  will  not  make  him  really  liappy." 

"  Well,  wx'll,  we  must  hope'  for  the  best,"  spoke  Sir  Robert,  who 
looked  a  little  astonished  at  hearing  the  nature  of  the  grievance,  and 
perhaps  thought  Anne's  distress  more  exaggerated  than  it  need  have 
been.  "  Dr.  Lewis  wrote  to  me  last  night  about  some  alteration  lie 
wants  to  make  in  the  garden ;  I  have  come  to  speak  to  him  about  it." 

"  All  oration  in  the  garden  !  "  mechanically  repeated  Anne.  "  I  have 
heard  nothing  about  it." 
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He  passed  into  tlie  house  to  the  doctor.  We  picked  on  at  tho 
currants,  and  then  took  them  into  the  kitchen.  Anne  sat  down  on  a 
chair  to  strip  them  from  their  stalks.  Presently  we  saw  Sir  Robert  and 
the  doctor  at  one  end  of  the  garden,  the  latter  dramng  boundaries 
round  a  corner  with  his  walking-stick. 

"  Oh,  I  know,"  exclaimed  Anne.  ''  Yesterday  Mrs.  Podd  suggested 
that  a  summer-house  in  that  spot  would  be  a  delightful  improvement. 
But  I  never,  never  could  have  supposed  papa  meant  to  act  upon  the 
suggestion." 

Just  so.  Dr.  Lewis  wished  to  erect  a  summer-house  of  wood  and 
trellis-work,  but  had  not  liked  to  do  it  without  first  speaking  to  his 
landlord. 

As  the  days  went  on,  Anne  grew  to  feel  somewhat  reassured.  She 
was  very  busy,  for  all  kinds  of  preparations  had  to  be  made  in  the 
house,  and  the  w-edding  was  to  take  place  at  once. 

"I  think,  perhaps,  I  took  it  up  in  a  wrong  light,  Johnny,"  she  said  to 
me  one  day,  when  I  went  in  and  found  her  sewing  at   some  new 
curtains.     "  I  hope  I  did.     It  must  have  been  the  suddenness  of  the 
news,  I  suppose,  and  that  I  was  so  very  unprepared  for  it." 
"  How  do  you  mean  ?     In  what  wrong  light  ?  " 
"  Xo  one  seems  to  think  ill  of  it,  or  to  foresee  cause  for  apprehension. 
I  am  so  glad.     I  don't  think  I  can  ever  much  like  her :  but  if  she 
makes  papa  happy,  it  is  all  I  ask." 
"  Who  has  been  talking  about  it  ?  " 

"  Herbert  Tanerton  for  one.  He  saw  Mrs.  Podd  at  Worcester  last 
week,  and  thought  her  charming.  The  very  woman,  he  said,  to  do 
papa  good;  lively  and  full  of  resource.  So  it  may  all  be  for  the 
best." 

I  should  as  soon  have  expected  an  invitation  to  the  moon  as  to  the 
wedding.  But  I  got  it.  Dr.  Lewis,  left  to  himself,  was  feeling  helpless 
again,  and  took  me  with  him  to  Worcester  on  tiie  eve  of  the  happy 
day.  We  put  up  at  the  Bell  Hotel  for  the  night ;  but  Anne  went  direct 
to  Lake's  hoarding-house.     I  ran  down  there  in  the  evening. 

Whether  an  inkling  of  the  coming  wedding  had  got  abroad,  I  can't 
say ;  it  was  to  be  kept  private,  and  had  been,  so  far  as  any  one  knew ; 
but  Lake's  house  was  full,  not  a  room  to  be  had  in  it  for  love  or  money. 
Anne  was  put  in  a  sleeping- closet  two  yards  square. 

"  It  is  not  our  faidt,"  spoke  Miss  Dinah,  openly.  '•  We  were  keeping 
a  room  for  Miss  Lewis ;  but  on  Monday  last  when  a  stranger  came, 
wanting  to  be  taken  in,  ;Mrs.  Podd  told  us  ]Miss  Lewis  was  going  to  the 
hotel  with  her  father." 

"  My  dear  love,  I  thought  you  were,"  chimed  in  Mrs.  Podd,  as  she 
patted  Anne  on  the  shoulder.  "  I  must  have  mis-read  a  passage  in  j'our 
dear  papa's  letter,  and  so  caught  up  the  misapprehension.  Never 
miu4 ;  you  shall  dress  in  my  room  if  your  own  is  not  large  enough. 
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And  I  am  sure  all  young  ladies  ought  to  be  obliged  to  me,  for  the  new 
inmate  is  a  delightful  man.     My  daughters  find  him  charming." 

"The  room  is  quite  large  enough,  thank  you,"  replied  Anne,  meekly. 

''  Do  you  approve  of  the  wedding,  Miss  Dinah  ?-"  I  asked  her  later, 
when  we  were  alone  in  the  dining-room.     "  Do  you  like  it?  " 

]Miss  Dinah,  who  was  counting  a  lot  of  glasses  on  the  sideboard  that 
the  maid  had  just  washed  and  brought  in,  counted  to  the  end,  and  then 
began  upon  the  spoons. 

"  It  is  the  only  way  we  can  keep  our  girls  in  check,"  observed  she ; 
"  otherwise  they'd  break  and  lose  all  before  them.  I  know  how  many 
glasses  have  been  used  at  "table,  consequently  how  many  go  out  to  be 
washed,  and  the  girl  has  to  bring  that  same  number  in,  or  explain  the 
reason  why.  As  to  the  spoons,  they  get  thrown  away  Anth  the  dish- 
water and  sometimes  into  the  fire.  If  they  were  silver  it  would  be  all 
the  same." 

"  Do  you  like  the  match.  Miss  Dinah  ?  " 

"Johnny  Ludlow,"  she  said,  turning  to  face  me,  "we  make  a  point 
in  this  house  of  not  expressing  our  likes  and  dislikes.  Our  position  is 
peculiar,  you  know.  When  people  have  come  to  years  of  discretion, 
and  are  of  the  age  that  Mrs.  Podd  is,  not  to  speak  of  Dr.  Lewis's,  we 
must  suppose  them  to  be  capable  of  judging  and  acting  for  themselves. 
We  have  not  helped  on  the  match  by  so  much  as  an  approving  word 
or  look  :  on  the  other  hand,  it  has  not  lain  in  our  duty  or  in  our  power 
to  retard  it." 

Which  was,  of  course,  good  sense.  But  for  all  her  caution,  I  fancied 
she  could  have  spoken  against  it,  had  she  chosen. 

A  trifling  incident  occurred  to  me  in  going  back  to  the  Bell.  Bushing 
round  the  corner  into  Broad  Street,  a  tall,  well-dressed  man,  sauntering 
on  before  me,  suddenly  turned  on  his  heel,  and  threw  away  his  cigar. 
It  canglit  the  front  of  my  shirt.  I  flung  it  off  again ;  but  not  before  it 
had  burnt  a  small  hole  in  the  linen. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  the  smoker,  in  a  courteous  voice— and 
there  was  no  mistaking  him  for  anything  but  a  gentleman.  "  I  am 
very  sorry.     It  was  frightfully  careless  of  me." 

'•Oh,  it  is  nothing;  don't  think  about  it,"  I  answered,  making  off  at 
full  speed. 

St.  Michael's  Church  stood  in  a  nook  under  the  cathedral  Avails :  it  is 
taken  down  now.  It  wa>'  rhere  that  the  wedding  took  place.  Dr. 
Lewis  arrived  at  it  more  like  a  baby  than  a  bridegroom,  helpless  and 
nervous  to  a  painCul  degree.  But  I\Irs.  Bodd  made  up  for  his  deficiencies 
in  her  grand  self-possession ;  her  white  bonnet  and  nodding  feather 
seemed  to  fill  tlie  church.  Aimo  wore  grey  silk;  Julia  and  Fanny  Podd 
some  shining  pink  stuff  tliat  their  petticoats  could  be  seen  through. 
Poor  Aime's  tears  were  dropping  during  the  service ;  she  kept  lier  liead 
bent  down  to  hide  them. 
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"  Look  up,  Anne,"  I  said  from  my  place  close  to  her.  '•  Take 
com'age." 

"  I  can't  help  it,  indeed,  Jolinny,"  she  whispered.  ''  I  wish  I  could. 
I'm  sure  1  wouldn't  throw  a  damper  on  the  general  joy  for  the  world." 

The  wedding-party  was  a  very  small  one  indeed  ;  just  ourselves  and 
a  stern-looking  gentleman,  who  was  said  to  be  a  lawyer-cousin  of  the 
Podds,  and  to  come  from  Birmingham.  All  the  people  staying  at 
Lake's  had  flocked  into  the  church  to  look  on. 

"  Pray  take  my  arm.  Allow  me  to  lead  you  out.  I  see  how  deeply 
you  are  feeling  this." 

The  ceremony  seemed  to  be  over  almost  as  soon  as  it  was  begun — 
perhaps  the  parson,  remembering  the  parties  had  both  been  married 
before,  cut  it  short.  And  it  was  in  the  slight  bustle  consequent  upon 
its  termination  that  the  above  words,  in  a  low,  tender,  and  most 
considerate  tone,  broke  upon  my  ear.  Where  had  I  heard  the  voice 
before  ? 

Turning  hastily  round,  I  recognized  the  stranger  of  the  night  before. 
It  was  to  Anne  he  had  spoken,  and  he  had  already  taken  her  upon  his 
arm.  Her  head  was  bent  still ;  the  rebellious  tears  would  hardly  be 
kept  back ;  and  a  sweet  compassion  sat  on  every  line  of  his  handsome 
features  as  he  gazed  down  at  her. 

"  Who  is  he  ?  "  I  asked  of  Fanny  Podd,  as  he  walked  forward  with 
Anne. 

"Mr.  Angerstyne — the  most  fascinating  man  I  ever  saw  in  my  life. 
The  Lakes  could  not  have  taken  him  in,  but  for  mamma's  inventing 
that  little  fable  of  Anne's  going  with  old  Lewis  to  the  Bell.  Trust 
mamma  for  not  letting  us  two  girls  lose  a  chance,"  added  free-speaking 
Fanny.     "  I  may  take  your  arm,  I  suppose,  Johnny  Ludlow." 

And  after  a  plain  breakfast  in  private,  which  included  only  the 
wedding-party,  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Lewis  departed  for  Cheltenham. 


"  Johnny,  what  can  I  do  ?     What  do  you  think  I  can  do  ?  " 

In  the  pretty  grey  silk  that  she  had  worn  at  her  father's  wedding,  and 
with  a  whole  world  of  perplexity  in  her  soft  brown  eyes,  Anne  Lewis 
stood  by  me,  and  whispered  the  question.  As  soon  as  the  bride  and 
bridegroom  had  driven  oft",  Anne  was  to  depart  for  ]\Iay thorn  Bank, 
with  Julia  and  Fanny  Podd ;  all  three  of  them  to  remain  there  for  the 
few  days  that  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Lewis  purposed  to  be  away.  But  now,  no 
sooner  had  the  sound  of  the  bridal  wheels  died  on  our  ears,  and  Anne 
bad  suggested  that  they  should  get  ready  for  their  journey  home,  than 
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the  two  young  ladies  burst  into  a  laugh,  and  said,  Did  she  think  they 
were  going  off  to  that  dead-alive  place !  Not  if  they  knew  it.  And, 
giving  her  an  emphatic  nod  to  prove  they  meant  what  they  said,  they 
waltzed  to  the  other  end  of  the  room  in  their  shining  pink  dresses  to  talk 
to  Mr.  Angerstyne. 

Consternation  sat  in  every  line  of  Anne's  face.  "  I  cannot  go  there 
alone,  or  stay  there  alone,"  she  said  to  me.  "  These  things  are  not 
done  in  France." 

No  :  though  Maythorn  Bank  was  her  own  home,  and  though  she  was 
as  thoroughly  English  as  a  girl  can  be,  it  could  not  be  done.  French 
customs  and  ideas  did  not  permit  it,  and  she  had  been  brought  up  in 
tliem.  It  was  certainly  not  nice  behaviour  of  the  girls.  They  should 
have  objected  before  their  mother  left. 

"/don't  know  what  you  can  do,  Anne.     Better  ask  Miss  Dinah." 

"  Not  go  with  you,  after  the  arrangements  are  made — and  your 
servant  Sally  is  expecting  you  all !  "  cried  Miss  Dinah  Lake.  "  Oh,  you 
must  be  mistaken,"  she  added;  and  went  up  to  talk  to  them.  Julia 
only  laughed. 

"  Go  to  be  buried  alive  at  Maythorn  Bank  as  long  as  mamma  chooses 
to  stay  away !  "  she  cried.  ''  You  won't  get  either  of  us  to  do  anything 
of  the  kind.  Miss  Dinah." 

"  Mrs.  Podd — I  mean  Mrs.  Lewis — will  be  back  to  join  you  there  in 
less  than  a  week,"  said  Miss  Dinah. 

"  Oh,  will  she,  though  !  You  don't  know  mamma.  She  may  be  off 
to  Paris  and  fifty  other  places  before  she  turns  hex'  head  homewards 
again.  Anne  Lewis  can  go  home  by  herself,  if  she  wants  to  go  :  I  and 
Fanny  mean  to  stay  with  you,  Miss  Dinah." 

So  Anne  had  to  stay  also.  She  sat  down  and  wrote  two  letters :  one 
to  Sally,  saying  their  coming  home  was  delayed ;  the  other  to  Dr.  Lewis, 
asking  what  she  was  to  do. 

"  And  the  gain  is  mine,"  observed  Mr.  Angerstyne.  "  Wiiat  would 
the  house  have  been  without  you  ?  " 

He  api)eared  to  speak  to  the  girls  generally.  But  his  eyes  and  his 
smile  evidently  were  directed  to  Anne.  Slie  saw  it  too,  and  blnslied. 
Blushed !  when  she  had  not  yet  known  him  four-and-twenty  hours. 
]5ut  he  was  just  the  fellow  for  a  girl  to  fall  in  love  with — and  no  dis- 
paragement to  her  to  say  so. 

"  Who  is  he  ?  "  I  that  evening  asked  Miss  Dinah. 

"  A  Mr.  Angerstyne,"  she  answered.  "  I  don't  know  much  of  him, 
except  that  he  is  an  independent  gentleman  with  a  beautiful  estate  in 
Essex,  and  a  fashionable  man.  I  see  what  you  arc  thinking,  Johnny  : 
that  it  is  curious  a  man  of  wealth  and  fashion  should  be  staying  at 
Lake's  boarding-house.  P>nt  Mr.  Angerstyne  came  over  from  Malvern 
to  see  Captain  Bristow,  the  old  invalid,  who  keeps  his  room  upstairs, 
and  when  here  the  captain  persuaded  him  to  stay  for  a  day  or  two,  if 
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wc  could  give  him  a  room.  That's  how  it  was.  Captain  Bristow 
leaves  us  soon,  and  I  suppose  Mr.  Angerstyne  will  be  leaving  too." 

I  liad  expected  to  go  homo  the  following  day ;  but  that  night  up  came 
two  of  the  young  Bankers,  Dan  and  King,  and  said  I  was  to  go  and  stay 
a  bit  with  them.  Leave  to  do  so  was  easily  had  from  home;  for  just 
as  our  school  at  old  Frost's  was  reassembling,  two  boys  who  had  stayed 
the  holidays  were  taken  with  bad  throats,  and  we  were  not  to  go  back 
till  goodness  knew  when.  Tod,  who  was  on  a  visit  in  Gloucestershire, 
thought  it  would  be  Michaelmas. 

Back  came  letters  from  Cheltenham.  Mrs.  Lewis  told  her  girls  they 
might  remain  at  Worcester  if  they  liked.  And  Dr.  Lewis  wrote  to 
Anne,  saying  she  must  not  go  home  alone ;  and  he  enclosed  a  note  to 
Mrs.  Lake,  asking  her  to  be  so  kind  as  to  take  care  of  his  daughter. 

After  that  we  had  a  jolly  time.  The  Sankers  and  Lakes  amalgamated 
well,  and  were  always  at  one  another's  houses.  This  does  not  apply 
to  Mrs.  Lake  and  Miss  Dinali :  as  Miss  Dinah  put  it,  they  had  no  time 
for  gadding  down  to  Banker's.  But  Mr.  Angerstyne  (who  liad  not  left) 
grew  quite  familiar  there  ;  the  Sankers,  who  never  stood  on  the  slightest 
ceremony,  making  no  stranger  of  him.  Captain  Sanker  discovered  that 
two  or  three  former  naval  chums  of  his  were  known  to  Mr.  Angerstyne  ; 
one  dead  old  gentleman  in  particular,  who  had  been  his  bosom  friend. 
This  was  quite  enough.  Mr.  Angerstyne  had,  so  to  say,  the  key  of  the 
house  given  him,  and  went  in  and  out  of  it  at  will. 

Every  one  liked  ]\Ir.  Angerstyne.  And  for  all  tlie  pleasurable  excur- 
sions that  now  fell  to  our  lot,  we  were  indebted  to  him.  Without  being 
ostentatious,  he  opened  his  purse  freely  ;  and  there  was  a  delicacy  in  his 
manner  of  doing  it  that  prevented  its  being  felt.  On  tlie  plea  of  want- 
ing, himself,  to  see  some  noted  spot  or  place  in  the  neighourhood,  he 
would  order  a  large  post-carriage  from  the  Star  or  the  Crown,  and 
invite  as  many  as  it  would  hold  to  accompany  him,  and  bring  baskets 
of  choice  fruit,  or  dainties  from  the  pastry-cook's,  to  regale  us  on.  Or 
he  would  tell  the  Sankers  that  King  looked  delicate  :  poor  lame  King, 
who  was  to  die  ere  another  year  had  flown.  Down  would  come  the 
carriage,  ostensibly  to  take  King  for  a  drive  ;  and  a  lot  of  us  reaped  the 
benefit.  Mrs.  Sanker  was  always  of  the  party  :  without  a  chaperon,  tlic 
young  ladies  could  not  have  gone.  Generally  speaking  the  Miss  Podds 
would  come— thc7j  took  care  of  that :  and  Anne  Lewis  always  came— 
which  I  think  ]\Ir.  Angerstyne  took  care  of.  The  golden  page  of  life 
was  opening  for  Aime  Lewis  :  she  seemed  to  be  entering  on  an  Elysian 
pathway,  every  step  of  which  was  strewn  with  flowers. 

One  day  we  went  to  Holt  Fleet.  The  carriage  came  down  to  the 
Bankers'  in  the  morning,  Mr.  Angerstyne  in  it,  and  the  captain  stepped 
out  of  doors,  liis  face  beaming,  to  see  the  start.  Once  in  a  way  he 
would  be  of  the  party  himself,  but  not  often.  Mv.  Angerstyne  handed 
Mr?.  Sanker  in,  and  then  called  out  for  me.     I  held  back,  feeling  qn- 
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comfortable  at  being  always  taken,  and  knowing  that  Fred  and  Dan 
thought  me  selfish  for  it.  But  it  was  of  no  use  :  Mr.  Angerstyne  had  a 
way  of  carrying  out  his  own  will. 

*'  Get  up  on  the  box,  Johnny,"  he  said  to  me.  And,  close  upon  my 
heels,  wanting  to  share  the  box  with  me,  came  Dan  Sanker.  Mr. 
Angerstyne  pulled  him  back. 

"  Not  you,  Dan.     I  shall  take  King." 

"  King  has  been  ever  so  many  times — little  wretch  !  "  grumbled  Dan. 
"  It's  my  turn.     It's  not  fair,  Mr.  Angerstyne." 

"  You,  Dan,  and  Fred,  and  Toby,  all  the  lot  of  you,  shall  have  a 
carriage  to  yourselves  for  a  whole  day  if  you  like,  but  King  goes  witli 
me,"  said  Mr.  Angerstyne,  helping  the  lad  up. 

He  got  in  himself,  took  his  seat  by  Mrs.  Sanker,  and  the  post-boy 
touched  up  his  horses,  Mrs.  Sanker,  mildly  delighted,  for  she  liked 
these  drives,  sat  in  her  ordinary  costume  :  a  fancy  shawl  of  some  thick 
kind  of  silk  crape,  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  blended  into  its  pattern, 
and  a  black  velvet  bonnet  with  a  turned-up  brim  and  a  rose  in  it, 
beneath  which  her  light  hair  hung  down  in  loose  curls. 

We  stopped  at  Lake's  boarding-house  to  take  up  the  three  girls  ;  who 
got  in,  and  sat  on  the  seat  opposite  Mrs.  Sanker  and  Mr.  Angerst3'ne  : 
and  then  the  post-boy  started  for  Holt  Fleet.  "  The  place  is  nothing," 
observed  Captain  Sanker,  who  had  suggested  it  as  an  easy,  pleasant 
drive  to  Mr.  Angerstyne  ;  "  but  the  inn  is  comfortable,  and  the  garden's 
nice  to  sit  or  stroll  in." 

We  reached  Holt  Fleet  at  one  o'clock.  The  first  thing  Mr.  Anger- 
styne did  was  to  order  luncheon,  anything  they  could  conveniently  give 
us,  and  to  serve  it  in  the  garden.  It  proved  to  be  ham  and  eggs ;  first- 
rate  ;  we  were  all  hungry,  and  he  bade  them  keep  on  frying  till  further 
orders.  At  which  the  girl  who  waited  on  us  laughed,  as  she  drew  the 
corks  of  some  bottled  perry. 

I  saw  a  bit  of  by-play  later  on.  Strolling  about  to  digest  the  ham 
and  eggs,  some  in  one  part  of  the  grounds,  which  in  places  had  a  wild 
and  picturesque  aspect,  some  in  another,  Mr.  Angerstyne  suddenly 
seized  Anne,  as  if  to  save  licr  from  falling.  She  was  standing  in  that 
higli  narrow  pathway  that  is  perched  up  aloft  and  looks  so  dangerous, 
steadying  herself  by  a  tree,  and  bending  cautiously  forwards  to  look 
down.  The  jiath  may  be  gone  now.  The  features  of  the  whole  place 
may  be  altered ;  perhaps  even  done  away  with  altogether ;  for  I  am 
writing  of  years  and  years  ago.  He  stole  up  and  caught  her  by  the 
waist. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Angerstyne  !  "  she  exclaimed,  blushing  and  starting. 

"  Were  you  going  to  take  a  leap  ?  " 

"  No,  no,"  she  smiled.     "  Would  it  kill  me  if  I  did  ?  " 

"  Suppose  I  let  you  go — and  send  you  over  to  try  it?" 

Ah,  lie  would  not  do  that,    He  was  holding  her  all  too  safely.    Anne 
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made  an  efl'ort  to  free  herself ;  but  her  eyelids  drooped  over  her  tell-tale 
eyes,  her  conscious  face  betrayed  what  his  presence  was  to  her. 

"  How  beautiful  the  river  is  from  this,  as  we  look  up  it ! "  she 
exclaimed. 

''  More  than  beautiful." 

Julia  Podd  rushed  up  to  mar  the  harmony.  Never  does  a  fleeting 
moment  of  this  kind  set  in  but  somebody  does  mar  it.  Julia  flirted 
desperately  with  Mr.  Angerstyne. 

"Mr.  Angerstyne,  I  have  been  looking  for  you  everywhere.  ]\Its. 
Sanker  wants  to  know  if  you  will  take  us  for  a  row  on  the  water.  The 
inn  has  a  nice  boat." 

"Mrs.  Sanker  does!"  he  exclaimed.  "With  pleasure.  Are  you 
fond  of  the  water,  Miss  Lewis  ?  " 

Anne  made  no  particular  reply.  She  stood  at  a  little  distance  now, 
apparently  looking  at  the  view ;  but  I  thought  she  wanted  to  hide  her 
hot  cheeks.  Mr.  Angerstyne  caught  her  hand  in  his,  playfully  put  liis 
other  hand  within  Miss  Julia's  arm,  and  so  piloted  them  down.  Ah, 
he  might  flirt  back  again  with  Julia  Podd,  and  did ;  with  Fanny  also ; 
but  it  was  not  to  them  his  thoughts  were  given. 

"Go  on  the  water!"  said  Mrs.  Sanker,  who  was  sitting  under  the 
shade  of  the  trees,  repeating  one  of  her  favoiu-ite  ballads  to  King  in  a 
see-saw  tone.  "/.'  Julia  Podd  must  have  misunderstood  me.  To 
go  on  the  water  might  be  nice  for  those  who  would  like  it,  I  said.  I 
don't." 

"  Win  you  go  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Angerstyne,  turning  to  Aime. 

Anne  shook  her  head,  confessing  herself  too  much  of  a  coward. 
She  had  never  been  on'  any  water  in  her  life  until  when  crossing  over 
from  France,  and  never  wished  to  be.  And  Mr.  Angerstyne  un- 
gallantly  let  the  boat  alone,  though  Julia  and  Fanny  told  him  they 
adored  the  water. 

We  sat  down  in  the  shade  by  Mrs.  Sanker ;  some  on  the  bench  by 
her  side,  some  on  the  grass  at  lier  feet,  and  she  recited  for  us  the  time- 
worn  ballad  she  had  begun  for  King :  just  as  the  following  year  she 
would  recite  things  to  us,  as  already  told  of,  sitting  on  the  floor  beam 
of  the  turret-room.  It  was  called  "  Lord  Thomas."  Should  you  like 
to  hear  it  ? 

Lord  Thomas  he  w.-is  a  bold  forester, 

And  .a  keeper  of  the  king's  deer  ; 
Fair  Ellen  or,  she  was  a  fair  }-oung  lady, 

Lord  Thomas  he  loved  her  dear. 


"Come,  read  me  a  riddle,  dear  mother,"  said  he, 

"And  riddle  us  both  as  one  : 
Whether  fair  Ellen  shall  be  mine — 

Or  to  bring  the  brown  girl  home  ?  " 
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"  The  brown  girl  she  hath  both  houses  and  lands ; 

Fair  Ellenor,  she  has  none  : 
Therefore  I'd  advise  thee,  on  my  blessing, 

To  bring  the  brown  girl  home." 


Then  he  decked  himself  and  he  dressed  himself. 

And  his  merry  men,  all  in  green  : 
And  as  he  rode  through  the  town  with  them 

Folks  took  him  to  be  some  king. 

When  he  came  to  fair  Ellenor's  bower 

So  boldly  he  did  ring  ; 
There  was  none  so  ready  as  fair  Ellen  herself 

To  loose  Lord  Thomas  in. 

"  What  news,  what  news,  Lord  Thomas, 
What  news  have  you  brought  unto  me  ?  " 

"  I'm  come  to  invite  you  to  my  wedding ; 
And  that  is  bad  news  for  thee." 

"  Oh,  now  forbid,"  fair  Ellenor  said, 
"  That  any  such  thing  should  be  done  : 

For  I  thought  to  have  been  the  bride  myself. 
And  that  you  would  have  been  the  bridegroom. 

"  Come,  read  me  a  riddle,  dear  mother,"  said  she, 

"  And  riddle  us  both  as  one  : 
Whether  I  shall  go  to  Lord  Thomas's  wedding, 

Or  whether  I  shall  tarry  at  home  ?  " 

"  There's  one  may  be  thy  friend,  I  know  ; 

But  twenty  will  be  thy  foe  : 
Therefore  I  charge  thee,  on  my  blessing. 

To  Lord  Thomas's  wedding  don't  go." 

"  There's  one  will  be  my  friend,  I  know, 

Though  twentj'  should  be  my  foe  : 
Betide  me  life,  or  betide  me  death, 

To  Lord  Thomas's  wedding  I  go." 

Then  she  went  up  into  her  chamber 

And  dressed  herself  all  in  green : 
And  when  she  came  downstairs  again. 

The}'  thought  it  must  be  some  queen. 

When  she  came  to  Lord  Thomas's  castle 

So  nobly  she  did  ring  : 
There  was  none  so  ready  as  Sir  Thomas  himiclf 

To  loose  this  lady  in. 

Then  lie  took  her  bj'  her  lily-white  hand 

And  led  her  across  the  hall  ; 
And  he  placed  her  on  the  daiB, 

Above  the  ladies  all, 
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"  Is  this  your  bride,  Lord  Thomas  ? 

I  think  she  looks  wondrous  brown  : 
You  might  have  had  as  fair  a  young  maiden 

As  ever  trod  English  ground." 

"  Despise  her  not,"  said  Lord  Thomas  ; 

'"  Despise  her  not  unto  me  ; 
I  love  thj'  little  finger,  Ellen, 

Better  than  her  whole  body." 

The  brown  girl,  having  a  knife  in  her  hand, 

Which  was  both  keen  and  sharp. 
Between  the  long  ribs  and  the  short, 

She  pierced  fair  EUenor's  heart. 

"  Oh,  what's  the  matter  ?  "  Lord  Thomas  said, 

"  I  think  you  look  pale  and  wan  : 
You  used  to  have  as  fine  a  colour 

As  ever  the  sua  shone  on." 

"  What,  are  you  blind,  now,  Thomas  ? 

Or  can't  you  verj'  well  see  ? 
Oh,  can't  you  see,  and  oh,  can't  you  see  mj'  own  heart's  blood 

Run  trickling  down  to  my  knee  ?  " 

Then  Lord  Thomas,  he  took  the  brown  girl  by  the  hand. 

And  led  her  across  the  hall ; 
And  he  took  his  own  bride's  head  off  her  shoulders, 

And  dashed  it  against  the  wall. 

Then  Lord  Thomas,  he  put  the  sword  to  the  ground, 

The  point  against  his  heart : 
So  there  was  an  end  of  those  three  lovers, 

So  sadly  they  did  part ! 

***** 

Upon  fair  EUenor's  grave  grew  a  rose, 

And  upon  Lord  Thomas's  a  briar  : 
And  there  they  twixed  and  there  they  twined,  till  they  came  to  the 
steeple-top  ; 

That  all  the  world  might  plainly  see,  true  love  is  never  forgot. 

"Oh,  how  delightful  these  old  ballads  are!"  cried  Anne,  as  Mrs. 
Sanker  finished. 

"  Delightful !  "  retorted  Julia  Podd.  "  Why,  they  are  full  of  queer 
phrases  and  outrageous  metre  and  grammar !  " 

"  My  dears,  it  is,  I  suppose,  how  people  wrote  and  spoke  in  those 
old  days,"  said  ^Irs.  Sanker,  who  had  given  great  force  to  every  turn 
of  the  song,  and  seemed  to  feel  its  disasters  as  much  as  though  she  had 
been  fair  Ellen  herself. 

"  Just  so,"  put  in  Mr.  Angerstpie.  "  The  world  was  not  full  of 
learning  then,  as  it  is  now,  and  we  accept  tlie  language — ay  and  like 
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it,  too — as  that  of  a  past  day.     To  me,  these  old  ballads  are  wonderful : 
every  one  has  a  life's  romance  in  it." 

And  that  day  at  Holt  Fleet,  the  only  time  I,  Johnny  Ludlow,  ever 
saw  the  place,  lives  in  my  memory  as  a  romance  now. 


As  the  days  went  on,  there  could  be  no  mistake  made  by  the  one  or 
two  of  us  who  kept  our  eyes  open.  I  mean,  as  to  Mr.  Angerstyne's 
liking  for  Anne  Lewis,  and  the  reciprocal  feelings  he  had  awakened. 
With  her,  it  had  been  a  case  of  love  at  first  sight ;  or  nearly  so.  And 
that,  if  you  may  believe  the  learned  in  the  matter,  is  the  only  love 
deserving  the  name.     Perhaps  it  had  been  so  mth  him  :  I  don't  know. 

Three  parts  of  their  time  they  talked  together  in  French,  for  Mr. 
Angerstyne  spoke  it  well.  And  that  vexed  Julia  and  Fanny  Podd; 
■who  called  themselves  good  French  scholars,  but  who  somehow  foiled 
to  imderstand.  ''  They  talk  so  fast ;  they  do  it  on  purpose,"  grumbled 
Fanny.  At  German  Mr.  Angerstyne  was  not  apt.  He  spoke  it  a  very 
little,  and  Anne  would  laughingly  correct  his  mistakes,  and  repeat  the 
German  words  slowly  over,  that  he  might  catch  the  accent,  causing  us 
no  end  of  fun.  That  was  Anne's  time  of  day,  as  Fanny  Podd  expressed 
it ;  but  when  it  came  to  the  musical  evenings,  Anne  was  nowhere.  The 
other  two  shone  like  stars  then,  and  did  their  best  to  monopolize  Mr. 
Angerstyne. 

That  a  fine  gentleman,  rich,  and  a  man  of  the  gi'eat  world,  should 
stay  dawdhng  on  at  a  boarding-house,  puzzled  Miss  Dinah,  wlio  knew 
what  was  what.  Of  course  it  was  no  business  of  hers ;  she  and  Mrs. 
Lake  were  only  too  glad  to  have  one  who  paid  so  liberally.  He  would 
rim  npstars  to  sit  with  Captain  Bristow  ;  and  tAvice  a  week  he  went  to 
Malvern,  sometimes  not  getting  back  in  time  for  dinner. 

The  college  school  had  begim  again,  and  I  was  back  at  Lake's.  For 
Tom  and  Alfred  Lake,  who  had  been  away,  were  at  home  now  :  and 
nothing  would  do  but  I  must  come  to  their  house  before  I  went  home 
— to  which  I  was  daily  expecting  a  summons.  As  to  the  bride  and 
bridegi-oom,  we  thought  they  meant  to  remain  away  for  good ;  weeks 
had  elapsed  since  their  departure.  No  one  regretted  that :  Julia  and 
Fanny  Podd  considered  Maythorn  Bank  the  fag-end  of  the  world,  and 
hoped  they  might  never  be  called  to  it.  And  Anne,  living  in  the 
Elysiun  Fields,  did  not  care  to  leave  them  for  the  dreary  land  outside 
their  borders. 

One  evening  we  wore  invited  to  a  tea-dinner  at  Captain  Banker's. 
The  Miss  Podds  persisted  in  calling  it  a  soiree.  It  turned  out  to  be 
a  scrambling  sort  of  entertainment,  and  must  have  amused  Mr.  Anger- 
Btync.  P)i(ldy  had  poured  the  bowl  of  sweet  custard  over  the  meat 
patties  by  mistake,  and  put  salt  on  the  open  tartlets  instead  of  sugar. 
It  seemed  nothing  but  fun  to  us  all.     The  evening,  with  its  mistakes, 
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and  its  laughter,  and  its  genuine  hospitality,  came  to  an  end,  and  we 
started  to  go  home  under  the  convoy  of  Mr.  Angerstyne,  all  the  Sanker 
boys,  except  Toby,  attending  us.  It  was  a  lovely  moonlight  night ; 
Mrs.  Lake,  who  had  come  in  at  the  tail  of  tlie  soiree  to  escort  tlie  girls 
home,  remarked  that  the  moon  was  never  brighter. 

"  Why,  just  look  there ! "  she  exclaimed,  as  we  turned  up  Edgar 
Street,  intending  to  take  that  and  tlie  steps  homewards ;  "  the  Tower 
gates  are  open ! "  For  it  was  the  custom  to  close  the  great  gates  of 
Edgar  Tower  at  dusk. 

"  Oh,  I  know,"  cried  Fred  Sanker.  "  The  sub-dean  gave  a  dinner 
to-night ;  and  the  porter  has  left  the  gates  wide  for  the  carriages.  Who 
is  good  for  a  race  round  the  green  ?  " 

It  seemed  that  we  all  were,  for  the  whole  lot  of  us  followed  him  in, 
leaving  IMrs.  Lake  calling  after  us  in  consternation.  The  old  Tower 
porter,  thinking  the  Green  was  being  charged  by  an  army  of  ill-doers, 
rushed  out  of  his  den,  shouting  to  us  to  come  back. 

Much  we  heeded  him !  Counting  the  carriages  (three  of  them) 
waiting  at  the  sub-dean's  door,  wc  raced  onwards  at  will,  some  hithei', 
some  thither.  King  went  back  to  Mrs.  Lake.  The  evening  coolness 
felt  delicious  after  the  hot  and  garish  day ;  the  moonlight  brought  out 
the  lights  and  shades  of  the  queer  old  houses  and  the  older  cathedral. 
Collecting  ourselves  together  presently,  at  Fred  Sanker's  whoop,  Mr. 
Angerstyne  and  Anne  were  missing. 

"  They've  gone  to  look  at  the  Severn,  I  think,"  said  Dan  Sanker. 
"  I  heard  him  tell  her  it  was  worth  looking  at  in  the  moonlight." 

Yes,  they  were  there.  He  had  Anne's  arm  tucked  up  under  his, 
and  his  head  bent  over  her  that  she  might  catch  his  whispers.  They 
turned  round  at  hearing  our  footsteps. 

"  Indeed  we  must  go  home,  ^Ir.  Angerstyne,"  said  Julia  Podd,  who 
had  run  down  after  me,  and  spoke  crossly.  "  The  college  clock  is 
chiming  a  quarter  to  eleven.  There's  Mrs.  Lake  waiting  for  us  under 
the  Tower ! " 

"Is  it  so  late?  "  he  answered  her,  in  a  pleasant  voice.  "Time  flies 
quickly  in  the  moonlight :  I've  often  remarked  it." 

Walking  forward,  he  kept  by  the  side  of  Julia ;  Anne  and  I  followed 
together.  Some  of  the  boys  were  shouting  themselves  hoarse  from  the 
top  of  the  ascent,  wanting  to  know  if  we  were  lost. 

"  Is  it  all  settled,  Anne?  "  I  asked  her,  jestingly,  dropping  my  voice. 

"  Is  what  settled?  "  she  returned.  But  she  understood;  for  her  face 
looked  like  a  rose  in  the  moonlight. 

"  You  know.  /  cffti  see,  if  the  otliers  can't.  And  if  it  makes  you 
happy,  Anne,  I  am  very  glad  of  it." 

"  Oh,  Johnny,  I  hope— I  hope  no  one  else  does  see.  But  indeed  you 
are  making  more  of  it  than  it  deserves." 

"  What  does  he  say  to  you  ?  " 
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"  He  has  no^.  said  anything.  So  you  see,  Johnny,  you  may  be  qtiiU 
mistaken." 

It  was  all  the  same  :  if  he  had  not  said  anything  yet,  there  could  be 
no  question  that  he  meant  soon  to  say  it.  We  were  passing  the  old 
elm-trees  just  then ;  the  moonlight,  flickering  through  them  on  Anne's 
face,  lighted  up  the  sweet  hope  that  lay  on  it. 

"  Sometimes  I  think  if — if  papa  should  not  approve  of  it !  "  she 
whispered. 

"  But  he  is  sure  to  approve  of  it.  One  cannot  help  liking  Mr.  Anger- 
styne  :  and  his  position  is  undeniable." 

The  sub-dean's  dinner  guests  were  gone,  the  three  carriages  bowling 
them  away ;  and  the  porter  kept  up  a  fire  of  abuse  as  he  waited  to 
watcli  us  through  the  little  postern- door.  The  boys,  being  college 
boys,  returned  his  attack  with  interest.  Wishing  the  Sankers  good- 
m'ght,  who  ran  straight  down  Edgar  Street  on  their  way  home,  we 
turned  off  up  the  steps,  and  found  Mrs.  Lake  standing  patiently  at  her 
door.  I  saw  Mr.  Angerstyne  catch  Anne's  hand  for  a  moment  in  his, 
under  cover  of  our  entrance. 

The  morning  brouglit  news.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Lewis  were  on  their  way 
to  Maythorn  Bank,  expected  to  reach  it  that  evening,  and  the  young 
ladies  were  bidden  to  depart  for  it  on  the  following  day. 


A  wonderful  change  had  taken  place  in  Dr.  Lewis.  If  they  had 
doubted  before  whether  the  doctor  was  not  falling  into  his  dotage  they 
could  not  doubt  longer,  for  he  was  decidedly  in  it.  A  soft-speaking, 
mooning  man,  now ;  utterly  lost  in  the  shadow  cast  by  his  wife's 
importance.  She  appeared  to  be  smiling  in  face  and  gentle  in  accent 
as  ever,  but  she  overruled  every  soul  in  tlie  house  :  no  one  but  herself 
had  a  will  in  it.  What  little  strength  of  mind  he  might  have  had,  his 
new  bride  had  taken  out  of  him . 

Ainie  did  not  like  it.  Hitherto  mistress  of  all  things  under  her 
father,  she  found  herself  passed  over  as  a  nonentity.  She  might  not 
express  an  opinion,  or  hazard  a  wish.  "  My  dear,  /  am  here  now," 
Mrs.  Lewis  said  to  her  once  or  twice  emphatically.  Anne  was 
deposed ;  her  reign  was  over. 

One  little  thing,  that  happened,  she  certainly  did  not  like.  Though 
humble-minded,  entirely  witliout  self-assertion,  sweet-tempered  and 
modest  as  a  girl  should  be,  she  did  not  like  this.  Mrs.  Lewis  sent  out 
invitiitions  for  dinner  to  some  people  in  the  neighbourhood,  strangers 
to  her  until  then  ;  the  table  was  too  full  by  one,  and  she  had  told  Anne 
that  she  could  not  sit  down.  It  was  too  bad;  especially  as  Julia  and 
Fanny  Podd  filled  two  of  the  more  important  places,  with  bunches  of 
fresh  sweet-peas  in  their  hair. 

"  Besides,"  Mrs.  Lewis  had  said  to  Anne  jn  the  morning,  "  we  must 
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have  a  French  side-dish  or  two,  and  there's  no  one  but  you  under- 
stands the  making  of  them." 

Whether  having  to  play  the  host  was  too  much  for  him,  or  that  he 
did  not  Hke  the  sliglit  put  upon  his  daughter,  before  the  dinner  was 
half  over,  the  doctor  fell  asleep.  He  could  not  be  roused  from  it. 
Herbert  Tanerton,  who  had  sat  by  Mrs.  Lewis's  side  to  say  grace, 
thought  it  was  not  sleep  but  unconsciousness.  Between  them  the 
company  carried  him  into  the  other  room;  and  Anno,  hastening  to 
send  in  her  French  dishes,  ran  there  to  attend  upon  him. 

"  I  hope  and  trust  there's  nothing  amiss  with  his  heart,"  said  old 
Coney  doubtfully,  in  the  bride's  ear. 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Coney,  his  heart  is  as  strong  as  mine — believe  me," 
affirmed  Mrs.  Lewis,  flicking  some  crumbs  off  the  front  of  her  wedding- 
dress. 

"  I  hope  it  is,  I'm  sure,"  repeated  Coney.  "  I  don't  like  that  blue 
tinge  round  his  lips." 

They  went  back  to  the  dinner-table  when  Dr.  Lewis  revived.  Anne 
remained  kneeling  at  his  feet,  gently  chafing  his  hands. 

"  What's  the  matter  ?  "  he  cried,  staring  at  her  like  a  man  bewildered. 
'•  What  are  you  doing  ?  " 

"  Dear  papa,  you  fell  asleep  over  your  dinner,  and  they  could  not 
wake  you.    Do  you  feel  ill  ?  " 

"  Where  am  I  ?  "  he  asked,  as  if  he  were  speaking  out  of  a  dream. 
And  she  told  him  what  she  could.  But  she  had  not  heard  those 
suspicious  words  of  old  Coney's. 

It  was  some  minutes  yet  before  he  got  much  sense  into  him,  or 
seemed  fully  to  understand.  He  fell  back  in  the  chair  then,  with  a 
deep  sigh,  keeping  Anne's  hand  in  his. 

"  Shall  I  get  you  anything,  papa  ?  "  she  asked.  "  You  had  eaten 
scarcely  any  dinner,  they  say.  Would  you  like  a  little  drop  of  brandy- 
and- water  ?  " 

"  Why  was  not  your  dress  ready  ?  " 

"  My  dress  ! "  exclaimed  Anne. 

"  She  said  so  to  me,  when  I  asked  why  you  did  not  come  to  table. 
Not  made,  or  washed,  or  ironed ;  or  something." 

Anne  felt  rather  at  sea.  "  There's  nothing  the  matter  with  my 
dresses,  papa,"  she  said.  "  But  never  mind  them — or  me.  Will  you 
go  back  to  dinner  ?     Or  shall  I  get  you  anything  here  ?  " 

"I  don't  want  to  go  back;  I  don't  want  anything,"  he  answered. 
"  Go  and  finish  yours,  my  dear." 

"  I  have  had  mine,"  she  said,  with  a  faint  blush.  For  indeed  her 
dinner  had  consisted  of  some  bread-and-butter  in  the  kitchen,  eaten 
over  the  French  stew-pans.  Dr.  Lewis  was  gazing  out  at  the  trees,  and 
seemed  to  be  in  thought. 

"  Perhaps  you  stayed  away  from  home  rather  too  long,  popa,"  she 

Johnny  Ludlow.— li.  ■^^ 
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suggested.  "  You  arc  not  accustomed  to  travelling ;  and  I  think  you 
are  not  strong  enough  for  it.  You  looked  very  worn  when  you  first 
came  home  ;  worn  and  ill." 

"Ay,"  he  answered.  "I  told  her  it  did  not  do  for  me;  but  she 
laughed.  It  was  nothing  but  a  whirl,  you  know.  And  I  only  want  to 
be  quiet." 

"  It  is  very  quiet  here,  dear  papa,  and  you  will  soon  feel  stronger. 
You  shall  sit  out  of  doors  in  the  sun  of  a  day,  and  I  will  read  to  you. 
I  ^vish  you  would  let  me  get  you " 

"  Hush,  child.     I'm  thinking." 

With  his  eyes  still  fixed  on  the  outdoor  landscape,  he  sat  stroking 
Anne's  hand  abstractedly.  Nothing  broke  the  silence,  except  the  faint 
rattle  of  knives  and  forks  from  the  dining-room. 

"  Mind,  Anne,  she  made  me  do  it,"  he  suddenly  exclaimed. 

"  Made  you  do  what,  papa  ?  " 

"  And  so,  my  dear,  if  I  am  not  allowed  to  remedy  it,  ana  you  feel 
disappointed,  you  must  think  as  lightly  of  it  as  you  are  able ;  and  don't 
blame  me  more  than  you  can  help.  I'll  alter  it  again  if  I  can,  be  sure 
of  that ;  but  I  don't  have  a  moment  to  myself,  and  at  times  it  seems 
that  she's  just  my  keeper." 

Anne  answered  soothingly  that  all  he  did  must  be  right,  but  had  no 
time  to  say  more,  for  Mr.  Coney,  stealing  in  on  tip-toe  from  the  dining- 
room,  came  to  see  after  the  patient.  Anne  had  not  the  remotest  idea 
what  it  was  that  the  doctor  alluded  to ;  but  she  had  caught  up  one  idea 
with  dread  of  heart — that  the  marriage  had  not  increased  his  happiness. 
Perhaps  had  marred  it. 

Maythorn  Bank  did  not  suit  Mrs.  Lewis.  Ere  she  had  been  two 
weeks  at  it,  she  found  it  insufferably  dull ;  not  to  be  endured  at  any 
price.  There  was  no  fashion  thereabout,  and  not  much  visiting ;  the 
neighbours  were  mostly  simple,  unpretending  people,  quite  different 
from  the  style  of  company  met  with  in  garrison  towns  and  pump-rooms. 
Moreover  the  few  people  who  might  have  visited  Mrs.  Lewis,  did  not 
seem  to  take  to  her,  or  to  remember  that  she  was  there.  This  did  not 
imply  discourtesy :  Dr.  Lewis  and  his  daughter  had  just  come  into  the 
place,  strangers,  so  to  say,  and  people  could  not  practically  recollect  all 
at  once  that  Maythorn  Bank  was  inhabited.  Where  was  the  use  of 
dressing  up  in  peacock's  plumes  if  nobody  came  to  see  her?  The 
magnificent  wardrobe,  laid  in  during  her  recent  honeymoon,  seemed  as 
good  as  wasted. 

"  I  can't  stand  this  !  "  emphatically  cried  Mrs.  Lewis  one  day  to  her 
daughters.  And  Anne,  chancing  to  enter  the  room  unexpectedly  at 
the  moment,  heard  her  say  it,  and  wondered  what  it  meant. 

That  same  afternoon.  Dr.  Lewis  had  another  attack.  Anne  found 
him  sitting  beside  the  pear-tree  insensible,  his  head  hanging  over  tho 
arm  of  the  bench.     Travelling  had  not  l>rought  this  second  attack  on, 
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that  was  certain ;  for  no  man  could  be  leading  a  more  quiet,  mopmg  life 
than  he  was.  Save  that  he  listened  now  and  than*  to  some  book,  read 
by  Anne,  he  had  no  amusement  whatever,  na><6xcitement;  he  might 
have  sat  all  day  long  with  his  mouth  closed,^r  aJCtliere  was  to  open  it 
for.  Mrs.  Lewis's  powers  of  fascination^  tng^  slie  had  exercised  so 
persistently  upon  him  as  Mrs.  Podd,  se(?'med<^6  have  deserted  her  for 
good.  She  passed  her  hours  gaping,  sJgiBipiiig,  complaining,  hardly 
repljdng  to  a  question  of  his,  if  ho  by  chafijce  asked  her  one.  Even  the 
soft  sweet  voice  that  had  charmed  theworld  mostly  degenerated  now 
into  a  croak  or  a  scream.  Those  very  mild,  not-say-bo-to-a-goose 
voices  are  sometimes  only  kept  for  public  life. 

"I  shall  take  you  off  to  Worcester,"  cried  Mrs.  Lewis  to  him,  when 
he  came  out  of  his  insensibility.  "  We  will  start  as  soon  as  breakfast's 
over  in  the  morning." 

Dr.  Lewis  began  to  tremble.  "  I  don't  want  to  go  to  Worcester," 
said  he.     "  I  want  to  stay  here." 

"  But  staying  here  is  not  good  for  you,  my  dear.  You'll  be  better  at 
Mrs.  Lake's.  It  is  the  remains  of  this  paint  that  is  making  you  ill.  I 
can  smell  it  still  quite  strongly,  and  I  decidedly  object  to  stay  in  it." 

"  My  dear,  you  can  go ;  I  shall  not  wish  to  prevent  you.  But,  as  to 
the  paint,  I  don't  smell  it  at  all  now.  You  can  all  go.  Anne  will  take 
care  of  me." 

"My  dear  Dr.  Lewis,  do  you  think  I  would  leave  you  behind  me? 
It  is  the  paint.     And  you  shall  see  a  doctor  at  Worcester." 

He  said  he  was  a  doctor  himself,  and  did  not  need  another ;  he  once 
more  begged  to  be  left  at  home  in  peace.  All  in  vain :  Mrs.  Lewis 
annoimced  her  decision  to  the  household ;  and  Sally,  whose  wits  had 
been  well-nigh  scared  away  by  the  doings  and  the  bustle  of  the  new 
inmates,  was  gladdened  by  the  news  that  they  were  about  to  take  their 
departure. 

"  Pourtant  si  le  ciel  nous  protege, 
Peut-etre  encore  le  reverrai-je." 

These  words,  the  refrain  of  an  old  French  song,  were  being  sung  by 
Anne  Lewis  softly  in  the  gladness  of  her  heart,  as  she  bent  over  the 
trunk  she  was  packing.  To  be  going  back  to  Worcester,  where  he  was, 
seemed  to  her  like  going  to  paradise. 

"  What  are  you  doing  that  for?  " 

The  emphatic  question,  spoken  in  evident  surprise,  came  from  her 
stepmother.  The  chamber-door  was  open ;  Mrs.  Lewis  had  chaiaced 
to  look  in  as  she  passed. 

"  What  are  you  doing  that  for  ?  "  she  stopped  to  ask.  Anne  ceased 
her  song  at  once  and  rose  from  her  knees.  She  really  did  not  know 
what  it  was  that  had  elicited  the  sharp  query — unless  it  was  the  singing, 

"  You  need  not  pack  your   own  things.     You  are  not  going  to 
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Worcester.    It  is  intended  that  you  shall  remain  here  and  take  care  of 
the  house  and  of  Sally." 

"Oh,  but,  Mrs.  Lewis,  I  could  not  stay  here  alone,"  cried  Anne,  a 
hundred  thoughts  rushing  tumultuously  into  her  mind.  "It  could 
not  be." 

" Not  stay  here  alone !  Why,  what  is  to  hinder  it?  Do  you  suppose 
you  would  get  run  away  with  ?  Now,  my  dear,  we  will  have  no 
trouble,  if  you  please.  You  will  stay  at  home  like  a  good  girl — there- 
fore you  may  unpack  your  box." 

Anne  went  straight  to  her  father,  and  found  him  with  Herbert 
Tanerton.  He  had  walked  over  from  Timberdale  to  inquire  after  the 
doctor's  health. 

"  Could  this  be,  papa  ?  "  she  said.  "  That  I  am  to  be  left  alone  here 
while  you  stay  at  Worcester  ?  " 

"  Don't  talk  nonsense,  child,"  was  the  peevish  answer.  "  My  belief 
is  that  you  dream  dreams,  Anne,  and  then  fancy  them  realities." 

"  But  Mrs.  Lewis  tells  me  that  I  am  not  to  go  to  Worcester — that  I 
am  to  stay  at  home,"  persisted  Anne.  And  she  said  it  before  Mrs. 
Lewis :  who  had  come  into  the  room  then,  and  was  shaking  hands  with 
the  parson. 

"  I  think,  love,  it  will  be  so  much  better  for  dear  Anne  to  remain 
here  and  see  to  things,"  she  said,  in  that  sweet  company- voice  of  hers. 
"  No,"  dissented  the  doctor,  plucking  up  the  courage  to  be  firm.    "  If 
Anne  stays  here,  I  shall  stay.     I'm  sure  I  should  be  thankful  if  you'd 
let  us  stay :  we  should  have  a  bit  of  peace  and  quiet." 

She  did  not  make  a  fuss  before  the  parson.  Perhaps  she  saw  that  to 
hold  out  might  cause  some  unprofitable  commotion.  Treating  Anne  to 
a  beaming  smile,  she  remarked  that  her  dear  papa's  wish  was  of  course 
law,  and  bade  her  run  and  finish  her  packing. 

And  when  they  arrived  the  next  day  at  Lake's,  and  Anne  heard  that 
Henry  Angerstyne  was  in  truth  still  there  and  knew  that  she  should 
soon  be  in  his  presence,  it  did  indeed  seem  to  her  that  she  had  stepped 
into  paradise.  She  was  alone  when  he  entered.  The  others  had 
sought  their  respective  chambers,  leaving  Anne  to  gather  up  their 
])ackages  and  follow,  and  she  had  her  bonnet  untied  and  her  arms  full 
of  things  when  he  came  into  the  room.  Paradise !  she  might  have 
experienced  some  bliss  in  her  life,  but  none  like  unto  this.  Her  veins 
were  tingling,  her  heart-blood  leaping.  How  well  he  looked!  how 
noble !  how  superior  to  other  men  !  As  he  caught  her  hand  in  his,  and 
bent  to  whisper  his  low  words  of  greeting,  she  could  scarcely  contain 
within  bounds  the  ecstasy  of  her  emotion. 

"  I  am  so  glad  you  are  back  again,  Anne  !     I  could  not  believe  the 
good  news  when  the  letter  came  to  Mrs.  Lake  this  morning.    You 
have  been  away  two  weeks,  and  they  have  seemed  like  months." 
"  You  did  not  come  over :  you  said  you  should."  faltered  Anne. 
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"  Ay.  And  I  sprained  my  foot  the  day  you  left,  and  have  had  to 
nurse  it.  It  is  not  strong  yet.  Bad  luck,  was  it  not  ?  Bristow  lias 
been  worse,  too.    Where  are  you  going?  " 

"  I  must  take  these  things  up  to  papa  and  Mrs.  Lewis.  Please  let 
me  go." 

But,  before  he  would  release  her  hand,  he  suddenly  bent  his  head 
and  kissed  her  :  once,  twice. 

"  Pardon  me,  Anne,  I  could  not  help  it ;  it  is  only  a  French  greeting,"' 
he  whispered,  as  she  escaped  with  her  face  rosy-red,  and  her  heart 
beating  time  to  its  own  sweet  music. 

"  What  a  stay  Mr.  Angerstyne  is  making  !  "  exclaimed  Fanny  Podd, 
who  had  run  about  to  seek  Miss  Dinah,  and  found  her  making  a  new 
surplice  for  Tom. 

"  Well,  we  are  glad  to  have  him,"  answered  Miss  Dinah,  ''  and  he 
has  had  a  sprained  ankle.  We  know  now  what  is  detaining  him  in 
Worcestershire.  It  seems  that  some  old  lady  is  lying  ill  at  Malvern, 
and  he  can't  get  away." 

"  Some  old  lady  lying  ill  at  ]Malvern  !  "  retorted  Fanny,  who  liked  to 
take  Miss  Dinah  down  when  she  could.  "  Why  should  that  detain  ^Ir. 
Angerstyne  ?     Who  is  the  old  lady  ?  " 

"  She  is  a  relation  of  his  :  his  great-aunt,  I  think.  xVnd  I  believe  she 
is  very  fond  of  him,  and  won't  let  him  go  to  any  distance.  All  these 
visits  he  makes  to  Malvern  are  to  see  her.  She  is  very  rich,  and  he 
will  come  in  for  her  money." 

"  I'm  sure  he's  rich  enough  without  it ;  he  does  not  want  more 
money,"  grumbled  Fanny.  "  If  the  old  lady  would  leave  a  little  to 
those  .who  need  it,  she  might  do  some  good." 

"  She  would  have  to  be  made  of  gold  and  diamonds  if  she  left  some 
to  all  who  need  it,"  sighed  Miss  Dinah.  "  Mr.  Angerstyne  deserves  to 
be  rich,  he  is  so  liberal  with  his  monej\  Many  a  costly  dainty  he 
causes  us  to  send  up  to  that  poor  sick  Captain  Bristow,  letting  him 
think  it  is  all  in  the  regular  fare." 

"  But  I  think  it  was  fearfully  sly  of  him  never  to  tell  us  why  he  went 
so  much  to  Malvern — only  you  must  always  put  in  a  good  word  for 
everybody.  Miss  Dinah.  I  asked  him  one  day  what  liis  attraction  was, 
that  he  should  be  perpetually  running  over  there,  and  he  gravely 
answei'ed  me  that  he  liked  the  Malvern  air." 

Just  for  a  few  days.  Dr.  Lewis  seemed  to  get  a  little  better.  ]Mrs. 
Lewis's  fascinations  had  returned  to  her,  and  she  in  a  degree  kept  him 
alive.  It  might  have  been  from  goodness  of  heart,  or  it  might  have 
been  that  she  did  not  like  to  neglect  him  before  peoy)Ie  just  yet,  but 
she  was  ever  devising  plans  for  his  amusement— which  of  course  in- 
cluded that  of  herself  and  of  her  daughters.  Mr.  Angerstyne  had  not 
])een  more  lavish  of  money  in  coach  hire  than  was  Mrs.  Lewis  now. 
Carriages  for  the  country  and  flys  for  the  town — that  was  the  order  of 
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the  day.  Anne  was  rarely  invited  to  make  one  of  the  party  :  for  her 
there  never  seemed  room.  What  of  that  ? — when  by  staying  at  home 
she  had  the  society  of  Mr.  Angerstyne. 

"Whilst  they  were  driving  everywhere,  or  taking  their  pleasure  in  the 
town,  shopping  and  exhibiting  their  finery,  of  which  they  seemed  to 
display  a  new  stock  perpetually,  Anne  was  left  at  liberty  to  enjoy  her 
dangerous  happiness.  Dangerous,  if  it  should  not  come  to  anything  : 
and  he  had  not  spoken  yet.  They  would  sit  together  over  their  German, 
Anne  trying  to  beat  it  into  him,  and  laughing  with  him  at  his  mistakes. 
If  she  went  out  to  walk,  she  presently  found  herself  overtaken  by  Mr. 
Angerstyne:  and  they  would  linger  in  the  mellow  light  of  the  soft 
autumn  days,  or  in  the  early  twilight.  Whatever  might  come  of  it, 
there  could  be  no  question  that  for  the  time  being  she  was  living  hi  the 
most  intense  happiness.  And  about  a  fortnight  of  this  went  on  without 
interruption. 

Then  Dr.  Lewis  began  to  droop.  One  day  when  he  was  out  he  had 
another  of  those  attacks  in  the  carriage.  It  was  very  slight,  Mrs.  Lewis 
said  when  they  got  back  again  ;  he  did  not  lose  consciousness  for  more 
than  three  or  four  minutes.  But  he  continued  to  be  so  weak  and  ill 
Jffterwarcls'that  a  physician  was  called  in — Dr.  Maiden.  What  he  said 
was  known  only  to  the  patient  and  his  wife,  for  nobody  else  was 
admitted  to  the  conference. 

"  I  want  to  go  home,"  the  doctor  said  to  Anne  the  next  morning, 
speaking  in  his  usual  querulous,  faint  tone,  and  as  if  his  mind  were  half 
gone.  "  I'm  sure  I  did  not  smell  any  paint  the  last  time  ;  it  must  have 
been  her  fancy.     I  want  to  go  thei'e  to  be  quiet." 

"  Well,  papa,  why  don't  you  say  so  ?  " 

"  But  it's  of  no  use  saying  so :  she  won't  listen.  I  can't  stand  the 
racket  here,  child,  and  the  perpetual  driving  out :  the  wheels  of  the 
carrriages  shake  my  head.  And  look  at  the  expense !  It  frightens 
me." 

Anne  scarcely  knew  what  to  answer.  She  herself  was  powerless ; 
and,  so  far  as  she  believed,  her  father  was ;  utterly  so.  Powerless  in 
the  hands  of  his  new  wife".  Dr.  Lewis  glanced  round  the  room  as  if  to 
make  sure  there  were  no  eavesdroppers,  and  went  on  in  a  whisper. 

"I'm  terrified,  Anne.  I  am  being  ruined.  All  mj'  ready-money's 
gone ;  she  has  had  it  all ;  she  made  me  draw  it  out  of  the  bank.  And 
there,  in  that  drawer,  are  two  rolls  of  bills ;  she  brought  them  to  me 
yesterday,  and  there's  nothing  to  pay  them  with." 

Anne's  heart  fluttered.  Was  he  only  fancying  these  things  in  his 
decaying  mind  ?     Or,  were  they  true  ? 

"  September  has  now  come  in,  papa,  and  your  quarter's  dividends 
will  soon  be  due,  you  know.     Do  not  worry  yourself." 

"  They  have  been  forestalled,"  he  whispered,  "  She  owed  a  lot  of 
things  before  her  marriage,  and  the  people  would  have  sued  me  had  I 
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not  paid  them.  I  wish  we  were  back  in  France,  child !  I  wish  wo 
had  never  left  it !  "  And,  but  for  one  thing,  Anne  would  have  wished 
it,  too. 


One  afternoon,  when  it  was  getting  late,  Anne  went  into  High  Street 
to  buy  some  ribbon  for  her  hair.  Mrs.  Lewis  and  her  party  had  gone 
over  to  Croome,  some  one  having  given  her  an  order  to  see  the  gardens 
there.  Lake's  house  was  as  busy  as  it  could  be,  some  fresh  inmates  of 
consequence  being  expected  that  evening ;  Anne  had  been  helping  Miss 
Dinah,  and  it  was  only  at  the  last  minute  she  could  run  out.  In  coming 
back,  the  ribbon  bought,  close  to  the  college  gates  she  heard  steps 
behind  her,  and  found  her  arm  touched.  It  was  by  Mr.  Angerstyne. 
For  the  past  two  days — nearly  three — he  had  been  absent  at  Malvern. 
The  sight  of  him  was  as  if  the  sun  had  shone. 

"Oh! — is  it  you? — are  you  back  again?  "  she  cried,  with  as  much 
quiet  indifference  as  she  could  put  on. 

"I  have  just  arrived.  My  aunt  is  better.  And  how  are  you, 
Anne  ?  " 

"  Very  well,  thank  you." 

"  Need  you  go  in  yet?  Let  us  take  a  short  stroll.  The  afternoon  is 
delightful." 

He  called  it  afternoon,  but  it  was  getting  on  fast  for  evening :  and  he 
turned  in  at  the  college  gates  as  he  spoke.  So  they  wound  round  St. 
Michael's  Churchyard  and  passed  on  to  the  Dark  Alley,  and  so  down 
the  long  flight  of  steps  that  leads  from  it,  and  on  to  the  banks  of  the 
Severn. 

"  How  are  you  all  going  on  at  Lake's  ?  "  he  asked  presently,  breaking 
the  silence. 

"  Just  as  usual.  To-day  is  a  grand  field-day,"  Anne  added  gaily : 
*'at  least,  this  evening  is  to  be  one,  and  we  are  not  to  dine  until  seven 
o'clock." 

"  Seven  ?     So  much  the  better.     But  why  ?  " 

"  Some  people  of  importance  are  coming " 

Mr.  Angerstyne's  laugh  interrupted  her.     She  laughed  also. 
"  They  are  Miss  Dinah's  words  :  '  people  of  importance.'     They  will 
arrive  late,  so  the  dinner-hour  is  put  off." 
"  Take  care,  Anne  ! " 

A  horse,  towing  a  barge,  was  overtaking  them.  Mr.  Angerstyne 
drew  Anne  out  of  the  way,  and  the  dmner  and  the  new  guests  were 
forgotten. 

It  was  almost  dusk  when  they  returned.  The  figures  on  the  college 
tower  were  darkened,  as  they  came  through  the  large  boat-house  gate- 
way :  the  old  elm-trees,  filled  with  their  cawing  rooks,  looked  weird  in 
the  dim  twilight.    Mr.  Angerstyne  did  not  tuna  to  the  Dark  Alley  again. 
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but  went  straight  up  to  the  Green.  He  was  talking  of  his  estate  in 
Essex.  It  was  a  topic  often  chosen  by  him ;  and  Anne  seemed  to  know 
the  place  quite  well  by  this  time. 

"You  would  like  the  little  stream  that  runs  through  the  grounds," 
he  was  observing.  "It  is  not,  of  course,  like  the  grand  river  we  have 
just  left,  but  it  is  pleasant  to  wander  by,  for  it  winds  in  and  out  in  the 
most  picturesque  manner  possible,  and  the  banks  are  overshadowed  by 
trees.     Yes,  Anne,  you  would  like  that." 

"  Are  you  going  through  the  cloisters  ? — is  it  not  too  late  ?  "  she 
interrupted,  quite  at  a  loss  for  something  to  say ;  not  caring  to  answer 
that  she  should  like  to  wander  by  the  stream. 

For  he  was  crossing  towards  the  little  south  cloister  door :  though 
onwards  through  the  Green  would  have  been  their  more  direct 
road. 

"  Too  late  ?  No.  Why  should  it  be  ?  You  are  not  afraid  of  ghosts, 
are  you  ?  " 

Anne  laughed.  But,  lest  she  should  be  afraid  of  ghosts,  he  put  her 
hand  within  his  arm  as  they  passed  through  the  dark  narrow  passage 
beyond  the  postern ;  and  so  they  marched  arm-in-arm  through  the 
cloisters. 

"  To  sit  by  that  winding  stream  on  a  summer's  day  listening  to  its 
murmurs,  to  the  singing  of  the  birds,  the  sweet  sighing  of  the  trees ;  or 
holding  low  converse  with  a  cherished  companion — yes,  Anne,  you 
would  like  that.  It  would  just  suit  you,  for  you  are  of  a  silent  and 
dreamy  nature." 

There  might  not  be  much  actual  meaning  in  the  words  if  you  sat 
down  to  analyze  them :  but,  to  the  inexperienced  mind  of  Anne,  they 
sounded  very  like  plain  speaking.  At  any  rate,  she  took  them  to  be 
an  earnest  that  she  should  sometime  sit  by  that  stream  with  him — his 
wife.  The  dusky  cloisters  seemed  to  have  suddenly  filled  themselves 
with  refulgent  light ;  the  gi-avestones  over  whioh  she  was  passing  felt 
soft  as  the  mossy  glades  of  fairyland  :  ay,  even  that  mysterious  stone 
that  bears  on  it  the  one  terrible  word  "  Miserrimus."  Heaven  was 
above  her,  and  heaven  beneath :  there  was  no  longer  any  prosaic  earth 
for  Anne  Lewis. 

"  Good-night  to  you,  gentlefolks." 

The  salutation  was  from  the  cloister  porter ;  who,  coming  in  to  close 
the  gates,  met  them  as  they  were  nearing  the  west  door.  Not  another 
word  had  passed  until  now :  Mr.  Angerstyne  had  fallen  into  silence  • 
Anne  could  not  liavc  spoken  to  gain  the  world. 

"  Good-night  to  you,  my  man,"  he  answered. 

Lake's  was  in  a  bustle  when  they  reached  it.  The  luggage  of  the 
new  people,  who  had  just  been  shown  to  then-  chambers,  was  being 
taken  in  ;  the  carriage  containing  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Le-\vis  was  then  just 
driving  up.     Anne  felt  alarmed  as  slie  caught  sight  of  her  flither  he 


ANNE.  345 

looked  so  rery  ill.  Mr.  Angerstyne,  in  his  ready,  kindly  way,  waited 
to  help  him  down  and  give  him  his  arm  along  the  passage ;  he  then 
ran  up  to  his  room,  remarking  that  he  had  letters  to  write. 

The  people  assembled  for  dinner  in  full  fig,  out  of  deference  to  the 
new-comers :  who  proved  to  be  a  Lady  Knight,  and  a  Mrs.  and  Miss 
Colter.  Anne  wore  her  pretty  grey  bridesmaid's  dress,  and  the  ribbon, 
just  bought,  in  her  hair.  At  the  very  last  moment,  Mr.  Angerstyne 
came  do\\'n,  his  hands  full  of  the  letters  he  had  been  Avriting. 

"  Why,  are  you  here  ?  "  exclaimed  Lady  Knight :  who  seemed  to  be 
a  chatty,  voluble  woman.     "  I  am  surprised." 

Mr.  Angerstyne,  putting  his  letters  on  the  side-table,  until  he  could 
take  them  to  the  post,  turned  round  at  the  address.  A  moment's  stare, 
half  doubt,  half  astonishment,  and  he  went  forward  to  shake  Lady 
Knight's  hand. 

"  What  brings  you  here?  "  she  asked. 

*'  I  have  been  here  some  little  time.  Old  Miss  Gibson  is  at  Malvern, 
so  I  can't  go  far  away." 

There  was  no  opportunity  for  more:  dinner  was  waiting.  Mr. 
Angerstyne  and  Anne  sat  side  by  side  that  evening ;  Lady  Knight  was 
opposite.  Miss  Dinah  presided  as  usual,  her  best  yellow  cap  perched 
on  the  top  of  her  curls. 

During  an  hiterval  of  silence  between  the  general  bustle  and  rattle 
of  the  dinner,  for  the  two  girls  who  waited  (after  their  own  fashion) 
had  both  run  away  with  the  fish  to  bring  in  the  meat.  Lady  Knight 
looked  across  the  table  to  put  a  question  to  Mr.  Angerstyne. 

"  How  is  your  wfe  ?  " 

The  silence  dropped  to  a  dead  stillness.     He  appeared  not  to  hear. 

"  How  is  your  wife,  Henry  Angerstyne  ?     Have  you  seen  her  lately  V  " 

He  could  not  pretend  to  be  deaf  any  longer,  and  answered  with  angry 
curtness : 

"  No,  I  have  not.     She  is  all  right,  I  suppose." 

By  the  way  the  whole  table  stared,  you  might  have  thought  a  bomb- 
shell had  fallen.  Miss  Dinah  sat  with  her  mouth  open  in  sheer  amaze- 
ment, and  then  spoke  involuntarily. 

"  Are  you  really  married,  Mr.  Angerstyne  ?  " 

"Of  course  he  is  married,"  said  Lady  Knight,  answering  Miss  Dinah. 
"  All  the  world  knows  that.  His  wife  is  my  cousin.  I  saw  her  at 
Lowestoft  a  few  Aveeks  ago,  Henry.  She  was  looking  prettier  than 
ever." 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Angerstyne,  how  sly  you  were,  not  to  tell  us ! "  cried 
Mrs.  Lewis,  playfully  shaking  her  fan  at  him.  ''  You Oh,  good- 
ness me ! " 

A  loud  crash !  Jenny  the  maid  had  dropped  a  hot  vegetable  dish 
on  the  floor,  scattering  the  pieces  and  spilling  the  peas  and  followed 
it  up  with  a  shriek  and  a  scream.     That  took  off  the  attention ;  and 
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Mr.  Angerstyne,  coolly  eating  away  at  his  bread,  turned  to  make  somo 
passing  remark  to  Anne. 

But  the  words  he  would  have  said  were  left  unspoken.  No  ghost 
ever  seen,  in  cloisters  or  out  of  them,  was  whiter  than  she.  Lips  and 
fingers  were  alike  trembling. 

"  You  should  be  more  careful ! "  he  called  to  the  maid  m  a  tone  of 
authority.  "  Ladies  don't  care  to  be  startled  in  this  way."  Just  as 
though  Anne  had  turned  white  from  the  noise  of  the  broken  dish  ! 

Well,  it  had  been  a  dreadful  revelation  for  her.  All  the  sunshine 
of  this  world  seemed  to  have  gone  out  for  ever ;  to  have  left  nothing 
behind  it  but  a  misty  darkness.  Rallying  her  pride  and  her  courage, 
she  went  on  with  her  dinner,  as  the  others  did.  Her  head  was  throbbing, 
her  brain  on  fire ;  her  mind  had  turned  to  chaos.  She  heard  them 
making  arrangements  for  a  picnic-party  to  the  woods  at  Croome  on  the 
morrow ;  not  in  the  least  understanding  what  was  said  or  planned. 

"  You  did  surprise  us !  "  observed  Mrs.  Lewis  to  Lady  Ivnight,  when 
they  were  in  the  drawing-room  after  dinner,  and  Mr.  AngerstjTie  had 
gone  out  to  post  his  letters.  "  What  could  have  been  his  motive  for 
allowing  us  to  think  him  a  bachelor  ?  " 

"A  dislike  to  mention  her  name,"  replied  Lady  Knight,  candidly. 
"  That  was  it,  I  expect.  He  married  her  for  her  pretty  face,  and  then 
found  out  what  a  goose  she  was.  So  they  did  not  get  on  together.  She 
goes  her  way,  and  he  goes  his  ;  now  and  then  they  meet  for  a  week  or 
two,  but  it  is  not  often." 

"  What  a  very  unsatisfactory  state  of  things ! "  cried  Miss  Dinah, 
handing  round  the  cups  of  cotfee  herself  for  fear  of  another  upset.  "  Is 
it  her  fault  or  his  ?  " 

"  Faults  lie  on  both  sides,"  said  Lady  Knight,  who  had  an  abrupt 
way  of  speaking,  and  was  as  poor  as  a  church  mouse.  "  She  has  a 
fearfully  affronting  temper  of  her  own  ;  those  women  with  dolls'  faces 
sometimes  have  ;  and  he  was  not  as  forbearing  as  he  might  have  been. 
Any  way,  that  is  the  state  of  affairs  between  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Angerstjaie : 
and,  apart  from  it,  there's  no  scandal  or  reproach  attaching  to  either  of 
them." 

Anne,  sitting  in  a  quiet  corner,  listened  to  all  this  mechanicallj'. 
What  mattered  the  details  to  her  ?  the  broad  fact  had  been  enough. 
The  hum  of  conversation  was  going  on  all  around  ;  her  father,  looking 
somewhat  the  better  for  his  dinner,  was  playing  at  backgammon  with 
Tom  Lake.  She  saw  nothing,  knew  nothing,  until  Mr.  AngerstjTie 
dropped  into  the  seat  beside  her. 

"  Shall  you  join  tliis  expedition  to  Croome  to-morrow,  Anne?" 

Julia  and  Farniy  were  thumping  over  a  duet,  pedal  down,  and  Anne 
barely  caught  the  low-spoken  words. 

"  I  do  not  know,"  she  answered,  after  a  brief  pause.  "  My  head 
aches." 
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"I  don't  much  care  about  it  myself;  rather  the  opposite.  I  shall 
certainly  not  go  if  you  don't." 

Why !  he  was  speaking  to  her  just  as  though  nothing  had  occurred  ! 
If  anything  could  have  added  to  her  sense  of  shame  and  misery  it  was 
this.  It  sounded  like  an  insult,  arousing  all  the  spirit  she  possessed; 
her  whole  nature  rose  in  rebellion  against  his  line  of  conduct. 

"  "Why  have  you  been  talking  to  me  these  many  weeks  as  you  have 
been  talking,  Mr.  Angerstyne  ?  "  she  asked  in  her  straightforward  sim- 
plicity, turning  her  face  to  his. 

"  There  has  been  no  harm  in  it,"  he  answered. 

"  Harm  !  "  ehe  repeated,  from  her  wrung  heart.  "  Perhaps  not  to 
you.     There  has  been  at  least  no  good  in  it." 

"  If  you  onh  knew  what  an  interval  of  pleasantness  it  has  been  for 
me,  Anne  !  Almost  deluding  me  into  forgetting  my  odious  chains  and 
fetters  ?  ■' 

"  Would  a  gentleman  have  so  amused  himself,  Mr.  Angerstyne?  " 

But  fhe  gr.ve  him  no  opportunity  of  reply.  Rising  from  her  scat,  and 
drawing  her  slight  form  to  its  full  height,  she  looked  into  his  face 
steadily,  knowing  not  perhaps  how  much  of  scorn  and  reproach  her 
gaze  betrayed,  then  crossed  the  room  and  sat  down  by  her  father.  Once 
after  that  she  caught  his  eye :  caught  the  expression  of  sorrow,  of 
repentance,  of  deep  commiseration  that  shone  ii  every  line  of  his  foce — 
for  she  could  not  altogether  hide  the  pain  seated  in  her  own.  And 
later,  amidst  the  bustle  of  the  general  good-nights,  she  found  her  hand 
pressed  within  his,  and  heard  his  whispered,  contrite  prayer — ■ 

"  Forgive  me,  Anne  :  forgive  me  !  " 

She  lay  awake  all  night,  resolving  to  be  brave,  to  make  no  sign ; 
prajing  Heaven  to  help  her  to  bear  the  anguish  of  her  soreh'-stricken 
heart,  not  to  let  the  blow  quite  kill  her.  It  seemed  to  her  that  she 
must  feel  it  henceforth  during  all  her  life. 

And  before  the  house  was  well  up  in  the  morning,  a  messenger 
arrived  post-haste  from  Malvern  to  summon  j\Ir.  Angerstyne  to  his 
aunt's  dying  bed.  He  told  Miss  Dinah,  when  he  shook  hands  with  her  at 
parting,  that  she  might  as  well  send  his  traps  after  him,  if  she  would  be 
so  kind,  as  he  thought  he  might  not  be  able  to  return  to  Worcester  again. 

And  that  was  the  ending  of  Anne  Lewis's  love.  Not  a  very  un- 
common ending,  people  say.     But  she  had  been  hardly  dealt  by. 
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The  blinds  of  a  house  closely  drawn,  the  snow  drifting  against  the 
windows  outside,  and  somebody  lying  dead  upstairs,  cannot  be  called 
a  lively  state  of  things.  Mrs.  Lewis  and  her  daughters,  Julia  and  Fanny 
Podd,  sitting  over  the  fire  in  the  darkened  dining-room  at  Maythorn 
Bank,  were  finding  it  just  the  contrarj'. 

"When  Dr.  Lewis,  gi-owing  worse  and  worse  during  their  sojourn  at 
Lake's  boarding-house  at  AVorcester  the  previous  autumn,  had  one  day 
plucked  up  courage  to  open  his  mind  to  his  physician,  telling  him  that 
he  was  pining  for  the  quiet  of  his  own  little  cottage  home,  and  that 
the  stir  and  racket  at  Lake's  was  more  than  he  could  bear.  Dr. 
Maiden  peremptorily  told  Mrs.  Lewis  that  he  must  have  his  Avish, 
and  go.  So  she  had  to  give  in,  and  prepared  to  take  him ;  though  it 
went  frightfully  against  the  gi-ain.  That  was  in  September,  three 
months  back;  he  had  been  getting  weaker  and  more  imbecile  ever 
since,  and  now,  just  as  Christmas  was  turned,  he  had  sunk  quietly 
awaj'  to  his  rest. 

Anne,  his  loving,  gentle  daughter,  had  been  his  constant  companion 
and  attendant.  He  had  not  been  so  ill  as  to  lie  in  bed,  but  a  great 
deal  had  to  be  done  for  him,  especially  in  the  matter  of  amusing  what 
poor  remnant  of  mind  was  left.  She  read  to  him,  she  talked  to  him, 
she  wrapped  gi-eat-coats  about  him,  and  took  him  out  to  walk  on  sun- 
shiny days  in  the  open  walk  by  the  laurels.  It  was  well  for  Anne  that 
she  was  thus  incessantly  occupied,  for  it  diverted  her  mind  from  the 
misery  left  there  by  the  unwarrantable  conduct  of  Mr.  Angerstj-ne. 
When  a  girl's  lover  proves  faithless,  to  dwell  upon  him  and  lament  him 
brings  to  lier  a  sort  of  painful  pleasure :  but  tliat  negative  indidgence 
was  denied  to  Anne  Lewis :  Henry  Angerstyne  was  the  husband  of 
another,  and  she  might  not,  willingly,  keep  him  in  her  thoughts.  To 
forget  him,  as  she  strove  to  do,  was  a  hard  and  bitter  task :  but  the 
indignation  she  felt  at  the  man's  deceit  and  cruel  conduct  was  materially 
helping  her.  Once,  since,  she  had  seen  his  name  in  the  Times :  it  was 
amongst  the  list  of  visitors  staying  at  some  nobleman's  country-house. 
Henry  Angerstyne.  And  the  thrill  that  passed  through  her  veins  as 
the  name  caught  her  eye,  the  sudden  stopping  and  then  rushing 
violently  onwards  of  her  life's  blood,  convinced  her  how  little  she  had 
forgotten  him. 

"  But  I  shall  forget  him  in  time,"  she  said  to  herself,  pressing  her 
hand  upon  her  wildly-beating  heart.     "  Li  time,  God  helping  me." 

And  from  that  moment  she  redoubled  her  care  and  thought  for  licr 
father ;  and  he  died  blessing  her  and  her  love  for  him. 

Anne  felt  the  loss  keeidy ;  though  perhaps  not  quite  so  much  so  as 


ANNE.  349 

she  would  have  felt  it  had  her  later  hfe  been  less  full  of  suffering.  It 
seemed  to  be  but  the  last  drop  added  to  her  cup  of  bitterness.  She 
knew  that  to  himself  death  was  a  release :  he  had  ceased  to  find 
pleasure  in  life.  And  now  she  was  left  amidst  strangers,  or  worse 
than  strangers ;  she  seemed  not  to  have  a  friend  to  turn  to  in  the  wide 
world. 

Dr.  Lewis  had  died  on  Monday  morning.  This  was  Tuesday.  Mrs. 
Lewis  had  been  seeing  people  to-day  and  yesterday,  giving  her  orders ; 
but  never  once  consulting  Anne,  or  paying  her  the  compliment  to  say, 
Would  you  like  it  to  be  this  way,  or  that  ? 

"  How  on  earth  any  human  being  could  have  pitched  upon  this 
wretched  out-of-the-world  place,  Crabb,  to  settle  down  in,  puzzles  me 
completely,"  suddenly  exclaimed  Mrs.  Lewis,  bending  forward  to  stir 
the  fire. 

"  He  must  have  been  a  lunatic,"  acquiesced  Julia,  irreverently  alluding 
to  the  poor  man  who  was  lying  in  the  room  above. 

"  Not  a  decent  shop  in  the  place  !  Not  a  dressmaker  who  can 
cut  out  a  properly-fitting  skirt !  Be  quiet,  Fanny :  you  need  not 
dancey 

"  One  does  not  know  what  to  do,"  gi'umbled  Fanny,  ceasing  to  shuffle, 
and  returning  to  her  seat.  "  But  I  should  like  to  know,  mamma,  about 
our  mourning." 

"  I  think  I  shall  go  to  Worcester  to-day  and  order  it,"  spoke  up  Mrs. 
Lewis,  briskly,  after  a  pause.  "  Necessity  has  no  law  ;  and  we  cannot 
get  proper  things  unless  I  do.  Yes,  we  will  go :  I  don't  mind  the 
weather.     Juha,  ring  the  bell." 

Anne — poor  Anne— came  in  to  answer  the  bell.  She  had  no  choice  : 
Sally  was  out  on  an  errand. 

"  Just  see  that  we  have  a  tray  in  with  the  cold  meat,  Anne,  at  half- 
past  twelve.     We  must  go  to  Worcester  about  the  mourning— —  " 

"  To  Worcester  !  "  involuntarily  interrupted  Anne,  in  her  surprise, 

"  There's  no  help  for  it,  though  of  course  it's  not  the  thing  I  would 
choose  to  do,"  said  Mrs.  Lews,  coldly.  "  One  cannot  provide  proper 
things  here  :  bonnets  especially.  I  will  get  you  a  bonnet  at  the  same 
time.  And  we  must  have  a  bit  of  something,  hot  and  nice,  for  tea, 
when  we  come  home." 

"Very  well,"  sighed  Anne. 

In  the  ai'ternoon,  Anne  sat  in  the  same  room  alone,  busy  over  some 
black  work,  on  which  lier  tears  dropped  slowly.  When  it  was  growing 
dusk,  Mr.  Coney  and  tlie  young  Eector  of  Timberdale  came  in  together. 
Herbert  Tanerton  did  not  forget  that  his  late  stepfather  and  Dr.  Lewis 
were  half-brothers.  Anne  brushed  away  the  signs  of  her  tears,  laid 
down  her  work,  and  stirred  the  fire  into  a  blaze. 

"  Now,  my  lass,"  said  the  farmer,  in  his  plain,  homely  way,  but  he 
always  meant  kindly,  "  I've  just  heard  that  that  stepmother  of  yours 
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went  off  to  Worcester  to-day  with  those  two  dandified  girls  of  hers,  and' 
so  I  thought  I'd  drop  in  while  the  coast  was  clear.  I  confess  I  don't 
like  her  :  and  I  say  that  somel)ody  ought  to  look  a  bit  to  you  and  your 
interests." 

"  And  I,  coming  over  upon  much  the  same  errand,  met  Mr.  Coney 
at  the  gate,"  added  Herbert  Tanerton,  vnth  a  smile  as  near  geniality  as 
he  ever  gave.  "  I  wish  to  express  my  deep  regret  for  your  loss,  Miss 
Lewis,  and  to  assure  you  of  my  true  sj-mpathy.  You  will  think  my 
visit  a  late  one,  but  I  had  a — a  service  this  afternoon."  He  would  not 
say  a  funeral. 

"  You  are  both  very,  veiy  kind,"  said  Anne,  her  eyes  again  filling, 
"  and  I  thank  you  for  thinking  of  me.  I  feel  isolated  from  all :  this 
place  at  best  is  strange  to  me  after  my  life's  home  in  France.  It  seems 
that  I  have  not  a  friend  in  the  world." 

"  Yes,  you  have,"  said  the  farmer ;  "  and  if  my  wife  had  not  been 
staying  with  our  sick  daughter  at  AVorcester,  she'd  have  been  in  to  tell 
you  the  same.  My  dear,  you  are  just  going,  please,  to  make  a  friend 
of  me.  And  you  won't  tJiink  two  or  three  questions,  that  I  should  like 
to  put,  impertinent,  will  you  ?  " 

"That  I  certainly  will  not,"  said  Anne. 

"  Well,  now,  to  begin  with  :  Did  vour  father  make  a  will  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes.     I  hold  it." 

"  And  do  you  chance  to  know  how  the  property  is  left  ?  " 

"  To  me      No  name  but  my  own  is  mentioned  in  it." 

"Then  you'll  be. all  right,"  said  Mr,  Coney.  "I  feared  he  might 
have  been  leaving  somebody  else  some.  You  will  have  about  two 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a-year  .  and  that's  enough  for  a  young  girl. 
When  your  father  first  came  over,  he  spoke  to  me  of  his  income  and 
his  means." 

"  I — I  fear  the  income  will  be  somewhat  diminished  from  what  it 
was,"  hesitated  Anne,  turning  red  at  having  to  confess  so  much, 
because  it  would  tell  against  her  stepmother.  "  My  father  has  had  to 
sell  out  a  good  deal  lately ,  to  entrench  upon  his  capital.  I  think  the 
trouble  it  gave  him  hastened  his  end  " 

"  Sell  out  for  what  ?  "  asked  old  Coney. 

"  For  bills,  and — and  debts,  that  came  upon  him." 

"Her  bills?     Her  debts?" 

Anne  did  not  expressly  answer,  but  old  Coney  caught  up  the  trath, 
and  nodded  his  head  in  wrath.     He  as  good  as  knew  it  before. 

"  Well,  child,  I  suppose  you  may  reckon,  at  the  worst,  on  a  clear 
two  hundred  a-year,  and  you  can  live  on  that.  Not  keep  house, 
perhaps ;  and  it  would  be  very  lonely  for  you  also.  You  wiD  have  to 
take  up  your  abode  with  some  pleasant  family :  many  a  one  would  bo 
glad  to  have  you." 

"  I  should  like  to  go  back  to  France,"  sighed  Anne,  recalling  the 
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misery  that  England  bad  brought  her :  first  in  her  new  stepmother, 
then  in  Mr.  Angerstyne,  and  now  in  her  father's  death.  "  I  have  many 
dear  friends  in  France  who  wll  take  every  care  of  me." 

"  Well,  I  don't  know,"  cried  old  Coney,  with  a  blank  look.  "  France 
may  be  very  well  for  some  people ;  but  I'd  almost  as  heve  go  to  the 
gallows  as  there.     Don't  you  hke  England  ?  " 

"  I  should  like  it  well,  if  I — if  I  could  be  happy  in  it,"  she  answered, 
turning  red  again  at  the  thought  of  him  who  had  marred  her  happiness. 
"  But,  you  see,  I  have  no  ties  here." 

"  You  must  make  ties,  my  lass." 

"  How  much  of  the  income  ought  I  to  pay  over  yearly  to  Mrs.  Lewis, 
do  you  think  ?  "  she  questioned.     "  Half  of  it  ?  " 

"  Half!  No !  "  burst  forth  old  Coney,  coughing  down  a  strong  word 
which  had  nearly  slipped  out.  "  You  will  give  her  none.  None.  A 
pretty  idea  of  justice  you  must  have,  Anne  Lewis." 

"  But  it  would  be  fair  to  give  it  her,"  argued  Anne.  "  My  father 
married  her." 

"Oh,  did  he,  though!  She  married  him.  /  know.  Other  folks 
know.  You  will  give  her  none,  my  dear,  and  allow  her  none.  She  is 
a  hard,  scheming,  deceitful  brickbat  of  a  woman.  What  made  her  lay 
hold  of  your  poor  weakened  father,  and  play  off  upon  him  her  wiles 
and  her  guiles,  and  marry  him,  right  or  WTong?"  ran  on  old  Coney, 
getting  purple  enougi.  for  apoplexy.  "  She  did  it  for  a  home  ;  she  did 
it  that  she  might  get  her  back  debts  paid ;  that's  what.  She  has  had 
lier  swing  as  long  as  his  poor  life  lasted,  and  put  you  down  as  if  you 
were  a  cliangeling ;  we  have  all  seen  that.  Now  that  her  short  day's 
over,  she  must  go  back  again  to  her  own  ways  and  means.  Ask  the 
parson  there  what  he  thinks." 

The  parson,  in  his  cold  sententious  way,  that  was  so  much  more 
suited  to  an  old  bishop  than  a  young  rector,  avowed  that  he  thought 
with  Mr.  Coney.  He  could  not  see  that  Mrs.  Le\\is's  few  months  of 
marriage  entitled  her  (all  attendant  circumstances  being  taken  into 
consideration)  to  deprive  Miss  Lewis  of  any  portion  of  her  patrimony. 

"  You  are  sure  you  have  got  the  will  all  tight  and  safe  ?  "  resumed 
Mr.  Coney.  "  I  wouldn't  answer  for  her  not  steahng  it.  Ah,  you  may 
laugh,  young  lassie,  but  I  don't  like  that  woman.  Miss  Dinah  Lake 
was  talking  to  me  a  bit  the  other  day  ;  she  don't  hke  lier,  either." 

Anne  was  smiling  at  his  vehement  partisanship.  She  rose,  unlocked 
a  desk  that  stood  on  the  side-table,  and  brought  out  a  parchment, 
folded  and  sealed.     It  was  subscribed,  "  Will  of  Thomas  Lewis,  ]\LD." 

"  Here  it  is,"  she  said.  "  Papa  had  it  drawn  up  by  an  I^nglish 
lawyer  just  before  we  left  France.  He  gave  it  to  me,  as  he  was  apt  to 
mislay  things  himself,  charging  me  to  keep  it  safely." 

"  And  mind  you  do  keep  it  safely,"  enjoined  old  Coney.  "  It  won't 
be  opened,  I  suppose,  till  after  the  funeral's  over." 
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"But  wait  a  minute,"  interposed  the  clergyman,  "Does  not 
marriage — a  subsequent  marriage — render  a  will  invalid  ?  " 

"  Bless  my  heart,  no  :  much  justice  there'd  be  in  that !  "  retorted  old 
Coney,  who  knew  about  as  much  of  law  as  he  did  of  tlie  moon.  And 
Mr.  Tanerton  said  no  more ;  he  was  not  certain ;  and  supposed  the 
older  and  more  experienced  man  might  be  right. 

Anne  sighed  as  she  locked  up  the  will  again.  She  was  both  just 
and  generous  ;  and  she  knew  she  should  be  sure  to  hand  over  to  Mrs. 
Lewis  tlie  half  of  whatever  income  it  might  give  her. 

"  Well,  my  girl,"  said  the  farmer,  as  they  prepared  to  leave,  "  if  you 
want  me,  or  anything  I  can  do,  you  just  send  Sally  over,  and  I'll  be 
here  in  a  jiffy." 

"  It  is  to  be  at  Timberdale,  I  conclude  ? "  whispered  Herbert 
Tanerton,  as  he  shook  hands.  Anne  knew  that  he  alluded  to  the 
funeral ;  and  the  colour  came  up  in  her  face  as  she  answered — 

"I  don't  know.  My  father  wished  it;  he  said  he  wished  to  lie 
beside  his  brother.     But  Mrs.  Lewis — here  they  come,  I  think." 

They  came  in  with  snowy  bonnets  and  red  noses,  stamping  the  slush 
off  their  shoes.  It  was  a  good  walk  from  the  station.  Mrs.  Lewis  had- 
expected  to  get  a  fly  there  ;  one  was  generally  in  waiting :  but  some 
one  jumped  out  of  the  train  before  she  did,  and  secured  it.  It  made 
her  feel  cross  and  look  cross. 

"  Such  a  \\Tetched  trapes !  "  she  was  beginning  in  a  vinegar  tone ; 
but  at  sight  of  the  gentlemen  her  face  and  voice  smoothed  down  to  oil. 
She  begged  them  to  resume  their  seats ;  but  they  said  they  were 
already  going. 

"  We  were  just  asking  about  the  funeral,"  the  farmer  stayed  to  say. 
"  It  is  to  be  at  Timberdale  ?  " 

Up  went  Mrs.  Lewis's  handkerchief  to  her  eyes.  "  Dear  Mr.  Coney, 
I  think  not.     Crabb  will  be  better." 

"  But  he  wished  to  lie  at  Timberdale." 

"  Crabb  will  be  so  much  cheaper — and  less  trouble,"  returned  the 
widow,  with  a  sob.     "  It  is  as  well  to  avoid  useless  expense." 

"  Cheaper  !  "  cried  old  Coney,  his  face  purple  again  with  passion,  so 
much  did  he  dislike  her  and  her  ways.  "  Not  cheaper  at  all.  Dearer. 
Dearer,  ma'am.  Must  have  a  hearse  and  coach  any  way  :  and  Herbert 
Tanerton  here  won't  charge  fees  if  it's  done  at  Timberdale." 

"  Oh,  just  as  you  please,  my  dear  sir.  And  if  he  wished  it,  poor 
dear!     Yes,  yes  ;  Timberdale  of  course.     Anywhere." 

They  got  out  before  she  had  dried  her  eyes — or  pretended  at  it. 
Julia  and  Fanny  then  fetched  in  some  bandboxes  which  had  been  wait- 
ing in  the  passage.    Mrs.  Lewis  forgot  her  tears,  and  put  back  her  cloak. 

"Which  is  Anne's?"  she  asked.  "Oh,  this  one" — beginning  to 
undo  one  of  the  boxes.  "  My  own  will  be  sent  to-morrow  night.  I 
bought  yours  quite  plain,  Anne." 
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Very  plain  indeed  was  the  bonnet  she  handed  out.  Plain  and 
common,  and  made  of  the  cheapest  materials ;  one  that  a  lady  would 
not  like  to  put  upon  her  head.  Julia  and  Fanny  were  trying  theii-s  on 
at  the  chimney-glass.  Gay  bonnets,  theirs  glistening  with  jet  beads 
and  black  flowers.  The  bill  lay  open  on  the  table,  and  Anne  read  the 
cost :  her  o\vn,  twelve  shillings ;  the  other  two,  thirty-three  shillinga 
each.  Mrs.  Lewis  made  a  gr-ab  at  the  bill,  and  crushed  it  into  her 
pocket. 

"  I  knew  you  would  prefer  it  plain,"  said  she.  "  For  real  mourning 
it  is  always  a  mistake  to  have  things  too  costly." 

"  True,"  acquiesced  Anne  ;  "  but  yet — I  think  they  should  be  good."' 

It  seemed  to  her  that  to  wear  this  bonnet  would  be  very  like  dis- 
respect to  the  dead.  She  silently  determined  to  buy  a  better  as  soon 
as  she  had  the  opportunity  of  doing  so. 

Of  all  days,  for  weather,  the  one  of  the  funeral  was  about  the  worst. 
Sleet,  snow,  rain,  and  wind.  The  Squire  had  a  touch  of  lumbago ;  he 
could  not  fiice  it;  and  old  Coney  came  bustling  in  to  say  that  I  was  to 
attend  in  his  place.  Anne  wanted  Johnny  Ludlow  to  go  all  along,  he 
added ;  her  father  had  liked  him ;  only  there  was  no  room  before  in 
the  coach. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  cried  the  Squire,  "  Johnny,  of  course.  He  is  not  afraid 
of  lumbago.    Make  haste  and  get  into  your  black  things,  lad." 

Well,  it  was  shivery,  as  we  rolled  along  in  the  creaky  old  mourning- 
coach,  behind  the  hearse  :  Mr.  Coney  and  the  Podds'  lawyer-cousin 
from  Birmingham  on  one  side ;  I  and  Cole,  the  doctor,  opposite.  The 
sleet  pattered  against  the  windows,  the  wind  whistled  in  our  ears. 
The  lawyer  kept  saying  "  eugh,"  and  shaking  his  shoulders,  telling  us 
he  had  a  cold  in  his  head ;  and  looked  just  as  stern  as  he  had  at  the 
wedding. 

All  was  soon  over :  Herbert  Tanerton  did  not  read  slowly  to-day : 
and  we  got  back  to  Maythorn  Bank.  Cole  had  left  us :  he  stopped 
the  coach  en  route,  and  cut  across  a  field  to  see  a  patient :  but  Mr. 
Coney  drew  me  into  the  house  with  him  after  the  lawyer. 

"  We  will  go  in,  Johnny,"  he  whispered.  "  The  poor  girl  has  no 
relation  or  friend  to  back  her  up,  and  I  shall  stay  with  her  while  the 
will's  read." 

Mrs.  Le^^^s,  in  a  new  widow's  cap  as  big  as  a  house,  and  the  two 
girls  in  shining  jet  chains,  were  sitting  in  state.  Anne  came  in  the 
next  minute,  her  face  pale,  her  eyes  red.  We  all  sat  down  ;  and  for  a 
short  time  looked  at  one  another  in  silence,  like  so  many  mutes. 

"  Any  will  to  be  read  ?  I  am  told  there  is  one,"  spoke  the  lawyer — 
who  had,  as  Fanny  Podd  whispered  to  me,  a  wife  at  home  as  sour  as 
himself.     "  If  so,  it  had  better  be  produced  :  I  have  to  catch  a  train." 

"  Yes,  there  is  a  will,"  answered  old  Coney,  glad  to  find  that  Anne, 
Johnny  Ludlow.— II.  23 
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as  he  assumed,  had  mentioned  the  fact.  "  Miss  Lewis  holds  the  will. 
WiU  you  get  it,  my  dear  ?  " 

Anne  unlocked  the  desk  on  the  side-table,  and  put  the  will  into  Mr. 
Coney's  hand.  Without  saying  vnth.  your  leave  or  by  your  leave,  he 
broke  the  seals,  and  clapped  on  his  spectacles. 

"  What's  tJiatf  "  Mrs.  Lewis  asked  old  Coney,  from  her  seat  on  the 
sofa. 

"  Dr.  Lewis's  Avill,  ma'am.  Made  in  France,  1  believe  :  was  it  not, 
Miss  Anne  ?  " 

"  My  dear,  sweet  creature,  it  is  so  much  waste  paper,"  spoke  Mrs. 
Lewis,  smiling  sweetly  upon  Anne.  "  My  deeply  lamented  husband's 
last  will  and  testament  was  made  long  since  he  left  France." 

PuUing  up  the  sofa-cusliion  at  her  elbow,  she  produced  another  will, 
and  asked  the  lawyer  if  he  would  be  good  enough  to  unseal  and  read 
it.  It  had  been  made,  as  the  date  proved,  at  Cheltenham,  the  day 
after  she  and  Dr.  Lewis  were  married  ;  and  it  left  every  earthly  thing 
he  possessed  to  "  his  dear  wife,  Louisa  Jane  Lewis." 

Old  Coney's  face  was  a  picture,  lie  stared  alternately  at  the  wOl  in 
his  hands,  at  the  one  just  read  by  the  lawyer.  Anne  stood  meekly  by 
his  side  ;  looking  as  if  she  did  not  understand  matters 

"That  can't  stand  good!"  spoke  the  flirmer,  in  his  honest  indig- 
nation. "The  money  can't  go  to  you,  ma'am" — turning  his  burly 
form  about  to  face  Mrs.  Lewis,  and  treading  on  my  toes  as  he  did  it. 
"  The  money  is  this  young  lady's  •  part  of  it  comes  from  her  own 
mother :  it  can't  bo  yours.  Thomas  Lewis  must  have  signed  the  will 
in  his  sleep." 

"Does  a  daughter  inherit  before  a  wife,  dear  sir?  "  cried  Mrs.  Lewis, 
in  a  voice  soft  as  butter.  '•  It  is  the  most  just  will  my  revered  husband 
could  have  made.  I  need  the  money  ;  I  cannot  keep  on  the  house 
without  it.     Anne  does  not  need  it :  she  has  no  house  to  keep." 

"  Look  here,"  says  old  Coney,  buttoning  his  coat  and  looking  fiercely 
at  the  company.  "  It's  not  my  wish  to  be  rude  to-day,  remembering 
what  place  we  came  straight  here  from ;  but  if  you  don't  want  to  be 
]iut  down  as — as  schemers,  you  will  not  lose  an  hour  in  making  over 
the  half  of  that  income  to  Anne  Lewis.  It  is  what  she  proposed  to  do 
by  you,  madam,  when  she  thought  all  was  left  to  her,"  he  added, 
brushing  past  Mrs.  Lewis.     "  Come  along,  Johnny." 


The  time  went  on.  Mrs.  Lewis  kept  all  the  money.  She  gave 
notice  to  leave  the  house  at  Midsummer  :  but  she  had  it  on  her  hands 
until  then,  and  told  people  slin  sliould  die  of  its  dulncas.  So  far  as 
could  bo  known,  she  had  little,  if  any,  income,  except  that  which  she 
uihiiilcd  from  Dr.  Lewis. 

Aune's  days  did  not  yiass  iu  clover.     Treated  as  of  no  moment,  she 
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was  made  fully  to  unclerstand  that  she  was  only  tolerated  in  what  was 
once  her  own  home ;  and  she  had  to  make  herself  useful  in  it  from 
morning  till  night,  just  like  a  servant.  Remembering  what  had  been, 
and  what  was,  Anne  felt  heart-broken,  submitting  patiently  and  un- 
resistingly to  every  trial ;  Init  a  reaction  set  in,  and  her  spirit  grew 
rebellious. 

"  Is  there  any  remedy,  I  wonder  ?  "  she  asked  herself  one  night  in 
her  little  chamber,  when  preparing  for  bed,  and  the  day  had  been  a 
particularly  trying  day.  She  had  ventured  to  ask  for  a  few  shillings 
for  some  purpose  or  other,  and  was  told  she  could  not  have  them : 
being  Easter- Monday,  Sally  had  had  a  holiday,  and  she  had  been  kept 
at  work  hke  a  slave  in  the  girl's  place  :  Herbert  Tanerton  and  his  wife 
had  come  to  invite  her  for  a  day  or  two  to  Timberdale,  and  a  denial 
was  returned  to  them  without  herself  being  consulted,  or  even  allowed 
to  see  them.  Yes,  it  had  been  a  trying  day.  And  in  France  Easter 
had  always  been  kept  as  a  fete. 

"Is  there  not  a  remedy?"  she  debated,  as  she  slowly  undressed. 
"  I  have  no  home  but  this  ;  but — could  I  not  find  one  ?  " 

She  knew  that  she  had  no  means  of  Hving,  except  by  her  own 
exertions ;  she  had  not  even  a  rag  to  wear  or  a  coin  to  spend,  except 
what  should  come  to  her  by  Mrs.  Lewis's  bomity.  And,  whether  that 
lady  possessed  bounty  or  not,  she  seemed  never  to  possess  ready- 
money.  It  appeared  to  Anne  that  she  had  been  hardly  dealt  by  in 
more  ways  than  one ;  that  the  world  was  full  of  nothing  but  injustice 
and  trouble. 

"  And  I  fancy,"  added  Anne,  thinking  out  her  thoughts,  "  that  they 
wiU  be  glad  to  get  rid  of  me  ;  that  they  want  me  gone.  So  I  dare  say 
there  will  be  no  objection  made  here." 

With  morning  Hght,  she  was  up  and  busy.  It  fell  to  her  lot  to  pre- 
pare the  breakfast :  and  she  must  not  keep  the  ladies  waiting  for  it  one 
minute.  This  morning,  however,  she  had  to  keep  them  waiting ;  but 
not  through  any  fault  of  hers. 

They  gi'ew  impatient.  Five  minutes  past  nine :  ten  minutes  past 
nine  :  what  did  Anne  mean  ?  JuHa  and  Fanny  were  not  much  better 
dressed  than  when  they  got  out  of  bed ;  old  jackets  on,  rough  and 
rumpled  hair  stuck  up  ^\-ith  hair-pins.  In  that  respect  they  presented 
a  marked  contrast  to  Anne,  who  was  ever  trim  and  nice. 

"  I'm  sure  she  must  be  growing  the  coffee-berries !  "  cried  Faimy,  as 
she  flung  the  door  open.  "  Zs  that  breakfast  coming  to-day,  or  to- 
morrow ?  " 

"  In  two  minutes,"  called  back  Anne. 

"  Oh,  what  a  dreary  Hfe  it  is  out  here ! "  groaned  Mrs.  Lewis. 
"  Girle,  I  think  we  will  go  over  to  Worcester  to-day,  and  arrange  to  stay 
a  week  at  Lake's.  And  then  you  can  go  to  the  subscription  ball  at  the 
To\vn  Hall,  that  you  are  so  wild  over." 
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"  Oh,  do,  do ! "  cried  Julia,  all  animation  now.  "  If  I  don't  go  to 
that  ball,  I  shall  die." 

"  I  shall  run  away,  if  we  don't ;  I  have  said  all  along  I  would  not 
miss  the  Easter  ball,"  spoke  Fanny.  "  Mamma,  I  cannot  tldnk  why 
you  don't  shut  this  miserable  house  up  !  " 

"Will  you  find  the  rent  for  another?"  coolly  asked  Mrs.  Lewis. 
''  What  can  that  girl  be  at  with  the  coffee  ?  " 

It  came  in  at  last ;  and  Anne  was  abused  for  her  laziness.  When 
she  could  get  a  word  in,  she  explained  that  Sally  had  had  an  accident 
with  the  tea-kettle,  and  fresh  water  had  to  be  boiled. 

More  indignation:  .Julia's  egg  turned  out  to  be  bad.  What  business 
had  Anne  to  boil  bad  eggs?  Anne,  saying  nothing,  took  it  away, 
boiled  another  and  brought  it  in.  Then  Mrs.  Lewis  fancied  she  could 
eat  a  thin  bit  of  toasted  bacon  ;  and  Anne  must  go  and  do  it  at  the  end 
of  a  fork.  Altogether  the  breakfast  was  nearly  at  an  end  before  she 
could  sit  down  and  eat  her  own  bread-and-butter. 

"I  have  been  thinking,"  she  began,  in  a  hesitating  tone,  to  Mrs. 
Lewis,  "  that  I  should  like  to  go  out.     If  you  have  no  objection." 

"  Go  out  where  ?  " 

"  Into  some  situation." 

]yirs.  Lewis,  in  the  act  of  conveymg  a  piece  of  bacon  to  her  mouth, 
held  it  suspended  in  mid-air,  and  stared  at  Anne  in  amazement. 

"  Into  what  f  " 

'•  A  situation  in  some  gentleman's  family.  I  have  no  prospect  before 
me ;  no  home ;  I  must  earn  my  own  living." 

"  The  girl's  daft ! "  cried  Mrs.  Lewis,  resuming  her  breakfast.  "  No 
home  !  Why,  you  have  a  home  here  ;  your  proper  home.  Was  it  not 
your  father's  ?  " 

"  Yes.    But  it  is  not  mine." 

"  It  is  yours ;  and  your  days  in  it  are  spent  usefully.     What  more  • 
can  you  want  ?    Now,  Anne,  hold  your  tongue,  and  don't  talk  nonsense. 
If  you  have  finished  your  breakfast  you  can  begin  to  take  the  things 
away." 

"  Mamma,  why  don't  you  let  her  go  V  "  whispered  Fanny,  as  Anne 
went  out  with  some  plates. 

"  Because  she  is  useful  to  me,"  said  IMrs.  Lewis.  "  Who  else  is  there 
to  see  to  our  comforts  ?  We  should  be  badly  oft'  with  that  incapable 
Sally.  And  who  would  do  all  the  needlework  ?  recollect  how  much 
she  gets  through.  No ,  as  long  as  we  are  here,  Anne  must  stay  vdi\\ 
us.  Besides,  the  neighbourhood  would  have  its  say  finely  if  we  let  her 
turn  out.  People  talk,  as  it  is,  about  tJie  will,  and  are  not  so  friendly 
as  they  might  be.  As  if  they  would  like  me  to  fly  in  the  face  of  my 
dear  departed  husband's  wishes,  and  tacitly  reproach  his  judgment ! " 

But  Anne  did  not  give  up.  When  she  had  taken  all  the  things  away 
and  folded  up  the  table-cloth,  she  came  iu  again  and  spoke. 
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*'  I  hope  you  Avill  not  oppose  me  in  this,  Mrs.  Lewis.  I  shoukl  hke 
to  take  a  situation." 

"  And,  pray,  what  situation  do  you  suppose  you  could  take  ? " 
ironically  asked  Mrs.  Lewis.  "  You  are  not  fitted  to  fill  one  in  a  gentle- 
man's family." 

"  Unless  it  be  as  cook,"  put  in  Julia. 

"Or  seamstress,"  said  Fainiy.  "By  the  way,  I  want  some  more 
cufts  made.  Anno." 

"  I  should  like  to  try  for  a  situation,  notwithstanding  my  deficiencies. 
I  could  do  something  or  other." 

"  There,  that's  enough  :  must  I  tell  you  again  not  to  talk  nonsense  ?  " 
retorted  Mrs.  Lewis.  "  And  now  you  must  come  upstairs  and  see  to 
my  things,  and  to  Julia's  and  Fanny's.  We  are  going  to  Worcester  h}' 
the  half-past  eleven  train — and  you  may  expect  us  home  to  tea  wlien 
you  see  us." 

They  went  off.  As  soon  as  their  backs  were  turned,  Anne  came 
running  into  our  house,  finding  me  and  iNIrs.  Todhetley  at  the  piano. 
It  was  pleasant  Easter  weather,  though  March  was  not  out :  the  Squire 
and  Tod  had  gone  to  Dyke  Manor  on  some  business,  and  would  not  be 
home  till  late.  Anne  told  all  her  doubts  and  difficulties  to  the  mater, 
and  asked  her  advice,  as  to  whether  there  would  be  anything  wrong  in 
her  seeking  for  a  situation. 

"  No,  my  dear,"  said  the  mother,  "  it  would  be  right,  instead  of  wrong. 
If " 

"  If  people  treated  me  as  they  treat  you,  Anne,  I  wouldn't  stay  Mith 
them  a  day,"  said  I,  hotly.     "  I  don't  like  toads." 

"Oh,  Johnny!"  cried  Mrs.  Todhetley.  "Never  call  names,  dear. 
No  obligation  whatever,  Anne,  lies  on  you  to  remain  in  that  home  ;  and 
I  think  you  would  do  well  to  leave  it.  You  shall  stay  and  dine  with 
•me  and  Johnny  at  one  o'clock,  Anne  ;  and  we  will  talk  it  over." 

"  I  wash  I  could  stay,"  said  poor  Anne  ;  "  I  hardly  knew  how  to 
spare  these  few  minutes  to  run  here.  Mrs.  Lewis  has  left  me  a  gown 
to  unpick  and  turn,  and  I  must  hasten  to  begin  it." 

"  So  would  I  begin  it !  "  I  cried,  going  out  with  her  as  far  as  the  gate. 
"  And  I  should  like  to  know  who  is  a  toad,  if  she's  not." 

"  Don't  you  think  I  might  be  a  nursery  governess,  Johnny  ?  "  she 
asked  me,  turning  round  after  going  through  the  gate.  "  I  might  teach 
French,  and  English,  and  Cierman  :  and  I  am  very  fond  of  little  children. 
The  difficulty  will  be  to  get  an  introduction.  I  have  thought  of  one 
person  who  might  give  it  me — if  I  could  only  dare  to  ask  him." 

"Who's  that?" 

"  Sir  Robert  Tenby.  He  is  of  the  great  world,  and  nnist  know  every 
one  in  it.  And  he  has  always  shown  himself  so  very  sociable  and  kind. 
Do  you  think  I  might  venture  to  apply  to  him?  " 

''Whvnot?     He  could  not  cat  vou  for  it." 
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She  ran  on,  and  1  ran  back.  But,  all  that  day,  sitting  over  her  work, 
Anne  was  in  a  state  of  doubt,  not  able  to  make  up  her  mind.  It  was 
impossible  to  know  how  Sir  Kobert  Tenby  might  take  it. 

"I  have  made  you  a  drop  of  coffee  and  a  bit  of  hot  toast  and  butter, 
Miss  Anne,"  said  Sally,  coming  in  with  a  small  tray.  "  Buttered  it  well. 
She's  not  here  to  see  it." 

Anne  laughed,  and  thanked  her  ;  Mrs.  Lewis  had  left  them  only  cold 
bacon  for  dinner,  and  ordered  them  to  wait  tea  until  her  return.  But 
befoi'e  the  refreshment  was  well  disposed  of,  she  and  the  girls  came  in. 

"  How  soon  you  are  back  !  "  involuntarily  cried  Anne,  hoping  Mrs. 
Lewis  would  not  smell  the  coffee.    "  And  how  are  they  all  at  Lake's?  " 

Mrs.  Lewis  answered  by  giving  a  snappish  word  to  Lake's,  and 
ordered  Anne  to  get  tea  ready.  Fanny  whispered  the  information  that 
they  were  going  to  Worcester  on  the  morrow  to  stay  over  the  Easter 
ball ;  but  not  to  Lake's.     Anne  wondered  at  that. 

Upon  arriving  at  Lake's  that  morning,  Miss  Dinah  had  received  them 
verj'  coolly ;  and  was,  as  Mrs.  Lewis  remarked  afterwards,  barely  civil. 
The  fact  was,  Miss  Dinah,  being  just-minded,  took  up  Anne's  cause 
rather  warmly;  and  did  not  scruple  to  think  that  the  beguiling  poor 
■\veak-minded  Dr.  Lewis  out  of  the  will  he  made,  was  just  a  piece  of 
iniquity,  and  nothing  less.  Perceiving  Miss  Dinah's  crust}'  manner, 
]\Irs.  Lewis  inquired  after  Mrs.  Lake.     "  Where's  Emma  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Very  much  occupied  to-day.     Can  I  do  anything  for  you  ?  " 

"  We  are  thinking  of  coming  to  you  to-morrow  for  a  week,  Dinah  ; 
I  and  my  two  girls.  They  are  Avild  to  go  to  the  Easter  ball.  AVhich 
rooms  can  you  give  us  ?  " 

"  Not  any  rooms,"  spoke  Miss  Dinah,  decisively.  "  We  cannot  take 
you  in." 

"  Not  take  me  in !  When  the  servant  opened  the  door  to  us  she 
said  the  house  was  not  full.     I  put  the  question  to  her." 

"  But  we  are  expecting  it  to  be  full,"  said  Miss  Dinah,  curtly.  "  The 
Beales  generallv  come  over  to  the  ball ;  and  we  must  keep  rooms  for 
them." 

"  You  don't  know  that  tlie.y  are  coming,  I  expect.  And  in  a  boarding- 
house  the  rule  holds  good,  '  First  come,  first  served.'  " 

"A  boarding-house  holds  its  ovm  mles,  and  is  not  guided  hy  other 
people's.  Very  sorry :  but  we  cannot  make  room  this  time  for  you 
and  your  daughters." 

"I'll  soon  see  that,"  retorted  Mrs.  Lewis,  getting  hot,  "Where's 
Emma  Lake  ?     I  am  her  cousin,  and  shall  insist  on  being  taken  in." 

"  She  can't  take  you  in  without  my  consent.  And  she  won't :  that's 
more.  Look  here,  \\xs.  Podd — I  beg  your  pardon — the  new  name  does 
not  always  come  pat  to  me.  When  you  were  stajang  here  before,  and 
kept  us  so  long  out  of  our  money,  it  put  us  to  more  inconvenience  than 
you  had  any  idea  of.     We " 
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"  You  were  paid  at  last." 

"  Yos,"  said  Miss  Dinah  ;  "  with  poor  Dr.  Lewis's  money,  I  expect. 
We  made  our  minds  up  then,  Mrs.  Lewis,  not  to  take  you  again.  .  At 
least,  /  did  ;  and  Mrs.  Lake  agreed  with  me." 

"  You  vnW  not  have  to  wait  again  :  I  have  money  in  my  pocket  now. 
And  the  girls  must  go  to  the  ball  on  Thursday." 

'•If  your  pockets  are  all  full  of  money,  it  can  make  no  difference  to 
me.  I'm  sorry  to  say  I  cannot  take  you  in,  Mrs.  Lews :  and  now  I 
liave  said  all  I  mean  to  say," 

Mrs.  Lewis  went  about  the  house,  looking  for  Mrs.  Lake,  and  did  not 
find  her.  She,  not  as  strong-minded  as  Miss  Dinah,  had  bolted  herself 
into  the  best  bedroom,  just  then  unoccupied.  So  Mrs.  Lewis,  not  to  be 
baffled  as  to  the  ball,  went  out  to  look  for  other  lodgings,  and  found 
them  in  Foregate  Street. 

"  But  we  shall  be  home  on  Saturday,"  she  said  to  Anne,  as  they 
were  starting  this  second  time  for  Worcester,  on  the  Wednesday  morn- 
ing, the  finery  for  the  ball  behind  them  in  two  huge  trunks.  ''  I  have 
to  pay  a  great  deal  for  the  rooms,  and  can't  afford  to  stay  longer  than 
that.  And  mind  that  you  and  Sally  get  the  house  in  order  whilst  we 
are  away ;  it's  a  beautiful  opportunity  to  clean  it  thoroughly  down : 
and  get  on  as  quickly  as  you  can  with  the  needlework," 


"  Why,  my  dear  young  lassie,  I  am  not  able  to  help  you  in  such  a 
thing  as  this.    You  had  better  see  the  master  himself." 

Anne  had  lost  no  time.  Leaving  Sally  to  the  cleaning,  she  dressed 
and  walked  over  on  the  Wednesday  afternoon  to  Bellwood,  Sir  Robert 
Tenby's  seat.  She  explained  her  business  to  Mrs.  Macbean,  the  old 
family  housekeeper,  and  asked  whether  she  could  help  her  into  any 
good  family. 

"  Nae,  nae,  child.  I  live  down  here  all  my  days,  and  I  know  nothing 
of  the  gentlefolks  in  the  great  world.     The  master  knows  them  all." 

"  I  did  think  once  of  asking  if  I  might  see  Sir  Robert ;  but  my  courage 
fails  me  now,"  said  Anne. 

"  And  why  should  it  ?  "  returned  the  old  lady.  "  If  there's  one  man 
more  ready  than  another  to  do  a  kindness,  or  more  sociable  to  speak 
with,  it's  Sir  Robert  Tenby.  He  takes  after  his  mother  for  that,  my 
late  dear  lady ;  not  after  his  father.  Sir  George  was  a  bit  proud.  I'll 
go  and  tell  Sir  Robert  what  you  want." 

Sir  Robert  Avas  in  his  favourite  room  ;  a  small  one,  with  a  bright  fire 
in  it,  its  purple  chairs  and  curtains  bordered  with  gold.  It  was  bright 
altogether,  Anne  thought  as  she  entered :  for  he  said  he  would  see  her. 
The  windows  looked  out  on  a  green  velvet  lawn,  with  beds  of  early 
flowers,  and  thence  to  the  park ;  and,  beyond  all,  to  the  chain  of  the 
Malvern  Hills,  rising  against  the  blue  sky.     The  baronet  sat  near  one 
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of  the  windows,  some  books  on  a  small  table  at  his  elbow.  He  came 
forward  to  shake  hands  with  Anne,  and  gave  her  a  chair  opposite  his 
own.  And,  what  with  his  good  homely  face  and  its  smile  of  welcome, 
and  his  sociable,  unpretending  words,  Anne  felt  at  home  at  once. 

In  her  own  quiet  wa_y,  so  essentially  that  of  a  lady  in  its  unaffected 
truth,  she  told  him  what  she  Avanted  :  to  find  a  home  in  some  good 
family,  who  would  be  kind  to  lier  in  return  for  her  services,  and  pay 
her  as  much  as  would  serve  to  buy  her  gowns  and  bonnets.  Sir  Robert 
Tenby,  no  stranger  to  the  gossip  rife  in  the  neighbourhood,  had  heard 
of  the  unjust  will,  and  of  Anne's  treatment  by  the  new  wife. 

"  It  is,  I  imagine,  impossible  for  a  young  lady  to  get  into  a  good 
fomily  without  an  introduction,"  said  Anne.  "And  I  thought — per- 
haps— you  might  speak  for  me,  sir :  you  do  know  a  little  of  me.  I 
have  no  one  else  to  recommend  me." 

He  did  not  answer  for  the  moment :  he  sat  looking  at  her.  Anne 
blushed,  and  went  on,  hoping  she  was  not  offending  him. 

"  No  one  else,  I  mean,  avIio  possesses  your  influence,  and  mixes 
habitually  with  the  gi'eat  world.  1  should  not  care  to  take  service  in 
an  inferior  family  :  my  poor  flither  would  not  have  liked  it." 

"  Take  service,"  said  he,  repeating  the  word.  "  It  is  as  governess 
that  you  wish  to  go  out  ?  " 

"  As  nursery  governess,  I  thought.  I  may  not  aspire  to  any  better 
position,  for  I  know  nothing  of  accomplishments.  But  little  children 
need  to  be  taught  French  and  German ;  I  could  do  that." 

"  You  speak  French  well,  of  covu'se  ?  " 

"  As  a  native.  German  also.  And  I  think  I  speak  good  English, 
and  could  teach  it.  And  oh,  sir,  if  you  did  chance  to  know  of  any 
family  who  would  engage  me,  I  should  be  so  grateful  to  j'ou." 

"  French,  English,  and  German,"  said  he,  smiling.  "  Well,  I  can't 
tell  what  the  great  Avorld,  as  you  put  it,  may  call  accomplishments; 
but  I  think  those  three  enough  for  anybody." 

Anne  smiled  too.  "  They  are  only  languages,  Sir  Robert.  They 
are  not  music  and  drawing.  Had  my  dear  mamma  suspected  I  should 
have  to  earn  my  own  living,  she  would  have  had  me  educated  for  it." 

"  T  think  it  is  a  very  hard  thing  that  you  should  have  to  earn  it," 
spoke  Sir  Robert. 

Anne  glanced  up  through  her  wet  ej^e-lashes  :  reminiscences  of  her 
mother  always  brought  tears.  "  There's  no  heli)  for  it,  sir  ;  I  have  not 
a  shilling  in  the  world." 

"  And  no  home  but  one  that  you  are  ill-treated  in — made  to  do  the 
work  of  a  servant  ?     Is  it  not  so  ?  " 

Anne  coloured  painfully.  How  did  he  know  this?  Generous  to 
Mrs.  Lewis  in  spite  of  all,  she  did  not  care  to  s})eak  of  it  herself. 

"  And  if  people  did  not  think  me  clever  enough  to  teach,  sir,"  she 
went  on,  passing  over  his  question,  "  I  might  perhaps  go  out  to  be 
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useful  in  other  ways.  I  can  make  French  cakes  and  sliow  a  cook  how 
to  make  French  dishes  ;  and  I  can  read  aloud  well,  and  do  all  kinds  of 
needlework.  Some  old  lady,  who  has  ncf  children  of  her  own,  might  be 
glad  to  have  me." 

"  I  think  many  an  old  lady  would,"  said  he.  The  remark  put  her 
in  spirits.     She  gi-ew  animated. 

"  Oh,  do  you !  I  am  so  glad.  If  you  should  know  of  one,  sir,  would 
you  please  to  tell  her  of  me  ?  " 

Sir  Robert  nodded,  and  Anne  rose  to  leave.     He  rose  also. 

"  If  I  could  be  so  fortunate  as  to  get  into  such  a  home  as  this,  with 
some  kind  old  lady  for  my  friend  and  mistress,  I  should  be  quite  happy," 
she  said,  in  the  simplicity  of  her  heart.  ''  How  pleasant  this  room  is  ! 
and  how  beautiful  it  is  outside !  " — pausing  to  look  at  the  early  flowers, 
as  she  passed  the  window. 

"  Do  you  know  Bellwood  ?     Were  you  ever  here  before  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,  never." 

Sir  Robert  put  on  his  hat  and  went  out  with  her,  showing  her  some 
pretty  spots  about  the  groimds.  Anne  was  enchanted,  especially  with 
the  rocks  and  the  cascades.  Versailles,  she  thought,  could  not  be 
better  than  Bellwood. 

''And  when  you  hear  of  anything,  sir,  you  will  please  to  let  me 
know  ?  "  she  said,  in  parting. 

"  Yes.  You  had  better  come  again  soon.  This  is  Wednesday : 
suppose  you  call  on  Friday.     Will  you  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  shall  be  only  too  glad.  I  will  be  sure  to  come.  Good-bye, 
Sir  Robert :  and  thank  you  very,  very  much." 

She  went  home  with  a  light  heart :  she  had  not  felt  so  happy  since 
her  father  died. 

"How  good  he  is!  how  kind!  a  true  gentleman,"  she  thought. 
"And  what  a  good  thing  he  fixed  Friday  instead  of  Saturday,  for  on 
Saturday  they  will  be  at  home.  But  it  is  hardly  possible  that  he  will 
have  heard  of  any  place  by  that  time,  unless  he  has  one  in  his  eye." 

It  was  Friday  afternoon  before  Anne  could  get  to  Bellwood,  and 
rather  late,  also.  She  asked,  as  before,  for  ]\Irs.  Macbean,  not  liking 
to  ask  direct  for  Sir  Robert  Tenby.  Sir  Robert  was  out,  but  was 
expected  in  every  minute,  and  Anne  waited  in  ^Irs.  ^lacbean's 
parloiu-. 

"  Do  you  think  he  has  heard  of  anything  for  me  ?  "  was  one  of  the 
first  questions  she  put. 

"  Eh,  my  dear,  and  how  should  I  know  ?  "  was  the  old  lady's  reply. 
"  He  does  not  tell  me  of  his  affairs.  Not  but  what  he  talks  to  me  a 
good  deal,  and  always  like  a  friend:  he  does  not  forget  that  my  lute 
leddy,  his  mother,  made  more  of  a  friend  of  me  than  a  servant  ^lany's 
the  half-hour  he  keeps  me  talking  in  his  parlour ;  and  always  bids  me 
take  the  easiest  seat  there.     I  wish  he  would  marrv  !  " 
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"  Do  you  ?  "  replied  Anne,  mechanically :  for  she  was  thinking  more 
of  her  own  concerns  than  Sh'  Kobert's. 

"  Why,  yes,  that  I  do.  It's*a  lonely  life  for  him  at  best,  the  one  he 
leads.  I've  not  scrupled  to  tell  him,  times  and  oft,  that  he  ought  to 
bring  a  mistress  home Eh,  but  there  he  is  !     That's  his  step." 

As  before,  Anne  went  into  the  pretty  room  that  Sir  Robert,  when 
alone,  mostly  sat  in.  Three  or  four  opened  letters  lay  upon  tlie  table, 
and  she  wondered  whether  they  related  to  her. 

"  No,  I  have  as  yet  no  news  for  you,"  he  said,  smiling  at  her  eager 
face,  and  keeping  her  hand  in  his  while  he  spoke.  "  You  Avill  have  to 
come  again  for  it.     Sit  down." 

"  But  if — if  you  have  nothing  to  tell  me  to-day,  I  had  better  not  take 
up  your  time,"  said  Anne,  not  hking  to  appear  intrusive. 

''  My  time  !  If  you  knew  how  slowly  time  some  days  seems  to  pass 
for  me,  you  would  have  no  scruple  about  '  taking  it  up.'  Sit  liere. 
This  is  a  pleasant  seat." 

With  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  outer  landscape,  Anne  sat  on  and  listened 
to  him.  He  talked  of  various  things,  and  she  felt  as  mucli  at  her  ease 
(as  she  told  me  that  same  evening)  as  though  she  had  been  talking 
with  me.  Afterwards  she  felt  half  afraid  she  had  been  too  open,  for 
she  told  him  all  about  her  childhood's  home  in  France  and  her  dear 
mother.     It  was  growing  dusk  when  she  got  up  to  go. 

"  Will  you  come  again  on  Monday  afternoon  ?  "  he  asked.  "  I  shall 
be  out  in  the  morning." 

"  If  I  can,  sir.  Oh  yes,  if  I  can.  But  Mrs.  Lewis,  who  will  be  at 
home  then,  does  not  want  me  to  take  a  situation  at  all,  and  she  may 
not  let  me  come  out." 

"  I  should  come  ■\^^thout  telling  her,"  smiled  Sir  Eobert.  "  Not 
want  you  to  leave  home,  eh  ?  Would  you  like  to  stay  there  to  make 
the  puddings  ?  Ay,  I  understand.  Well,  I  shall  expect  you  on  Monday. 
There  may  be  some  news,  you  know." 

And,  somehow,  Anne  took  up  the  notion  that  there  would  be  news, 
his  tone  sounded  so  hopeful.  All  the  way  home  her  feet  seemed  to 
tread  on  air. 

On  the  Sunday  evening,  when  they  were  all  sitting  together  at  May- 
thorn  Bank,  and  Anne  had  no  particular  duty  on  hand,  she  took  courage 
to  tell  of  what  she  had  done,  and  that  Sir  Robert  Tenby  was  so  good 
as  to  interest  himself  for  her.  Mrs.  Lewis  was  indignant ;  the  young 
ladies  were  pleasantly  satirical. 

"  As  nm-sery  governess  :  you ! "  mocked  Miss  Julia.  "  What  shall 
you  teach  your  pupils?     To  play  at  cats'  cradle?  " 

"Why,  you  know,  Anne,  you  are  not  fit  for  a  governess,"  said 
Fanny,  "  It  would  be  quite — quite  wicked  of  you  to  make  believe  to 
be  one,  You  never  learnt  a  note  of  music.  You  can't  draw.  You 
can't  paint." 
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"  You  had  better  go  to  school  yourself,  firyt,"  ynai^ped  Mrs.  Lewis. 
''  I  will  not  allow  you  to  take  such  a  step :  so  put  all  tiiought  of  it  out 
of  j'our  head." 

Anne  leaned  her  aching  brow  upon  her  hand  in  perplexity.  Was 
she  so  mifit  ?  Would  it  be  wicked  ?  She  determined  to  put  the  case 
fully  befoi-e  her  kind  friend,  Sir  Robert  Tenby,  and  ask  his  opinion. 

Providing  that  she  could  get  to  Sir  Robert's.  Ask  leave  to  go,  she 
dare  not ;  for  she  knew  the  answer  would  be  a  point-blank  refusal. 

But  fortune  favoured  her.  Between  three  and  four  o'clock  on 
IMonday  afternoon,  Mrs.  Le-\\is  and  her  daughters  dressed  themselves 
and  sailed  away  to  call  on  some  people  at  South  Crabb  ;  which  lay  in 
just  the  contrary  direction  to  Bellwood.  They  left  Anne  a  heap  of 
sewing  to  do  :  but  she  left  the  sewing  and  went  out  on  her  own  score. 
I  met  her  near  the  Ravine.  She  told  me  what  she  had  done,  and 
looked  bright  and  Hushed  over  it. 

"Mrs.  Lews  is  one  cat,  and  they  are  two  other  cats,  Anne.  Tod 
saj's  so.    Good-bye.     Good  luck  to  you  !  " 

"Eh,  my  dear,  and  I  -was  beginning  to  think  you  didna  mean  to 
come,"  was  Mrs.  Macbean's  salutation.  "  But  Sir  Robert  is  nae  back 
yet,  he  has  been  out  on  horseback  since  the  morning  ;  and  he  said  you 
were  to  wait  for  him.  So  just  take  your  bonnet  off,  and  you  shall  have 
a  cup  of  tea  with  me  !  " 

Nothing  loth,  Anne  took  off  her  outdoor  things.  "They  will  be 
home  before  I  am,  and  find  me  gone  out,"  she  reflected ;  "  but  they 
can't  quite  kill  me  for  it."  The  old  lady  rang  her  bell  for  tea,  and 
thought  what  a  nice  and  pretty  young  gentlewoman  Anne  looked  in 
lier  plain  black  dress  with  its  white  frilling,  and  the  handsome  jet 
necklace  that  had  been  her  mother's. 

But  before  the  tea  could  be  made,  Sir  Robert  Tenby's  horse  trotted 
up,  and  they  heard  him  go  to  his  sitting-room.  Mrs.  Macbean  took 
Anne  into  his  presence,  saving  at  the  same  time  that  she  had  been 
about  to  gire  the  young  lady  a  cup  of  tea. 

"I  should  like  some  tea,  too,"  said  Sir  Robert;  "Miss  Lewis  can 
take  it  with  me.     Send  it  in." 

It  came  in  upon  a  waiter,  and  was  placed  upon  the  table.  Anne, 
at  his  request,  put  sugar  and  cream  into  his  cup,  handed  it  to  him,  and 
then  took  her  own.  He  was  looking  very  thoughtful ;  she  seemed  to 
fancy  he  had  no  good  news  for  her,  as  he  did  not  speak  of  it ;  and  her 
heart  went  down,  down.  In  a  very  timid  tone,  slie  told  him  of  the 
depreciating  opinion  held  of  her  talents  at  home,  and  begged  him  to 
say  what  he  thought,  for  she  should  not  like  to  be  guilty  of  undertaking 
any  duty  she  was  not  fully  competent  to  fulfil. 

"  Will  you  take  some  more  tea  ?  "  was  all  Sir  Robert  said  in  answer. 

"  No,  thank  you,  sir." 

"  Another  biscuit  ?    No  ?    We  will  send  the  tray  away  then." 
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Riugiug  the  bell,  a  servant  came  in  and  removed  the  things.  Sir 
Robert,  standing  at  the  window,  and  looking  down  at  Anne  as  she  sat, 
began  to  speak. 

"  I  think  there  might  be  more  difficulty  in  getting  you  a  situation  as 
governess  than  we  thought  for  ;  one  that  would  be  quite  suited  to  you, 
at  least.     Perhaps  another  kind  of  situation  would  do  better  for  you." 

Her  whole  foce,  turned  up  to  him  with  its  gaze  of  expectancy, 
changed  to  sadness ;  the  light  in  her  eyes  died  away.  It  seemed  so 
like  the  knell  of  all  her  hopes.     Sir  Robert  only  smiled. 

"  If  you  could  bring  yourself  to  take  it — and  to  like  it."  he  con- 
tinued. 

"  But  what  situation  is  it,  sir?  " 

"  That  of  my  wife.     That  of  Lady  of  Bellwood." 

Just  for  a  moment  or  two  she  simply  stared  at  him.  When  his 
meaning  reached  her  comprehension,  her  face  turned  red  and  white 
Avith  emotion.  Sir  Robert  took  her  hand  and  spoke  more  full}-.  He 
had  learnt  to  like  her  very  very  much,  to  esteem  her,  and  wished  her 
to  be  his  wife. 

"  I  am  aware  that  there  is  a  good  deal  of  difference  in  our  ages,  my 
dear ;  more  than  twenty  years,"  he  went  on,  while  she  sat  in  silence. 
"But  I  think  you  might  lind  happiness  with  me;  I  will  do  my  very 
best  to  insure  it.  Better  be  my  wife  than  a  nursery  governess.  "What 
do  you  say  ?  " 

"  Oh,  sir,  I  do  not  know  what  to  say,"  she  answered,  trembling  a 
little.  "  It  is  so  unexpected — and  a  great  honour — and — and  I  am 
overwhelmed." 

''  Could  vou  like  me  ?  "  he  crentlv  asked. 

"  I  do  like  you,  sir ;  very  much.  But  this— this  would  be  different. 
Perhaps  you  would  let  me  take  until  to-morrow  to  think  about  it  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  will.  Bring  me  \-our  answer  then.  Bring  it  yourself, 
whatever  it  may  be." 

"  I  will,  sir.     And  I  thank  you  very  gi-eatly." 

All  night  long  iVnne  Lewis  lay  awake.  Should  she  take  this  good 
man  for  her  husband,  or  should  she  not?  She  did  like  him  very  much  : 
and  what  a  position  it  would  be  for  her ;  and  how  sheltered  she  would 
be  henceforth  from  the  frowns  of  the  world  !  Anne  might  never  have 
hesitated,  but  for  the  remains  of  her  love  for  Mr.  Angerstyne.  That 
was  passing  away  from  her  heart  day  by  day,  as  she  knew ;  it  would 
soon  have  passed  entirely.  She  could  never  feel  that  same  love  again ; 
it  was  over  and  done  with  for  ever ;  but  there  was  surely  no  reason  why 
she  should  sacrifice  all  her  future  to  its  remembrance.  Yes :  she  would 
accept  Sir  Robert  Tenby  :  and  would,  by  the  help  of  Heaven,  make  him 
a  true,  faithful,  good  wife. 

It  was  nearl}^  dusk  the  next  afternoon  before  she  could  leave  the 
house.   Mrs.  Lewis  had  kept  lier  in  sight  so  long  that  she  feared  she  might 
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not  find  the  opportunity  that  day.  She  ran  all  the  way  to  Bellwood, 
anxious  to  keep  her  promise  :  she  could  not  bear  to  seem  to  trifle,  even 
for  a  moment,  with  this  good  and  considerate  man.  Sir  Roliert  was 
waiting  for  her  in  a  glow  of  firelight.  He  came  forward,  took  both  her 
hands  in  his,  and  looked  into  her  face  inquiringly'. 

"Well?" 

"Yes,  sir,  if  you  still  wish  to  take  me.  I  will  try  to  l)e  to  you  a 
loving  wife  ;  obedient  and  faithful." 

With  a  sigh  of  relief,  he  sat  down  on  a  sofa  that  was  drawn  to  the 
tire  and  placed  her  beside  him,  holding  her  hand  still. 

"  My  dear,  I  thank  you :  you  have  made  me  very  happy.  You  shall 
never  have  cause  to  repent  it." 

"  It  is  so  strange,"  she  whispered,  "  that  you  should  wait  all  these 
years,  with  the  world  to  choose  from,  and  then  think  of  mc  at  last !  I 
can  scarcely  believe  it." 

"  Ay,  I  suppose  it  is  strange.  But  I  must  tell  you  something,  Anne. 
When  quite  a  youth,  only  one-and-twenty,  there  was  a  young  lady 
whom  I  dearly  loved.  She  was  poor,  and  not  of  much  family,  and  my 
father  forbade  the  miion.  She  married  some  one  else,  and  died.  It  is 
for  the  love  of  her  I  have  kept  single  all  these  years.  But  I  shall  not 
make  you  the  less  good  husband." 

"  And  I — I  wish  to  tell  you  that  /  once  cared  for  some  one,"  whis- 
pered Anne,  in  her  straightforward  honesty.  "It  is  all  over  and  done 
with  ;  but  I  did  like  him  very  much." 

"  Then,  my  dear,  we  shall  be  even,"  he  said,  with  a  meny  smile. 
"  The  one  cannot  reproach  the  other.  And  now — this  is  the  beginning 
of  April  r  before  the  month  shall  have  closed  you  had  better  come  to 
me.  We  have  nothing  to  wait  for;  and  I  do  not  like,  now  that  you 
belong  to  me,  to  leave  you  one  moment  longer  than  is  needful  with  that 
lady  whom  you  are  forced  to  call  stepmother." 

How  Anne  reached  home  that  late  afternoon  she  hardly  knew :  she 
knew  still  less  how  to  bring  the  news  out.  In  the  course  of  the  follow- 
ing morning  she  tried  to  do  so,  and  made  a  bungle  of  it. 

"  Sir  Rol)ert  not  going  to  get  you  a  situation  as  governess  !  "  inter- 
rupted Julia,  before  Anne  had  half  finished.  "  Of  course  he  is  not. 
He  knows  you  are  not  capable  of  taking  one.  /  thought  how  much  he 
was  intending  to  help  you.  You  must  have  had  plenty  of  cheek,  Anne, 
to  trouble  him." 

"  I  am  going  to  be  his  wife  instead,"  said  poor  Anne,  meekly.  "  He 
has  asked  me  to  be.  And — and  it  is  to  be  very  soon ;  and  he  is  coming 
to  see  Mrs.  Lewis  this  morning." 

Mrs.  Lewis,  sitting  back  in  an  easy-chair,  her  feet  on  the  fender, 
dropped  the  book  she  was  reading  to  stare  at  Anne.  Julia  burst  into  a 
laugh  of  incredulitj'.     Her  mother  echoed  it,  and  spoke — 

"  You  poor  infatuated  girl !    This  comes  of  being  brought  up  on 
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French  soup.  But  Sir  Robert  Tenby  has  no  right  to  play  jokes  upon 
you.     I  shall  write  and  tell  him  so." 

"  I — think — he  is  there,"  stammered  Anne. 

There  he  was.  A  handsome  carriage  was  drawing  up  to  the  gate, 
the  baronet's  badge  upon  its  panels.  Sir  Robert  sat  inside.  A  footman 
came  up  the  path  and  thundered  at  the  door. 

Not  very  long  afterwards— it  was  in  the  month  of  June — Anne  and 
her  husband  were  guests  at  a  London  crush  in  Berkeley  Square.  It 
was  too  crowded  to  be  pleasant.  Anne  began  to  look  tired,  and  Sir 
Robert  whispered  to  her  that  if  she  had  had  enough  of  it,  they  would 
go  home.  "  Very  glafUy,"  she  answered,  and  turned  to  say  good-night 
to  her  hostess. 

"  Anne  !     How  are  j'^ou  ?  " 

The  imexpected  interruption,  in  a  voice  she  knew  quite  well,  and 
which  sent  a  thrill  through  her,  even  yet,  arrested  Aime  in  her  course. 
There  stood  Henry  Angerstyne,  his  hand  held  out  in  greeting,  a  con- 
fident smile,  as  if  assuming  she  could  only  receive  him  joyfully,  on  his 
handsome  face. 

"  I  am  so  much  surprised  to  see  you  here ;  so  delighted  to  meet  you 
once  again.  Miss  Lewis." 

"  You  mistake,  sir,"  replied  Anne,  in  a  cold,  proud  tone,  drawing  her 
head  a  little  up.     "  I  am  Lady  Tenby." 

Walking  forward,  she  put  her  arm  within  her  husband's,  who  waited 
for  her.  Mr.  Angerstyne  understood  it  at  once  ;  it  needed  not  the 
almost  bridal  robes  of  white  silk  and  lace  to  enlighteu  him.  She  was 
not  altered.  She  looked  just  the  same  single-minded,  honest-hearted 
girl  as  ever,  with  a  pleasant  word  for  all — except  just  in  the  moment 
when  she  had  spoken  to  him. 

"  I  am  glad  of  it :  she  deserves  her  good  fortune,"  he  thought  heartily. 
With  all  his  faults,  few  men  could  be  more  generously  just  than  Henry 
Angerstyne. 


XV. 

THE  KEY   OF   THE   CHURCH. 

"Johnny,  you  will  have  to  take  the  organ  on  Sunday." 

The  words  gave  me  a  surprise.  I  turned  short  round  on  the  music- 
stool,  wondering  whether  Mrs.  Todhetley  spoke  in  jest  or  earnest.  But 
her  face  was  quite  serious,  as  she  sat,  her  hands  on  her  lap,  and  her 
lame  finger— the  fore-finger  of  the  left  hand — stretched  out. 

"  I  take  the  organ,  good  mother  I     What's  that  for?  " 

"Because  I  was  to  have  taken  it,  Johnny,  and  tliis  accident  to  my 
finger  will  prevent  it." 

We  had  just  got  home  to  Dyke  Manor  from  school  for  the  Michaelmas 
holidays.  Not  a  week  of  them :  for  this  was  Wednesday  afternoon, 
and  we  should  go  back  the  following  Monday.  Mrs.  Todhetley  had 
cut  her  finger  very  seriously  in  carving  some  cold  beef  on  the  previous 
day.     Old  Duffham  had  put  it  into  splints. 

"  Where's  Mr.  Richards?"  I  asked,  alluding  to  the  church  organist. 

"  Well,  it  is  rather  a  long  tale,  Johnny.  A  good  deal  of  dissatisfaction 
has  existed,  as  you  know,  between  him  and  the  congregation." 

"  Through  his  loud  playing." 
"'  "  Just  so.  And  now  he  has  resigned  in  a  huff.  jSIr.  Holland  called 
yesterday  morning  to  ask  if  I  would  help  them  at  the  pinch  by  taking 
the  organ  for  a  Sunday  or  two,  until  matters  were  smoothed  with 
Richards,  or  some  fresh  organist  was  found ;  and  I  pronn"setl  him  I 
would.  In  the  evening,  this  accident  happened  to  my  finger.  So  yon 
must  take  it  in  my  place,  Johnny." 

"  And  if  I  break  down?  " 

"  Not  you.     Why  should  you  ?  " 

"  I  am  out  of  practice." 

"  There's  plenty  of  time  to  get  up  your  practice  between  now  and 
Sunday.  Don't  make  objections,  my  dear.  We  should  all  do  what 
little  we  can  to  help  others  in  a  time  of  need." 

I  said  no  more.  As  she  observed,  there  was  plenty  of  time  between 
now  and  Sunday.     And,  not  to  lose  time,  I  went  off  there  and  then. 

The  church  stood  in  a  lonely  spot,  ac  I  think  you  know,  and  I  took 
the  way  across  the  fields  to  it.  '\\'Tiistling  softly,  I  went  along,  fixing 
in  my  mind  upon  tlie  chants  and  hymns.     Ours  was  rather  a  primitive 


368  JOHNNY   LUDLOW. 

service.  The  organ  repertoire  included  only  about  a  dozen  chants  and 
double  that  number  of  hymns.  It  had  this  advantage — that  they  were 
all  familiar  to  the  congregation,  who  could  join  in  the  singing  at  will, 
and  the  singers  had  no  need  to  practise.  Mr.  Richards  had  lately 
introduced  a  different  style  of  music,  and  it  was  not  liked. 

'■  Let  me  see  :  I'll  make  it  just  the  opposite  of  Richard's.  For  the 
morning  we  will  have  the  thirty-seventh  psalm,  'Depend  on  God:' 
there's  real  music  in  that ;  and  '  Jenisalem  the  Golden.'  And  for  the 
afternoon,  '  Abide  A\ath  me,'  and  the  Evening  Hymn.     Mornington's 

Chant;  and  the  Grand  Chant;  and  the Halloa,  Fred!     Is  it 

you?" 

A  lithe,  straight-limbed  young  fellow  was  turning  out  of  the  little 
valley  :  on  his  way  (as  I  guessed)  from  the  Parsonage.  It  was  Fred 
Westerbrook  :  old  Westerbrook's  nephew  at  the  Narrow  Dyke  Farm — • 
or,  as  we  abbreviated  it,  the  N.  D.  Farm. 

"  How  are  you,  Johnny  ?  " 

His  face  and  voice  were  alike  subdued  as  he  shook  hands.  I  asked 
after  INlr.  and  Mrs.  Westerbrook. 

"They  are  both  well,  for  anything  I  know,"  he  answered.  "The 
N.  D.  Farm  is  no  longer  my  home,  Johnny." 

Had  he  told  me  the  Manor  was  no  longer  uiue,  I  could  not  have 
been  more  surprised. 

"  Why,  how  is  that,  Fred  ?  " 

'■  They  have  turned  me  out  of  it." 

"  What— this  morning  ?  " 

'•  This  morning — no.     Two  months  ago." 

'•  And  why  ?     I  never  thought  it  would  come  to  that." 

"  Because  they  wanted  to  get  rid  of  me,  that's  why.  Gisby  has  been 
the  prime  mover  in  it — the  chief  snake  in  the  gi-ass.  He  is  worse  than 
she  is." 

''  And  what  are  you  doing  ?  " 

"  Nothing :  except  knocking  about.  I'd  be  off  to  America  to-morrow 
and  try  my  luck  there  if  I  had  a  fifty-pound  note  in  my  pocket.  I 
went  up  to  the  farm  last  week,  and  made  an  appeal  to  my  uncle  to  help 
me  to  it,  and  be  rid  of  me " 

"  And  would  he  ?  "  I  interrupted,  too  eager  to  let  him  finish. 

"  Would  he!'"  repeated  Fred,  savagely.  "He  bade  me  go  to  a 
place  unmeationable.  He  tln-eatened  to  drive  me  off  the  premises  if 
ever  I  put  foot  on  them  again." 

"  I  am  very  sorry.     What  shall  you  do?  "  I  asked. 

"  Heaven  knows  !     Perhaps  turn  poacher." 

"  Nonsense,  Fred !  " 

"/«  it  nonsense!"  he  retorted,  taking  off  his  low-crowned  hat  and 
passing  his  hand  passionately  o\'er  his  wavy,  auburn  hair — about  the 
nicest  hair  I  ever  saw.    People  said  Fred  was  proud  of  it.    He  was  a 
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good-looking  young  fellow  altogether  j  with  a  clear,  fresh  face,  and 
steady  grey  eyes. 

"You  don't  know  what  it  is  to  be  ^oaf/«/,  Johnny,"  lie  said.  '-I 
can  tell  you  I  am  ripe  for  any  mischief.  And  a  man  must  live.  But 
for  one  thing,  I  swear  I  wouldn't  keep  straiglit." 

I  knew  what  thing  he  meant  quite  well.  "  What  does  she  say  about 
it  ?  "  I  asked. 

'"  What  can  she  say?  My  uncle  has  insulted  her  to  her  face,  and 
made  me  out  at  the  Parsonage  to  be  a  downright  scamp.  Oh,  I  go  in 
for  all  that's  bad,  according  to  him,  I  assure  you,  Johnny  Ludlow." 

"  Do  you  never  see  her  ?  " 

"It  is  chiefly  by  chance  if  I  do.  I  have  just  been  up  there  now, 
sitting  for  half-an-hour  with  her  in  the  old  study.  There  was  no 
opportunity  for  a  private  word,  though ;  the  young  ones  were  dodging 
around,  playing  at  '  Salt  Fish ' — if  you  know  the  delectable  game. 
Good-bye,  Johnny  lad." 

He  strode  oft'  with  an  angry  fire  in  his  eye.  I  felt  very  sorry  for 
him.  We  all  liked  Fred  Westerbrook.  He  had  his  faults,  I  suppose, 
but  he  was  one  of  the  most  open-natured  fellows  in  the  world. 

Dashing  in  at  Clerk  Bumford's  for  the  key  of  the  church,  I  sat  down 
to  the  organ  :  an  antiquated  instrument,  whose  bellows  were  worked 
by  the  player's  feet,  as  are  some  of  the  modern  harmoniums;  but,  as 
far  as  tone  went,  it  was  not  bad — rather  rich  and  sweet.  All  througli 
the  practice  my  mind  was  running  on  Fred  Westerbrook  and  liis 
uncle.  The  parish  had  said  long  ago  they  would  come  to  a  blow-up 
some  time. 

The  N.  D.  Farm  stood  about  three-quarters  of  a  mile  on  the  other 
side  the  church,  beyond  Mr.  Page's.  It  had  a  good  house  upon  it,  and 
consisted  of  two  or  three  hundred  acres  of  land.  But  its  owner,  Mr. 
Westerbrook,  rented  a  great  deal  more  land  that  lay  contiguous  to  it, 
which  rendered  it  altogether  one  of  the  most  considerable  farms  round 
about.  Up  to  fifty  years  of  age,  Mr.  Westerbrook  had  not  married. 
Fred,  his  dead  brother's  son,  had  been  adopted  by  him,  and  was 
regarded  as  his  heir.  The  farm  had  been  owned  by  the  Westerbrooks 
for  untold-of  years,  and  it  w-as  not  likely  a  stranger  in  blood  and  name 
would  be  allowed  to  inherit  it.  So  Fred  had  lived  there  as  the  son 
and  heir,  and  been  made  much  of. 

But,  to  the  surprise  of  every  one,  Mr.  Westerbrook  took  it  iulo  his 
head  to  marry,  although  he  was  fifty  years  old.  It  was  thought  to  be 
a  foolish  act,  and  the  parish  talked  freely.  She  was  a  widow  without 
children,  of  a  grasping  nature,  and  not  at  all  nice  in  temper.  A  high- 
spirited  boy  of  fourteen,  as  Fred  was,  would  be  hardly  likely  to  get  on 
with  her.  She  interfered  with  him  in  the  holidays,  and  thwarted  him, 
and  told  sneaking  tales  of  him  to  his  uncle.  It  went  on  pretty  smoothly 
enough,  however,  until  Fred  left  school,  which  he  did  at  eighteen,  to 

Johnny  Ludlow,— II.  ^4 
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take  up  his  abode  at  home  for  good  and  busy  himself  about  the  farm. 
Upon  the  death  of  the  baiHfF  some  three  years  later,  she  sent  for  one 
Gisby,  from  a  distance,  and  got  Mr,  Westerbrook  to  instal  him  in  the 
bailiff's  vacant  place.  This  Gisby  was  a  dark  little  man  of  middle  age, 
and  was  said  to  be  distantly  related  to  her.  He  proved  to  be  an 
excellent  farmer  and  manager,  and  did  his  duty  Avell;  but  from  the 
first  he  and  Fred  were  just  at  daggers-drawn.  Presuming  upon  his 
relationship  to  the  mistress,  Gisby  treated  Fred  in  an  off-hand  manner, 
telling  him  sometimes  to  do  this  and  not  to  do  the  other,  as  he  did  the 
men.  Of  course,  Fred  did  not  stand  that,  and  offered  to  pitch  him  into 
next  week  unless  he  kept  his  place  better. 

But,  as  the  years  went  on,  the  antagonism  against  Fred  penetrated 
to  Mr.  Westerbrook.  She  was  always  at  work  with  her  covert  whispers, 
as  was  Gisby  with  his  outspoken  accusations  of  him,  and  Avith  all  sorts 
of  tales  of  his  wrong-doing.  They  had  the  ear  of  the  master,  and  Fred 
could  not  fight  against  it.  Perhaps  he  did  not  try  to  do  so.  Whisper- 
ing, and  meanness,  and  underhand  doing  of  any  kind,  were  foreign  to 
his  nature  ;  he  was  rather  too  outspoken,  and  he  turned  on  his  enemies 
freely  and  gave  them  plenty  of  abuse.  It  was  Gisby  who  first  told  Mr. 
Westerbrook  of  the  intimacy,  or  friendship,  or  whatever  you  may 
please  to  call  it,  though  I  suppose  the  right  word  would  be  love,  between 
Fred  and  Edna  Blake.  Edna  was  one  of  a  large  family,  and  had 
come,  a  year  or  two  ago,  to  live  at  the  Parsonage,  being  niece  to  Mrs. 
Holland,  the  parson's  wife.  Mrs.  Holland  was  generally  ill  (and 
fiightfully  incapable),  and  Edna  had  it  all  on  her  hands :  the  house- 
keeping, and  the  six  unruly  children,  and  the  teaching  and  the 
mending,  and  often  the  cooking.  They  paid  her  twenty  pounds 
a-year  for  it.  But  she  was  a  charming  girl,  with  one  of  the  sweetest 
faces  ever  seen,  and  the  gentlest  spirit.  Fred  Westerbrook  had  found 
that  out,  and  the  two  were  deeply  in  love  with  one  another.  Old  Mr. 
Westerbrook  went  into  one  of  his  passions  when  he  heard  of  it,  and 
swore  at  Fred.  Edna  was  not  his  equal,  he  told  him  ;  Fred  must  look 
higlier :  she  had  no  money,  and  her  fWends,  as  was  reported,  were 
only  tradespeoijlo.  Fred  retorted  that  Edna  was  a  mine  of  Avealth  and 
goodness  in  herself,  and  he  had  never  troubled  himself  to  ask  what  her 
friends  might  be.  However,  to  make  short  of  the  story,  matters  had 
grown  more  unpleasant  for  Fred  day  by  day,  and  this  appeared  to  be 
the  end*  of  it,  turning  him  out  of  house  and  home.  He  was  just 
twenty-four  now.  I  don't  wish  to  imply  that  Fred  was  without  faults, 
or  that  he  did  nothing  to  provoke  his  uncle.  He  had  been  wild  the  last 
year  or  two,  and  tumbled  into  a  few  scrapes ;  but  the  probability  is  that 
he  would  have  kept  straight  enough  under  more  favourable  circum- 
stances. The  discomfort  at  home  drove  him  out,  and  he  got  associating 
with  anything  but  choice  company. 

Making  short  work  of  my  playing,  I  took  the  key  back  to  Bumford's, 
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and  ran  home.  Tod  was  in  the  dining-room  with  the  mother,  and  I 
told  them  of  the  meeting  with  Fred  Westerbrook,  Mrs.  Todhctley 
seemed  to  know  all  about  it,  and  said  Fred  had  been  living  at  the 
Silver  Bear. 

"  What  an  awful  shame  of  old  Westerbrook  ! "  broke  out  Tod,  "  To 
turn  a  fellow  away  from  his  home !  " 

"  I  am  afraid  there  are  faults  on  both  sides,"  sighed  Mrs.  Todhctley, 
in  her  gentle  way.     "  Fred  has  not  borne  a  good  character  of  late." 

"  And  who  could  expect  him  to  bear  a  good  one  ?  "  fired  Tod.  "  If  I 
were  turned  out  like  a  dog,  should  I  care  what  I  did  ?  No !  Old 
Westerbrook  and  that  precious  wife  of  his  ought  to  be  kicked.  As  to 
Gisby,  the  sneak,  hanging  would  be  too  good  for  him." 

"  Don't,  Joseph." 

''Don't!''  retorted  Tod.  "But  I  do.  They  deserve  all  the  abuse 
that  can  be  given  them.  I  can  see  her  game.  She  wants  Westerbrook 
to  leave  the  property  to  her :  that's  the  beginning  and  the  end  of  it ; 
and  to  cut  off  poor  Fred  with  a  shilKng." 

"  Of  course  we  are  all  sorry  for  Fred,  Joseph,"  resumed  the  mother. 
"  Very  sorry.  I  know  I  am.  But  he  need  not  do  reckless  things,  and 
lose  his  good  name." 

"  Bother  his  good  name!"  cried  Tod.  "Look  at  their  interference 
about  Edna  Blake.  That  news  came  out  when  we  were  at  home  at 
Midsummer.    Edna  is  as  good  as  they  are." 

"  It  is  a  hopeless  case,  I  fear,  Joseph.  Discarded  by  his  uncle,  all 
his  prospects  are  at  an  end.  He  has  been  all  on  the  wrong  track 
lately,  and  done  many  a  sad  thing." 

"  I  don't  care  what  he  has  done.  He  has  been  driven  to  it.  And 
I'll  stand  up  for  him  through  thick  and  thin." 

Tod  flung  out  of  the  room  with  the  last  words.  It  was  just  Hke  him, 
putting  himself  into  a  way  for  nothing.  It  was  like  somebody  else  too 
— his  father.  I  began  telling  Mrs.  Todhctley  of  the  chants  and  hymns 
I  had  thought  of,  asking  her  if  they  would  do. 

"None  could  be  better,  Johnny.  And  I  onlj'-  wish  j^ou  might  play 
for  us  always." 

A  fine  commotion  arose  next  morning.  We  were  at  breakfast,  when 
Thomas  came  in  to  say  old  Jones,  the  constable,  wanted  to  see  the 
Squire  immediately.  Old  Jones  was  bade  to  enter ;  he  appeared  all  on 
the  shake,  and  his  face  as  white  as  a  sheet.  There  had  been  murder 
done  in  the  night,  he  said.  Master  Fred  Westerbrook  had  shot  Gisby : 
and  he  had  come  to  get  a  warrant  signed  for  Fred's  apprehension. 

"  Goodness  bless  me  !  "  cried  the  Squire,  dropping  his  knife  and  fork, 
and  turning  to  face  old  Jones.     "  How  on  earth  did  it  happen?  " 

"  Well,  your  worship,  'twere  a  poaching  aftray,"  returned  Jones. 
"  Gisby  the  bailiff  have  had  his  suspicious  o'  the  game,  and  he  went 
out  last  night  with  a  man  or  two,  and  met  the  fellows  in  the  open  field 
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on  this  side  the  copse.  There  they  was,  in  the  bright  moonlight,  as 
bold  as  brass,  with  a  bag  o'  game,  Master  Fred  Wcsterbrook  the  fore- 
most on  'em.  A  f.ght  ensued— Gisby  don't  want  for  phick,  he  don't, 
though  he  be  undersized,  and  he  attacked  'em.  Master  Fred  up  with 
his  gun  and  shot  him." 
"Is  Gisby  dead?" 
"  No,  sir;  but  he's  a-dying." 

"  What  a  fool  that  Fred  Westerbrook  must  be  ! "  stormed  the  Squire. 
"  And  I  declare  I  liked  the  young  fellow  amazingly !  It  was  only  last 
night,  Jones,  that  we  were  talking  of  him  here,  taking  his  part  against 
his  uncle." 

"  He  haven't  been  after  much  good,  Squire,  since  he  went  to  live  at 

that  there  Silver  Bear.     Not  Init  what  the  inn's  as  respectable " 

"  Kespectable !— I  should  like  to  know  where  you  would  find  a  more 
respectable  inn,  or  one  better  conducted  ?  "  put  in  Tod,  with  scant 
ceremony.  "  What  do  you  mean,  old  Jones  ?  A  gentleman  can  take 
up  his  abode  at  the  Silver  Bear,  and  not  be  ashamed  of  it." 

"  I  have  nothing  to  say  again'  it,  sir ;  nor  against  Rimmer  neither. 
It  warn't  the  inn  I  was  reflecting  on,  but  on  Master  Fred  himself." 
"  Anyway,  I  don't  believe  this  tale,  Jones." 

'•*  Not  believe  it !  "  returned  Jones,  aghast  at  the  bold  assertion. 
"  Why,  young  Mr.  Todhetley,  the  whole  parish  is  a-ringing  with  it. 
There's  Gisby  a-dying  at  Shepherd's— which  was  the  place  he  were 
carried  to,  being  the  nearest;  and  Shepherd  himself  saw  young  Mr. 
Fred  fire  otf  the  gun." 

"  What  became  of  the  rascally  poachers  ?  "  asked  the  Squire.  "  Who 
were  they .' " 

"  They  got  clean  off",  sir,  every  one  on  'em.  And  they  couldn't  be 
recognized,  they  had  blackened  their  faces.  Master  Fred  was  the 
only  one  who  had  not  disguised  hisself,  which  was  just  like  his  bold- 
ness. They  left  the  game  behind  'em,  your  worship :  a  nice  lot  o' 
])heasants  and  partridges.  Pheasants  too,  the  miscreants ! — and  October 
not  in." 

There  was  not  much  more  breakfast  for  us.  Tod  rushed  off,  and  I 
after  him.  As  Jones  had  said,  the  whole  parish  was  ringing  with  the 
news,  and  we  fomid  people  standing  about  in  groups  to  talk.  The  par- 
ticulars appeared  to  be  as  old  Jones  had  related.  Gisby,  taking 
Shcijlicrd — who  was  herdsman  on  the  N.  D.  Farm— with  him,  and 
another  man  named  Ford,  had  gone  out  to  watch  for  poachers ;  had 
met  half-a-dozen  of  them,  including  Fred  Westerbrook,  and  Fred  had 
shot  Gi.sby. 

The  Silver  Bear  stood  in  the  middle  of  Church  Dykely,  next  door  to 
Perkins  tlic  butcher's.  It  was  kept  by  Henry  Pimmer.  We  made  for 
it,  wondering  whether  Pimmer  could  tell  us  anything.  He  was  in  the 
tap-room,  polishing  the  taps. 
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"  Oh,  it's  true  enough,  young  gentlemen !  "  lie  said,  as  we  Ijurst  in 
upon  him  with  questions.  "And  a  dreadful  thing  it  is.  One  can't 
help  pitying  young  Mr.  Westerbrook." 

"  Look  here,  Eimmer :  do  you  believe  he  did  it?  " 

"  Why,  in  course  he  did,  Master  Johnny  There  was  no  difficulty  in 
knowing  him :  he  was  the  only  one  of  'em  not  disguised.  Shepherd 
says  the  night  was  as  light  as  day.  Gisby  and  him  and  Ford  all  saw 
young  Mr.  Westerbrook,  and  knew  him  as  §oon  as  the  lot  came  in 
sight." 

"  Was  he  at  home  here  last  evening  ?  "  asked  Tod. 

"  He  was  at  home  here,  sir,  till  after  su)j})er.  He  had  been  out  in 
the  afternoon,  and  came  in  to  his  tea  between  fiv-e  and  six.  Then  he 
stayed  in  till  supper-time,  and  went  out  afterwards." 

"  Did  he  come  in  later?  " 

"  No,  never,"  replied  Rimmer,  lowering  his  voice,  as  a  man  sometimes 
does  when  speaking  very  seriously.     "  He  never  came  in  again?  " 

"  They  say  Gisby  can't  recover.     Is  that  true,  or  not  ?  " 

"It  is  thought  he'll  not  live  tlirough  the  day,  sir." 

"  And  where  can  Westerbrook  be  hiding  himself?  " 

"He's  safe  inside  the  hut  of  one  or  other  of  the  poachers,  I  should 
say,"  nodded  the  landlord.  "  Not  that  that  would  be  safe  for  him,  or 
for  them,  if  it  could  be  found  out  who  the  villains  were.  I  think  I 
could  give  a  guess  at  two  or  three  of  them." 

"  So  could  I,"  said  Tod.  "  Dick  Standish  was  one,  I  know.  And 
Jelf  another.  Of  course,  their  haunts  will  be  searched.  Don't  you 
think,  Kimmer,  Mr.  Fred  Westerbrook  wouLl  rather  make  olf,  than  run 
the  risk  of  concealing  himself  in  any  one  of  them  ?  " 

Rimmer  shook  his  head.  "  I  don't  know  about  that,  sir.  He  might 
not  be  able  to  make  off.     It's  thought  he  was  wounded." 

"  Wounded !  " 

"  Gisby  fired  his  own  gim  in  the  act  of  falling,  and  Shepherd  thinks 
the  charge  hit  young  Mr.  Westerbrook,  The  poachers  were  running 
oft' then,  and  Shepherd  saw  them  halt  in  a  kind  of  heap  like,  and  he  is 
positive  that  the  one  on  the  gi'ound  was  Mr.  Westerbrook.  For  that 
reason,  sir,  I  should  say  the  chances  are  he  is  somewhere  in  the 
neighbourhood." 

Of  course  it  looked  like  it.  Strolling  away  to  pick  up  anything  else 
that  people  might  be  saying,  we  gave  Fred  our  best  wishes  for  his 
escape — in  spite  of  the  shot — and  for  effectually  dodging  old  Jones  and 
the  rest  of  the  Phihstines.     Tod  made  no  secret  of  his  sentiments. 

"  It's  a  thing  that  might  have  happened  to  you  or  to  me,  you  see, 
Johnnv,  were  we  turned  out  of  doors  and  driven  to  bay  as  Fred  has 
been."' 

By  the  afternoon,  gi'eat  staring  hand-bills  were  posted  about,  written 
in  enormous  text-hand,  offering  a  reward  of  twenty  pounds  for  the 
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apprehension  of  Frederick  Westerorook.     When  old  Westerbrook  was 
incensed,  he  went  in  for  the  whole  thing,  and  no  mistake. 

What  with  the  bustle  the  place  was  in,  and  the  excitement  of  the 
chase — for  all  the  hedges  and  ditches,  the  barns  and  the  suspected 
dwellings  were  being  looked  up  by  old  Jones  and  a  zealous  crowd, 
anxious  for  the  reward — it  was  not  until  after  dinner  in  the  evening 
that  I  got  away  to  practice.  Going  along,  I  met  Duffham,  and  asked 
after  Gisb}-. 

"  I  am  on  my  way  to  Shepherd's  now,"  he  answered.  "  I  suppose 
he  is  still  alive,  as  they  have  not  sent  me  word  to  the  contrary." 

"  Is  he  sure  to  die,  Mr.  Duffham  ?  " 

"  I  fear  so,  Johnny.     I  don't  see  much  chance  of  saving  him." 

"  What  a  dreadful  thing  for  Fred  Westerbrook  !  They  may  bring  it 
in  wilful  murder." 

"  That  they  will  be  sure  to  do.  Good-evening,  lad;  I  have  no  time 
to  linger  with  you." 

Bumford  was  probably  looking  out  for  the  fugitive  (and  the  reward) 
on  his  o^Ti  score,  as  he  was  not  to  be  seen;  but  I  found  the  key  inside 
the  knife-box  on  the  kitchen  dresser,  his  store-place  for  it,  opened  the 
door,  and  went  into  the  church. 

On  one  side  the  church-door,  as  you  entered,  was  an  enclosed  place 
underneath  the  belfry,  that  did  for  the  vestry  and  for  Clerk  Bumford's 
den.  He  kept  his  store  of  candles  in  it,  his  gi-ave-digging  tools  (for  he 
was  sexton  as  well  as  clerk),  his  Sunday  black  gown,  and  other  choice 
articles.  On  the  other  side  of  the  door,  not  enclosed,  was  the  nook 
that  contained  the  organ.  I  sat  down  at  once.  But  I  had  come  too 
late  ;  for  in  half-an-hour's  time  the  notes  of  the  music  and  the  keys  were 
ahke  dim.     Just  then  Bumford  entered. 

"  Oh,  you  be  here,  be  you !  "  said  he,  treating  me,  as  he  did  the  rest 
of  the  world,  with  shght  ceremony.  "I  thought  I  heered  the  organ 
a-going,  so  I  come  on  to  see." 

"You  were  not  indoors,  Bumford,  when  I  called  for  the  key." 

"  I  were  only  in  the  field  at  the  back,  a-getting  up  some  dandelion 
roots,"  returned  old  Bumford,  in  his  usual  resentful  tone.  "  There  ain't 
no  obligation  in  me  to  be  shut  in  at  home  everlasting." 

"  Who  said  there  was  ?  " 

"  Ain't  it  a'most  too  dark  for  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  shall  have  to  borrow  one  of  your  candles." 

Bumford  grunted  at  this.  The  candles  were  not  strictly  his ;  they 
were  paid  for  by  the  parish  ;  but  he  set  great  store  by  them,  and  would 
have  denied  me  one  if  he  could.  Not  seeing  his  way  clear  to  doing 
this,  he  turned  away,  muttering  to  himself.  I  took  my  fingers  off  the 
keys — for  I  had  been  playing  while  I  talked  to  him — and  followed. 
Bumford  went  out  of  the  church,  shutting  the  door  with  a  bang,  and  I 
proceeded  to  search  for  tiic  candlestick. 
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That  was  soon  found :  it  always  stood  on  the  shelf ;  but  it  had  no 
candle  in  it,  and  I  opened  the  candle-box  to  take  one  out.  All  the  light 
that  came  in  was  from  the  open  slits  in  the  belfry  above.  The  next 
thing  was  to  iind  the  matches. 

Groping  about  quietly  with  my  hands  on  the  shelf,  for  fear  of  knock- 
ing down  some  article  or  another,  and  wondering  where  on  earth  the 
match-box  had  gone  to,  I  was  interrupted  by  a  groan.  A  dismal  groan, 
coming  from  the  middle  of  the  church. 

It  nearly  made  me  start  out  of  my  skin.  My  shirt-sleeves  went  damp. 
Down  with  us,  the  ghosts  of  the  liuried  dead  are  popularly  supposed  to 
haunt  the  churches  at  night. 

"  It  must  have  been  the  pulpit  creaking,"  said  I,  gravely  to  myself. 
"  Oh,  here's  the  match " 

An  awful  groan  !  Another !  Three  gi'oans  altogether  !  I  stood  as 
still  as  death  ;  calling  up  the  recollection  that  God  was  with  me  inside 
the  church  as  well  as  out. of  it.  Frightened  I  was,  and  it  is  of  no  use 
to  deny  it. 

"  I  wonder  what  the  devil  is  to  be  the  ending  of  this  !  " 

The  unorthodox  words  burst  upon  my  ears,  bringing  a  reassurance, 
for  dead  people  don't  talk,  let  alone  their  natural  objection  (as  one  must 
suppose)  to  mention  the  arch-enemy.  The  tones  were  free  and  distinct ; 
and — I  knew  them  for  Fred  Westerbrook's. 

"  Fred,  is  that  you?  "  I  asked  in  a  half-whisper,  as  I  went  forward. 

No  sound  ;  no  answer. 

"Fred!  it's  only  I." 

Not  a  word  or  a  breath.     I  struck  a  match,  and  lighted  a  candle. 

"You  need  not  be  afraid,  Fred.  Come  along.  I'll  do  anything  I 
can  for  you.     Don't  you  know  me  ? — Johnny  Ludlow." 

"  For  the  love  of  Heaven,  put  that  light  out,  Johnny  !  "  he  said,  feel- 
ing it  perhaps  useless  to  hold  out,  or  else  deciding  to  trust  me,  as  he 
came  down  the  aisle  in  a  stooping  position,  so  that  the  pews  might 
screen  him  from  the  windows.     And  I  put  it  out. 

"  I  thought  you  had  gone  out  of  the  church  with  old  Buraford,"  said 
he.  ''  I  heard  you  both  come  away  from  the  organ,  and  then  the  door 
was  slammed,  leaving  the  church  to  silence." 

"  I  was  searching  after  the  candle  and  matches.  "When  did  you 
come  here,  Fred  ?     How  did  you  get  in  ?  " 

"  I  got  in  last  night.     Is  there  much  of  a  row,  Johnny?  " 

"  Pretty  well.     How  came  yon  to  do  it  ?  " 

"To  do  what?" 

"  Shoot  Gisby." 

"  It  was  not  I  that  shot  him." 

"Not  you!" 

"  Certainly  not." 

"  But — people  are  saying  it  was  you.    You  were  with  the  poacherso" 
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"  1  was  with  llie  poacliera ;  and  one  of  them,  like  the  confounded 
idiot  that  he  wa?.,  pointed  his  gun  and  fired  it.  I  recognized  the  cry 
for  Gisby's,  and  knew  that  the  charge  must  have  struck  him.  I  never 
had  a  gun  in  my  hand  at  all,  Johnny." 

Well,  I  felt  thankful  for  that.  We  sat  down  on  the  bench,  and  Fred 
told  his  tale. 

After  supper  the  previous  night,  he  strolled  out  and  met  some  fellow 
he  knew,  who  lived  two  or  three  miles  away.  (A  black  sheep  in  j)ublic 
estimation,  like  himself.)  It  was  a  beautiful  night.  Fred  chose  to  see 
liim  home,  and  stayed  there,  drinking  a  glass  or  two,  till  he  knew  not 
what  hour.  Coming  back  across  the  fields,  he  fell  in  with  the  poachers. 
Instead  of  denouncing  them,  he  told  them  half  in  joke,  half  in  earnest, 
that  he  might  be  joining  their  band  himself  before  the  winter  was  over. 
Close  upon  that,  they  fell  in  with  the  watchers,  Gisby  and  the  rest, 
Fred  knew  he  was  recognized,  for  Gisby  called  out  his  name ;  and  that, 
Fred  did  not  like  :  it  made  things  look  black  against  him.  Gisby 
attacked  them  ;  a  scufiie  ensued,  and  one  of  the  poachers  used  his  gun. 
Then  the  poachers  turned  to  run,  Fred  with  them ;  a  shot  was  fired 
after  them  and  hit  one  of  their  body — but  not  Fred,  as  Kimmer  had 
supposed.  The  man  tripped  as  the  shot  struck  him,  and  caused  Fred 
to  trip  and  fall ;  but  both  w^ere  up,  and  off,  the  next  moment.  Where 
the  rest  escaped  to,  Fred  did  not  know ;  chance  led  him  past  the  church  : 
on  the  spur  of  the  moment  he  entered  it  for  refuge,  and  had  been  there 
ever  since. 

"And  it  is  a  great  and  good  thing  you  did  enter  it,  Fred,"  I  said 
eagerly.  "  Gisby  swears  it  was  you  who  shot  him,  and  he  is  dying  ; 
and  Shepherd  swears  it  too." 

"Gisby  djing?" 

"  He  is.  I  met  Duft'ham  as  I  came  here  ;  he  told  me  there  was  little, 
if  any,  chance  of  his  life  •  he  had  been  expecting  news  of  his  death  all 
the  afternoon.  They  have  posted  handbills  up,  oftering  a  reward  of 
twenty  pounds  for  your  apprehension,  Fred ;  and — and  I  am  afraid,  and 
so  is  Duft'ham,  that  they  will  try  you  for  wilful  murder.  The  whole 
neighbourhood  is  being  searclied  for  you  for  miles  round." 

"  Pleasant!  "  said  Fred,  after  a  brief  silence.  "I  had  meant  to  go 
out  to-niglit  and  endeavour  to  ascertain  how  the  land  lay.  Of  course  I 
knew  that  what  could  be  put  upon  my  back  would  be  put ;  and  there's 
no  denying  that  I  was  with  the  poachers.  But  I  did  not  think  matters 
would  be  as  bad  as  this.     Hang  it  all !  " 

"  But,  Fred,  how  did  you  get  in  lierc?  " 

"  Well,"  said  he,  "  we  hear  talk  of  providential  occurrences :  there's 
nothing  Mr.  Holland  is  fonder  of  telling  us  about  in  his  sermons  than 
the  guiding  finger  of  God.  If  the  means  that  enabled  me  to  take  refuge 
liero  were  not  providential,  Johnny,  I  must  say  they  looked  like  it. 
When  T  met  you  yesterday  afternoon,  you  must  remember  my  chancing 
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to  say  that  the  Httle  Hollands  were  playing  at '  Salt  Fish  '  in  the  study, 
while  I  sat  there,  talking  to  Ethia  ?  " 

Of  course  I  remembered  it. 

"  Directly  after  I  left  you,  Johnny,"  resumed  Fred  Westerbrook,  "  I 
put  my  hand  in  my  coat-tail  pocket  for  my  handkerchief,  and  found 
a  large  key  there.  It  was  the  key  of  the  church,  that  tlie  children 
had  been  hiding  at  their  play ;  and  I  understood  in  a  moment  that 
Charley,  whose  turn  it  was  to  hide  last,  had  made  a  hiding-place  of 
my  pocket.  The  parson  keeps  one  key,  you  know,  and  Bumford  the 
other " 

"  But,  Fred,"  I  interrupted,  the  question  striking  me,  "  how  came  the 
young  ones  to  let  you  come  away  with  it?  " 

"Because,  lad,  their  attention  got  diverted  to  something  else.  Ann 
brought  in  the  tea-things,  with  a  huge  plate  of  bread-and-treacle  :  they 
screamed  out  in  delight,  and  scuffled  to  get  seats  round  the  table. 
Well,  I  let  the  key  lie  in  my  pocket,"  went  on  Fred,  "  intending  to 
take  it  back  to-day.  In  the  night,  when  flying  from  pursuit,  not  know- 
ing who  or  how  many  might  be  after  me,  I  felt  this  heavy  key  strike 
against  me  continually  ;  and,  in  nearing  the  church,  the  thought  flashed 
over  me  like  an  inspiration :  What  if  I  open  it  and  hide  there  ?  Just  as 
young  Charley  had  hidden  the  key  in  my  pocket,  so  I  hid  myseli',  by  its 
means,  in  the  church." 

Taking  a  minute  to  think  over  what  he  said,  it  did  seem  strange. 
One  of  those  curious  things  one  can  hardly  account  for ;  the  means  for 
his  preservation  were  so  simply  natural  and  yet  almost  marvellous. 
Perhaps  the  church  was  the  only  building  where  he  could  have  found 
secure  refuge.  Private  dwellings  would  refuse  to  shelter  him,  and 
other  places  were  sure  to  be  searched. 

"  You  are  safe  here,  Fred.  No  one  would  ever  think  of  seeking  you 
here." 

"  Safe,  yes  ;  but  for  how  long  ?  I  can't  live  without  food  for  ever, 
Johnny.    As  it  is,  I  have  eaten  none  since  last  night." 

My  goodness  !  A  shock  of  remorse  came  over  me.  When  I  was  at 
old  Bumford's  knife-box,  a  loaf  of  bread  stood  on  the  dresser.  If  I  had 
only  secured  it ! 

"  We  must  manage  to  bring  you  something,  Fred.  You  cannot  stir 
from  here." 

Fred  had  taken  the  key  out,  having  returned  it  to  liis  pocket  in  the 
night  when  he  locked  himself  in.  He  sat  looking  at  it  as  he  balanced 
it  on  his  finger. 

"  Yes,  you  have  served  me  in  good  need,"  he  said  to  the  key.  "  1 
shall  turn  out  for  a  stroll  during  some  quiet  hour  of  the  night,  Johnny. 
To  keep  my  restless  legs  curl)ed  indoors  for  a  whole  day  and  night 
would  be  qtiite  beyond  their  philosophy." 

"  Well,  take  care  of  yourself,  if  you  do.     There's  not  a  soul  in  the 
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place  but  is  wild  for  the  reward  ;  and  I  dare  say  they  will  look  for  you 
by  night  more  than  by  day.  How  about  getting  you  in  something  to 
eat?" 

"/  don't  know,"  he  answered.  "It  would  never  do  for  you  to  be 
seen  coming  in  here  at  night." 

I  knew  that.  Old  Bumford  would  be  down  on  me  if  no  one  else  was. 
I  sat  turning  over  possibOities  in  my  mind. 

"  I  will  come  in  betimes  to-morrow  morning  under  the  plea  of 
practising,  Fred,  and  bring  what  I  can.  You  must  do  battle  with  your 
hunger  until  then." 

"  I  suppose  I  must,  Johnny.  Mind  you  lock  the  door  when  you 
come  in,  or  old  Bumford  might  pounce  upon  us.  When  I  heard  you 
unlock  it  on  coming  in  this  evening,  I  can  tell  you  I  shivered  in  ray 
shoes.     Fate  is  very  hard,"  he  added,  after  a  pause. 

"  Fate  is  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes.  I  have  been  a  bit  wild  lately,  perhaps,  savage  too,  but 
I  declare  before  Heaven  that  I  have  committed  no  crime,  and  did  not 
mean  to  commit  any.  And  now,  to  have  this  serious  thing  fastened 
upon  my  back!  The  world  will  say  I  have  gone  straight  over  to 
Satan." 

I  did  not  see  how  he  would  get  it  off  his  back  either.  Wishing  him 
good-night  and  a  good  heart,  I  turned  to  go. 

"  Wait  a  moment,  Johnny.  Let  me  go  back  to  my  hiding-place 
first." 

He  went  swiftly  up  the  aisle,  lighter  now  than  it  had  been,  for  the 
moonlight  was  streaming  in  at  the  windows.  Locking  the  church 
safely,  I  crossed  the  gi-aveyard  to  old  Bumford's.  He  was  seated  at  his 
round  table  at  supper  :  bread-and-cheese,  and  beer. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Bumford,  as  I  have  to  come  into  the  church  very  early  in 
the  morning,  or  T  shall  never  get  my  music  up  for  Sunday,  I  will  take 
the  key  home  with  me.     Good-night." 

He  shouted  out  fifteen  denials  :  How  dared  I  think  of  taking  the  key 
out  of  his  custody !  But  I  was  conveniently  deaf,  rushed  off,  and  left 
him  shouting. 

"  What  a  long  practice  you  have  been  taking,  Johnny ! "  cried  Mrs. 
Todhetley.  "And  how  hot  you  look.  You  must  have  run  very 
fast." 

The  Squire  turned  round  from  his  arm-chair.  "  You've  been  joining 
in  the  hunt  after  that  scamp,  Mr.  Johnny; — you've  not  been  in  the 
clnnx'h,  sir,  all  this  time.  I  hear  there's  a  fine  pack  out,  scouring  the 
hedges  and  ditches." 

"  I  got  a  candle  from  old  Bumford's  den,"  said  I,  evasively.  And 
presently  I  contrived  to  whisper  unseen  to  Tod — who  sat  reading — to 
come  outside.  Standing  against  the  wall  of  the  pigeon-hotse,  I  told 
him  all.     For  once  in  his  life  Tod  was  astonished. 
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"  What  a  stuniiing  thing !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  Good  luck,  Fred  !  we'll 
help  you.  I  knew  he  was  innocent,  Johnny.  Food  ?  Yes,  of  course  ; 
we  must  get  it  for  him.     Molly,  you  say?     Molly  be  shot ! " 

"  Well,  you  know  what  Molly  is,  Tod.  Let  half  a  grain  of  suspicion 
arise,  and  it  might  betray  him.  If  she  saw  us  rifling  her  larder,  she 
would  go  straight  to  the  Squire  ;  and  what  excuse  should  we  have  ?  " 

"  Look  here,  Johnn3\  I'll  go  out  fishing  to-morrow,  you  understand, 
and  order  her  to  make  a  lot  of  meat  pasties." 

"  But  he  must  have  something  to  eat  to-morrow  morning.  Tod  :  he 
might  die  of  hunger,  else,  before  night." 

Tod  nodded.  He  had  little  more  diplomacy  than  the  Squire,  and 
would  have  liked  to  perch  himself  upon  the  highest  pillar  in  the  parish 
there  and  then,  and  proclaim  Fred  Westerbrook's  innocence. 

We  stole  round  to  the  kitchen.  Supper  was  over,  but  the  servants 
were  still  at  the  table ;  no  chance  of  getting  to  the  larder  then.  Molly 
was  in  one  of  her  tempers,  apparently  blowing  up  Thomas.  There 
might  be  more  chance  in  the  morning. 


Morning  light.  Tod  went  dowaistairs  with  the  dawn,  and  I  followed 
him.  Not  a  servant  was  yet  astir.  He  laid  held  of  a  great  tray,  lodged 
it  on  the  larder-floor,  and  began  putting  some  things  upon  it — a  cold 
leg  of  mutton  and  a  big  round  loaf. 

"  I  can't  take  in  all  that,  Tod.  It  is  daylight,  you  know,  and  eyes 
may  be  about :  old  Bumford's  are  sure  to  be.  I  can  only  take  in  what 
can  be  concealed  in  my  pockets." 

"  Oh,  bother,  Johnny  !     You'd  half  famish  him." 

"  Better  half  famish  him  than  betray  him.  Some  slices  of  bread  and 
meat  will  be  best — thick  sandwiches,  you  know." 

We  soon  cut  into  the  mutton  and  the  bread.  Wrapping  them  in 
paper,  I  stowed  the  thick  slices  away  in  my  pockets,  leaving  the  rest  of 
the  loaf  and  meat  on  the  shelves  again. 

"  How  I  wish  I  could  smuggle  him  in  a  bottle  of  beer !  " 

"  And  so  you  can,  Johnny.  Swear  to  old  Bumford  it  is  for  your  o^vn 
drinking." 

"  He  would  know  better." 

"  Wrap  a  sheet  of  music  round  the  bottle,  then.  He  could  make 
nothing  of  that." 

Hunting  out  a  bottle,  we  went  down  to  the  cellar.  Tod  stooped  to  fill 
it  from  the  tap.     I  stood  watching  the  process. 

"I've  caught  you.  Master  Johnny,  have  I!  What  be  you  about 
there,  letting  the  ale  run,  I'd  like  to  know  ?  " 

The  words  were  Molly's.  She  had  come  dow^n  and  found  us  out : 
suspecting  something,  I  suppose,  from  seeing  the  cellar-door  open.  Tod 
rose  up. 


380  JOHNNY    LUDLOW. 

"  I  am  drawing  some  beer  to  take  out  with  me.  Is  it  any  business  of 
yours  ?    When  it  is,  you  may  interfere." 

I  was  nobody  in  the  household— never  turning  upon  them.  She'd 
have  gone  on  at  me  for  an  hour,  and  probably  walked  off  with  the  beer. 
Tod  was  altogether  different.  He  held  his  own  authority,  even  with 
Molly.     She  went  up  the  cellar-stairs,  grumbling  to  herself. 

"  I  want  a  cork  for  this  bottle,"  said  bold  Tod,  following  her.  And 
Molly,  opening  some  receptacle  of  hers  with  a  jerk,  perforce  found  him 
one. 

"  Oh,  and  I  shall  want  some  meat  pasties  made  to-day,  for  I  think  of 
going  fishing,"  went  on  Tod.  "  Let  them  be  ready  by  lunch-time.  I 
have  cut  myself  some  slices  of  meat  to  go  on  with — if  you  chance  to 
miss  any  mutton." 

Molly,  never  answering,  left  her  kitchen-grate,  where  she  was 
beginning  to  crack  up  the  huge  fiat  piece  of  coal  that  the  fire  had  been 
raked  with  the  previous  night,  and  stalked  into  the  larder  to  see  what 
depredations  had  been  done.  AVe  tied  up  the  bottle  in  paper  on  the 
parlour-table,  and  then  wrapped  it  in  a  sheet  of  loose  music.  It  looked 
a  pretty  thick  roll ;  but  nobody  would  be  likely  to  remark  that. 

"I  have  a  great  mind  to  go  with  you  and  see  him,  Johnny,"  said 
Tod,  as  we  went  together  down  the  garden-path. 

"  Oh,  don't.  Tod  !  "  I  cried.  "  For  goodness'  sake,  don't.  You  know 
you  never  do  go  in  with  me,  and  it  might  cause  old  Bumford  to 
wonder." 

"  Then,  I'll  leave  it  till  after  dark  to-night,  Johnny.  Go  in  then,  I 
shall." 

Bumford  was  astir,  but  not  down  yet.  I  heard  him  coughing,  through 
his  open  casement ;  for  I  went  with  a  purpose  round  the  path  by  his 
house,  and  called  out  to  him.  He  looked  out  in  his  shirt-sleeves  and  a 
cotton  night-cap. 

"  You  see  how  early  I  am  this  morning.  I'll  bring  you  the  key  when 
I  leave." 

"  Eugh  !  "  growled  Bumford.     "  No  rights  to  ha'  took  it." 

Locking  the  church-door  securely  after  me,  I  went  down  the  aisle, 
calling  softly  to  Fred.  He  came  forward  from  a  dark,  high-walled  pew 
l)ehind  a  pillar,  where  he  had  slept.  You  should  have  seen  him  devour 
the  bread  and  meat,  if  you'd  like  to  know  what  hunger  means,  and 
drink  the  bottle  of  beer.  I  sat  dovm  to  practise.  Had  old  Bumford 
not  heard  the  sound  of  the  organ,  he  might  have  come  thundering  at 
the  door  to  know  what  I  was  about,  and  what  the  silence  meant.  Fred 
came  with  me,  and  we  talked  whilst  I  played.  About  tlie  first  question 
he  asked  was  whether  Gisby  was  dead  ;  but  I  could  not  tell  him.  Ho 
said  he  had  gone  out  cautiously  in  the  night  and  walked  about  the 
clnn-chyard  for  an  hour,  thinking  over  what  he  could  do.  "  And  I 
really  had  an  unpleasant  adventure,  Johnny."  he  added. 
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"What  was  it?" 

"  I  was  pacing  the  path  under  the  hedge  towards  Bumford's,  when 
all  at  once  there  arose  the  sound  of  voices  and  steps  on  the  other  side 
of  it — fellows  on  the  look-out  for  me,  I  suppose." 

I  held  my  breath.     "  What  did  you  do  ?  " 

"Crouched  down  as  well  as  I  could — fortunately  the  hedge  is  high — 
and  came  softly  and  swiftly  over  the  grass  and  the  graves  to  the  porch. 
I  only  slipped  inside  just  in  time,  Johnny  :  before  I  could  close  the 
door,  the  men  were  in  the  churchyard.  Tiie  key  has  a  trick  of  creaking 
harshly  when  turned  in  the  lock,  you  know  ;  and  I  declare  I  thought 
they  must  have  heard  it  then,  for  it  made  a  fearful  noise,  and  the  night 
was  very  still !  " 

•'  And  they  did  nOt  hear  it  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  not.  But  it  was  some  minutes,  I  can  tell  you,  before  my 
pulses  calmed  down  to  their  ordinary  rate  of  beating." 

He  went  on  to  say  that  the  only  plan  he  could  think  of  was  to 
endeavour  to  get  away  from  the  neighbourhood,  and  go  out  of  the 
country.  To  stand  his  trial  was  not  to  be  thought  of.  His  word,  that 
he  had  not  been  the  guilty  man,  had  never  even  had  a  gun  in  his  hand 
that  night,  would  go  for  nothing,  against  Gisby's  word  and  Shepherd's. 
Whatever  came  of  it,  he  would  have  to  be  out  of  the  church  before 
Sunday.  The  great  question  was :  how  could  he  get  away  unseen  ? 
I  told  him  Tod  was  coming  with  me  at  night,  and  we  would  consult 
together.  Locking  up  the  church  again,  and  the  prisoner  in  it,  I 
gladdened  Bumford's  heart  by  handing  over  the  key,  and  ran  home  to 
breakfast. 

Life  yet  lingered  in  Gisby ;  but  the  doctors  thought  he  could  not 
live  through  the  day.  The  injury  he  had  received  was  chiefly  internal, 
somewhere  in  the  region  of  the  lungs.  Fresh  parties  went  out  with 
fresh  ardour  to  scour  the  country  after  Fred  Westerbrook  ;  and  so  the 
day  passed.  Chancing  to  meet  Shepherd  late  in  the  afternoon,  he  told 
me  Gisby  still  lived. 

At  sundown  I  went  in  to  practise  again,  and  took  a  big  mould- 
candle  with  me,  showing  it  to  Buraford,  that  he  might  not  be  uneasy 
on  the  score  of  his  stock  in  the  vestrj'.  As  soon  as  duskxciime  on,  and 
before  the  toll-tale  moon  was  much  up,  I  left  the  or^n,  opened  the 
church-door,  and  stood  at  it,  according  to  the  plan  con'gertQcI  with  Tod. 
He  came  swiftly  up  with  his  basket  of  provisions, ^hiosh"'  he  had  got 
together  by  degi'ees  during  the  day ;  and  then  we  j^ked  the  door 
again.  After  Fred  had  regaled  himself,  we  consultccJi'^Dgether.  Fred 
was  to  steal  out  of  the  church  about  one  o'clock  oi^unday  morning, 
and  make  off  across  the  country.  But  to  do  thi^Avith  safety  it  was 
necessary  he  should  be  disguised.  By  that  tim^S  the  ardour  of  the 
night- searching  might  have  somewhat  passed;  and  the  hour,  one 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  was  as  silent  and  lonely  a  one  as  could  be 
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expected.  It  was  most  essential  that  he  should  not  be  recognized  by 
any  person  who  might  chance  to  meet  him. 

"  But  you  must  manage  one  thing  for  me,"  said  Fred,  after  this  was 
settled.  "I  will  not  go  away  without  seeing  Edna.  She  can  come  in 
here  with  you  to-morrow  night." 

We  both  objected.  "  It  vnU  be  very  hazardous,  Fred.  Old  Buraford 
would  be  sure  to  see  her :  his  eyes  are  everywhere." 

"  Tell  him  you  want  her  to  sing  over  the  chants  A\ath  you,  Johnny. 
Tell  him  anything.  But  go  away  for  an  indefinite  period,  without  first 
seeing  her  and  convincing  her  that  it  is  not  guilt  that  sends  me,  I  will 
not." 

So  there  was  no  more  to  be  said. 

Getting  provisions  together  seemed  to  have  been  easy  compared  with 
what  we  should  have  to  get  up  now — a  disguise.  A  smock-frock,  say, 
and  the  other  items  of  a  day-labourer's  apparel.  But  it  was  more  easy 
to  decide  than  to  procure  them. 

"  Mack  leaves  belongings  of  his  in  the  barn  occasionally,"  said 
Tod  to  me,  as  we  walked  home  together.  "We'll  look  to-morrow 
night." 

It  was  our  best  hope.  Failing  that,  fiiere  would  be  no  possibility 
of  getting  a  smock-frock  anywhere  ;  and  Fred  would  have  to  escape  in 
his  coat  turned  inside  out,  or  something  of  that  sort.  His  o-\vii  trousers, 
braced  up  high,  and  plastered  with  mud  at  the  feet,  would  do  very  well, 
and  his  own  wideawake  hat,  pulled  low  down  on  his  face.  There 
would  be  no  more  trouble  about  pro\dsions,  for  what  Tod  had  taken  in 
would  be  enough. 


Saturday.  And  Tod  and  I  with  our  work  before  us.  Gisby  was 
sinking  fast. 

Late  in  the  afteruoon  I  went  to  the  Parsonage,  wondering  how  I 
should  get  to  see  Edna  Blake  alone.  But  Fortune  favoured  me — as  it 
seemed  to  have  favoured  us  throughout..  The  children  were  all  at  play 
in  the  nearest  field.  Edna  was  in  what  they  called  the  schoolroom  in 
her  lilac-print  dress,  looking  over  socks  and  stockings,  about  a  wheel- 
barrow-full. I  saw  her  through  the  window,  and  went  straight  in. 
Her  large  dark  eyes  looked  as  sad  and  big  as  the  hole  she  was  darning ; 
and  her  voice  had  a  hopeless  ring  in  it. 

"  Oh,  Johnny,  how  you  startled  me !  Nay,  don't  apologize.  It  is 
my  fault  for  being  so  nervous  and  foolish.  I  can't  think  what  has  ailed 
me  the  last  few  days :  I  seem  to  start  at  shadows.  Have — have  you 
come  to  tell  me  anything  ?  " 

By  the  shrinking  voice  and  manner,  I  knew  what  she  feared — that 
Fred  Westerbrook  was  taken.  Looking  round  the  room,  I  asked 
whether  what  we  said  could  bo  heard. 


THK  KEY   OF   THE   CHURCH.  383 

"There's  no  one  to  hear,"  she  answered.  "  Poor  Mrs.  Holland  is  in 
bed.     Mr.  Holland  is  out ;  and  Anne  is  shut  up,  cleaning  the  kitchen." 

"  Well,  then,"  I  said,  dropping  my  voice,  "  I  have  brought  you  a 
message  from  Fred  Westerbrook." 

Down  went  the  socks  in  a  heap.     "  Oh,  Johnny !  " 

"  Hush  !  No  :  he  is  not  taken ;  he  is  in  safe  hiding.  What's  more, 
Edna,  he  is  no  more  guilty  than  I  am.  He  met  the  poachers  accidentally 
that  night  just  before  the  affray,  and  he  never  had  a  gun  in  his  hands 
at  all." 

A  prolonged,  sobbing  sigh,  as  if  she  were  going  to  faint,  and  then  a 
glad  hght  in  her  eyes.  She  took  up  her  work  again.  I  went  over  to 
the  seat  next  her,  and  told  her  all.  She  was  darning  all  the  while. 
With  such  a  heap  of  mending  the  fingers  must  not  be  idle. 

"  To  America !  "  she  repeated,  in  answer  to  what  I  said.  "  What  is 
he  going  to  do  for  money  to  carry  Iiiin  there  ?  " 

"  He  talks  of  working  his  passage  over.  He  has  enough  money  about 
him,  he  says,  to  take  him  to  the  coast.  Unfortunately,  neither  Tod 
nor  I  can  help  him  in  that  respect.  We  have  brought  empty  pockets 
from  school,  and  shall  have  no  money  before  the  time  of  going  back 
again.     Will  you  go  in  and  see  him,  Edna  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  after  a  minute's  consideration.  "  And  I  will  bring 
a  roll  of  music  in  my  hand,  as  you  suggest,  Johnny,  for  the  satisfaction 
of  Clerk  Bumford's  curiosity.  I  will  be  at  the  stile  as  near  eight  o'clock 
as  I  can,  if  you  will  come  out  there  to  meet  me  :  but  it  is  Saturday 
night,  you  know,  when  there's  always  a  great  deal  to  do." 

Dinner  was  made  later  than  usual  that  night  at  home  :  it  had  struck 
half-past  seven  before  we  got  out,  having  secured  another  bottle  of 
beer.    The  moon  was  rising  behind  the  trees  as  we  went  into  the  barn. 

Tod  struck  a  match,  and  we  looked  about.  Yes,  Fortune  was  with 
us  still.  Hanging  on  the  shaft  of  the  cart,  was  Mack's  smock-frock. 
It  was  anything  but  clean  ;  but  beggars  can't  be  choosers.  Next  we 
descried  a  cotton  neckerchief  and  a  pair  of  boots ;  two  clumsy,  clod- 
hopping  boots,  with  nails  in  the  soles,  and  the  outside  leather  not  to  l)e 
seen  for  patches. 

"  They  must  do,"  said  Tod,  with  a  rueful  look.  "  But  just  look  at 
the  wretches,  Johnn3\  I  must  smuggle  these  and  the  smock-frock  into 
the  church-porch,  whilst  you  go  round  to  old  B.'s  for  the  key." 

"  I  have  the  key.  I  flung  him  a  shilling  this  morning  instead  of  the 
key,  saying  I  might  be  wanting  to  practise  at  any  hour  to-day,  and 
would  give  it  him  back  to-night." 

Going  by  the  most  solitary  way,  I  let  Tod  into  the  church,  and  went 
to  meet  Edna  Blake.  She  was  already  there,  the  roll  of  music  in  her 
hand.     Bumford  shot  out  of  his  house,  and  crossed  our  path. 

"  Good-evening,  Mr.  Bumford  !  "  said  she,  cheerily.  "  I  am  come  to 
try  the  hymns  for  to-morrow,  wth  Johnny  Ludlow." 
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"  They'd  need  to  be  sum'at  extra,  they  had,  with  all  this  here  fuss  of 
practising,"  returned  Bumford,  ungraciously.  "  Is  the  parson  at  home, 
Miss  Blake  ?  " 

"Yes.     He  is  in  the  little  room,  writing." 

"  'Cause  I  want  to  see  him,"  said  the  clerk  ;  and  he  stalked  otF. 

"  Do  you  know  how  Gisby  is  ?  "  Edna  asked  me  in  a  whisper. 

"  Dead  by  this  time,  I  dare  say.     But  I  have  not  heard." 

They  were  at  the  top  of  the  church  when  we  got  in,  laughing  in 
covert  tones ;  I  guessed  it  was  over  those  dreadful  boots.  Edna  stood 
by  me  whilst  I  locked  the  door,  and  then  we  went  at  once  to  the  organ 
and  began  the  hymn.  Old  Bumford  could  not  be  too  for  off  yet  to 
catch  the  sounds.  Presently  Fred  Westerbrook  and  Edna  went  into 
the  aisle,  and  paced  it  arm-in-arm.  I  kept  on  playing;  Tod,  not 
knowing  Avhat  to  do  with  himself,  whistled  an  accompaniment. 

"  How  long  shall  I  be  away,  Edna  !  "  exclaimed  Fred,  in  answer  to 
her  question.  "  Why,  how  can  I  tell  ?  It  may  be  for  years  ;  it  may 
be  for  ever.  I  cannot  come  back,  I  suppose,  whilst  this  thing  is  hang- 
ing over  my  head." 

She  was  in  very  low  spirits,  and  the  tears  began  to  drop  from  her 
eyes.  Fred  could  see  that  much,  as  they  paced  through  one  of  the 
patches  of  moonlight. 

"  You  may  not  succeed  in  getting  away." 

"  No,  I  may  not.  And  do  you  know,  Edna,  there  are  moments  when 
I  feel  half  inclined  not  to  attempt  it,  but  to  give  mj'self  up  instead,  and 
let  the  matter  take  its  course.  If  I  do  get  away,  and  get  on  in  the 
States,  so  as  to  make  myself  a  home,  will  you  come  out  and  share  it 
with  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  answered. 

"  I  may  do  it.  I  think  I  shall.  Few  people  know  more  about  the 
cultivation  of  land  than  I  do,  and  I  will  take  care  to  put  my  shoulder  to 
the  wheel.  Practical  farmers  get  on  well  there  if  they  choose,  though 
they  have  to  rough  it  at  first.  Be  very  sure  of  one  thing,  Edna :  all 
my  hopes  and  aims  will  be  directed  to  one  end — that  of  making  a  home 
for  you." 

She  could  not  speak  for  crying. 

"  It  may  not  be  a  luxurious  home,  neither  may  I  make  anything  of 
a  position.  But  if  I  make  enough  for  comfort,  vou  will  come  out 
to  it?" 

"  I  will,"  she  said  with  a  sob. 

"My  darling!" 

Echo  bore  the  words  to  us,  softly  though  they  were  spoken.  I 
played  a  crashing  chord  or  two,  after  the  manner  of  Eichards. 

"  You  may  not  hear  from  me,"  continued  Fred.  "I  must  not  give 
any  clue  to  where  I  am,  and  therefore  cannot  write — at  least,  not  at 
present.     Men  accused  of  murder  can  be  brought  home  from  any  part 
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of  the  world.    Only  trust  me,  Edna.     Trust  me!  tbougli  it  be  for 
years." 

No  fear  but  she  would.     Sbe  put  a  small  packet  in  his  hand, 

"  You  must  take  it,  Frederick.    It  is  my  last  half-year's  salary — ten 

jiounds — and  I  chance  to  have  it  by  me :  a  loan,  if  you  will ;  but  take 

it  you  shall.     Knowing  that   you  have  a  few  pounds  to  help  you 

away  and  to  fall  back  upon,  will  make  things  a  little  less  miserable  for 


me." 


"  But,  Edna- 


"  I  declare  I  -mW  throw  it  away  if  yon  do  not  take  it,"  she  returned, 
warmly.  "  Do  not  be  cruel  to  me,  Frederick.  If  you  knew  how  it  will 
lighten  my  doubts  and  fears,  you  would  not  for  a  moment  hesitate." 

"  Be  it  so,  Edna.  It  will  help  me  onwards.  Truth  to  say,  I  did  not 
see  how  I  should  have  got  along,  even  to  the  coast,  unless  I  had  begged 
on  my  way.  It  is  a  loan,  Edna,  and  I  will  contrive  to  repay  it  as  soon 
as  may  be." 

So  his  boast  of  having  money  to  take  him  to  the  coast  had  been  all 
a  sham.  Poor  Fred !  They  began  to  take  leave  of  one  another,  Edna 
sobbing  bitterly.     I  plunged  into  the  "  Hallelujah  Chorus." 

Tod  let  her  out,  and  watched  her  safely  across  the  churchyard. 
Then  we  locked  the  door  again  for  the  dressing-up,  I  playing  a  fugue 
between  whiles.  The  first  operation  was  that  of  cutting  his  hair  short, 
for  which  we  had  brought  the  mater's  big  scissors.  No  labourer  would 
be  likely  to  possess  Fred's  beautiful  hair,  or  wear  it  so  long.  Tod  did 
it  well ;  not  counting  a  few  notches,  and  leaving  him  as  good  as  none 
on  his  head. 

It  was  impossible  to  help  laughing  when  we  took  a  final  look  at  him 
in  the  moonlight,  Fred  turning  himself  about  to  be  inspected  :  his  hair, 
clipped  nearly  to  the  roots,  suggesting  a  suspicion  that  he  had  just 
come  out  of  pnson ;  his  trousers,  not  reaching  to  the  ankle,  showing  off 
the  heavy,  patched,  disreputable  boots;'  the  smock-frock;  and  Mack's 
spotted  cotton  neckerchief  muffled  round  his  chin  ! 

"  Your  own  mother  wouldn't  know  you,  Fred." 

"  What  a  figure  I  shall  cut  if  I  am  dropped  upon  and  brought  back !  " 

"Take  heart,  man!  "  cried  Tod.  "Kesolve  to  get  off",  and  you  will 
get  oft'." 

"  Yes,  Fred,  I  think  you  will.  You  have  been  so  helped  hitherto, 
that  I  think  j'ou  will  be  helped  still." 

"  Thank  you,  Johnny.  Tliank  you  both.  I  %mU  take  heart.  And 
if  I  live  to  return,  I  hope  I  shall  thank  you  better." 

Later  we  dared  not  stay ;  it  was  past  nine  now.  I  bade  Fred  good- 
bye, and  God-speed. 

"  Between  half-past  twelve  and  one,  mind,  vnW  be  your  time  ;  you'll 
hear  the  clock  strike,"  was  Tod's  parting  injunction,  given  in  a  whisper. 
"Good  luck  to  you,  old  fellow!  I  hope  and  trust  you'll  dodge  tlie 
Johnny  Ludlow.— II.  25 
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enemy.  And  as  soon  as  you  are  clear  of  the  churchyard,  make  off  as 
if  the  dickens  were  behind  you." 

"  Here's  the  key,  Mr.  Bumford,"  I  said,  while  Tod  stole  off  with  his 
bundle  the  other  way,  Fred's  boots,  and  hair,  and  all  that.  "You 
won't  be  bothered  for  it  next  week,  for  I  shall  be  off  to  school  again." 

"  Thought  you'd  took  up  your  lodging  mside  for  the  night,"  grunted 
Bumford.     "  Strikes  me,  Master  Ludlow,  it's  more  play  nor  work  with 

you." 

"  As  it  is  with  a  good  many  of  us,  Bumford.     Good-night !  " 
We  walked  home  in  the  moonlight,  silent  enough.  Tod  handing  me 
the  bundles  to  carry.     The  Squire  attacked  us,  demanding  whether  we 
had  stayed  out  to  look  at  the  moon. 

And  I  tossed  and  turned  on  my  restless  bed  till  the  morning  hours, 
thinking  of  poor  Fred  Westerbrook,  and  of  whether  he  would  get  away. 
When  sleep  at  last  came,  it  brought  me  a  very  vivid  dream  of  him.  I 
thought  he  did  not  get  away :  he  was  unable  to  unlock  the  church-door. 
Whether  Tod  and  I  had  double-locked  it  in  leaving,  I  knew  not ;  but 
Fred  could  not  get  it  open.  When  Clerk  Bumford  entered  the  church 
in  the  morning,  and  the  early  comers  of  the  congi-egation  wth  liim, 
there  stood  Fred,  hopelessly  waiting  to  be  taken.  I  saw  him  as  plainly 
in  my  dream  as  I  had  ever  seen  him  in  reality :  vaih  the  dirty  smock- 
frock,  and  the  patched  boots,  and  the  clipped  hair.  Shepherd,  who 
seemed  to  follow  me  in,  darted  forward  and  seized  him;  and  in  the 
confusion  I  awoke.  Just  for  a  minute  I  thought  it  was  true— a  scene 
actually  enacted.     Would  it  prove  so  ? 
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"  You  have  gone  and  done  a  fine  thing,  Master  Johnny  Ludlow  !  " 

The  sahitation  came  from  Clerk  Bumford.  He  was  standing  at  the 
church-door  on  Sunday  morning,  looking  out  as  if  he  expected  me,  his 
face  pale  and  stern.  I  had  run  on  betimes:  in  fact,  before  the  bell 
began. 

"What  have  I  done,  Bumford?" 

"  Why,  you  just  went  and  left  this  here  church  open  last  night ! 
You  never  locked  it  up  !  When  I  come  in  but  now,  I  found  the  door 
right  on  the  latch  ;  never  as  much  as  shut !  " 

Beginning  to  protest  till  all  was  blue  that  I  had  shut  and  locked  the 
door — as  I  knew  too  well — caution  pulled  me  up,  and  whispered  me  to 
take  the  blame. 

"  I'm  sure  I  thought  I  locked  it,  Bumford.  I  never  left  it  unlocked 
before,  and  I'll  take  care  I  never  leave  it  so  again." 

"  Such  a  thing  as  having  the  church  open  for  a  night  was  never 
heered  of,"  he  grumbled,  turning  away  to  ring  out  the  first  peal  of  the 
bell.  "  Why,  I  might  have  had  all  my  store  o'  candles  stole !  there's 
nigh  a  pound  on  'em,  in  here.  And  my  black  gownd — and  the  parson's 
gownd — and  his  surplice  !  Besides  the  grave-digging  tools,  and  other 
odds  and  ends." 

Shutting  himself  into  his  den  .underneath  the  belfry,  and  tugging 
away  at  the  cords,  the  bell  tinkled  out,  warning  the  parish  that  it  was 
time  to  start  for  morning  service.  The  bell-ringer  was  a  poor  old  man 
named  Japhet,  who  was  apt  to  be  a  httle  late.  Upon  which  Bumford 
would  begin  the  ringing,  and  blow  Japhet  up  when  he  came. 

Not  a  soul  was  yet  in  church.  I  went  down  the  middle  aisle  softly 
calling  Fred  Westerbrook's  name.  He  did  not  answer ;  and  I  hoped 
to  my  heart  he  had  got  clear  awaj'.  The  open  entrance-door  seemed 
to  indicate  that  he  had;  and  I  thought  he  might  have  left  it  undone  in 
case  he  had  to  make  a  bolt  back  again.  Nevertheless,  I  could  not 
shake  oS"  the  remembrance  of  my  unpleasant  dream. 

Of  all  troublesome  idiots,  that  Bumford  was  the  worst.  When  I 
went  back,  after  passing  by  all  the  remote  nooks  and  corners,  Japhet 
had  taken  his  place  at  the  bell,  and  he  was  telling  the  parson  of  my  sins. 
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"  Right  on  the  latch  all  the  blessed  night,  your  reverence,"  protested 
Biimford.  "  We  might  have  found  the  whole  church  ransacked  this 
morning." 

Mr.  Holland,  a  mild  man,  with  stout  legs,  and  cares  of  his  own, 
looked  at  me  with  a  half-smile.     "  How  was  it,  Johnny  ?  " 

"  I  have  assured  Bumford,  sir,  that  it  shall  not  happen  again.  I 
certainly  thought  I  had  locked  it  when  I  took  him  back  the  key.  No 
harm  has  come  of  it." 

"  But  harm  might  ha'  come,"  persisted  Bumford.  "  Look  at  all  them 
candles  in  there !  and  the  gownds  and  surplices !  Pretty  figures  wo 
should  ha'  cut,  saving  his  reverence's  presence,  with  nothing  to  put 
upon  our  backs  this  here  blessed  morning  !  " 

"  Talking  of  the  key,  I  missed  mine  this  morning,"  remarked  Mr. 
Holland.     "  Have  you  taken  it  away  for  any  purpose,  Bumford  ?  " 

"  What,  the  t'other  church-key !  "  exclaimed  Bumford.  "  Not  I,  sir. 
I'd  not  be  likely  to  fetch  that  key  when  I've  got  my  own — and  without 
your  reverence's  knowledge  either  !  " 

"  Well,  I  cannot  find  it  anywhere,"  said  Mr.  Holland.  "  It  generally 
lies  on  the  mantelpiece  at  home,  and  it  is  not  there  this  morning." 

He  went  into  the  vestry  with  the  last  words.  To  hear  that  the 
church-key  generally  lay  on  the  mantelpiece,  was  nothing ;  for  the 
parson's  house  was  not  noticeable  for  order.  There  would  have  been 
none  in  it  at  all  but  for  Edna. 

Close  upon  that,  arrived  Shepherd,  a  folded  paper  in  his  hand.  It 
contained  a  request  that  Gisby  might  be  prayed  for  in  the  Litany. 

"  Wliat,  ain't  he  dead  yet  ?  "  asked  Bumford. 

"No,"  returned  Shepherd.  "  The  doctors  be  afraid  that  internal  in- 
flammation's a-setting  in  noAV.     Any  way,  he  is  rare  and  bad,  poor  man." 

Next  came  in  my  set  of  singers,  chiefly  boys  and  girls  from  the  parish 
school.  But  they  sang  better  than  such  children  generally  sing ;  and 
Avould  have  sung  verj^  well  indeed  with  an  organist  who  had  his  head 
on  his  shoulders  the  proper  way.  Mrs.  Todhetley  had  long  taken  pains 
with  them,  but  latterly  it  had  all  been  upset  by  Richards's  crotchets. 

"  Now,  look  here,"  said  I,  gathering  them  before  me.  "  We  are  not 
going  to  have  any  shrieking  to-day.  We  sing  to  praise  God,  you  know, 
and  He  is  in  the  olnu'ch  with  you  and  hears  you;  He  is  not  a  mile  or 
two  away,  that  you  need  shout  out  to  be  heard  all  that  distance." 

"  Please,  sir,  Mr.  Richards  tells  us  to  sing  out  loud:  as  loud  as  ever 
we  can.     Some  on  us  a'most  cracks  our  voices  at  it." 

"Well,  never  mind  Mr.  Richards  to-day.  I  am  going  to  play,  and 
I  tell  you  to  sing  softly.  If  you  don't,  I  shall  stop  the  organ  and  lot 
you  shout  by  yourselves.  You  won't  like  that.  To  shout  and  shriek 
in  church  is  more  irreverent  than  I  care  to  talk  a1)0ut." 

"  Please,  sir,  Mr.  Richards  .plays  the  organ  so  loud  that  Ave  can't 
ll«lpit." 
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"  1  Wish  you'd  let  Mr.  RicliardK  alone.  You  won't  heal-  the  organ 
loud  to-day.    Do  you  say  your  prayers  when  you  go  to  bed  at  night  ?  " 

This  question  took  them  aback.  But  at  last  the  whole  lot  answered 
that  they  did. 

"And  do  you  say  your  prayers  softly,  or  do  you  shout  them  out  at 
the  top  of  your  voices  ?  To  my  mind,  it  is  just  as  unseemly  to  shout 
when  smging  in  church,  as  it  would  be  when  prajang.  This  church 
has  been  hke  nothing  lately  but  the  ranter's  chapel.  There,  take  your 
seats,  and  look  out  the  places  in  your  Prayer-books." 

I  watched  the  different  groups  walk  into  church.  Our  people  were 
pretty  early.  Tod  slipped  aside  as  they  went  up  the  aisle  to  whisper 
me  a  question — Had  Fred  got  clear  away  ?  I  told  him  I  thought  so, 
hearing  and  seeing  nothing  to  the  contrary.  When  the  parson's 
children  came  in,  Mrs.  Holland  was  with  them,  so  that  Edna  Blake  was 
enabled  to  join  the  singers,  as  she  did  when  she  could.  But  it  was  not 
ol'ten  Mrs.  Holland  came  to  church.  Edna  had  dark  circles  round  her 
eyes.     They  looked  out  at  mine  with  a  painful  inquiry  in  their  depths. 

"  Yes.  I  think  it  is  all  right,"  I  nodded  in  answer. 

"  Mr.  Holland  has  missed  his  church-key,"  she  wdiispered.  "  Coming 
along  to  church,  Charley  suddenly  called  out  that  he  remembered  hiding 
it  in  Mr.  Fred  Westerbrook's  coat-pocket.  Mrs.  Holland  seemed  quite 
put  out  about  it,  and  asked  me  how  I  could  possibly  have  allowed  him 
to  come  into  the  study  and  sit  there." 

"  There's  old  Westerbrook,  Edna  !  Just  look  !  His  face  is  fiercer 
than  usual." 

Mrs.  Westerbrook  was  with  him,  in  a  peach-coloured  corded-silk 
gown.  She  made  a  point  of  ch-essing  well.  But  she  was  just  one  of 
those  women  that  no  attire,  good  or  bad,  would  set  off:  her  face 
common,  her  figure  stumpy.  And  so,  one  after  another,  the  congrega- 
tion all  came  in,  and  the  service  began.  It  caused  quite  a  sensation 
when  Mr.  Holland  made  a  pause,  after  turning  to  the  Litany,  and  read 
out  the  announcement :  "  Yoiu-  prayers  are  requested  for  Walter  Gisby, 
who  is  dangerously  ill."     IMen's  heads  moved,  and  bonnets  fluttered. 

"  How  I  wish  you  played  for  us  always,  Johnny !  "  cried  Miss  Sasan 
Page,  looking  in  upon  me  to  say  it,  as  she  passed  out  from  her  pew, 
when  the  service  was  over. 

"  AVhy,  my  playing  is  nothing.  Miss  Susan !  " 

"Perhaps  not.  I  don't  know.  But  it  has  this  effect,  Johnny — it 
sends  us  home  with  a  feeling  of  peace  in  our  hearts.  What  with 
Richards's  crashing  and  the  smgers'  shouting,  we  are  generally  turned 
out  in  a  state  of  uTitation." 

After  running  through  the  voluntary,  I  found  a  large  collection  of 
people  in  the  churchyard.  Old  Westerbrook  was  holthng  forth  on  the 
subject  of  Fred's  iniquities  to  a  numerous  audience,  the  Squire  making 
one  of  them.     Mrs.  Westerbrook  looked  simply  mahcious. 
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"No,  I  do  not  know  where  he  is  hiding,"  said  the  master  of  the 
N.  D.  Farm  in  answer  to  a  question.     "  I  wish  I  did  know :  I  would 

hang  him  with  all  the  pleasure  in  life.     An  ungrateful,  reckless 

What's  that.  Squire  ?  You'd  recommend  me  to  increase  the  reward  ? 
Why,  I  have  increased  it.  I  have  doubled  it.  Old  Jones  has  my 
orders  to  post  up  fresh  bills." 

"  If  all's  true  that's  reported,  he  can't  escape  very  far ;  he  had  no 
money  in  his  pocket,"  put  in  young  Mr.  Stirling,  of  the  Court,  who 
sometimes  came  over  to  our  church.  "  By  the  Avay,  who  has  been 
playing  to-day  ?  " 

"  Johnny  Ludlow." 

"  Oh,  have  you,  Johnny?  "  he  said,  turning  to  me.  "  It  was  very 
pleasant.     And  so  was  the  singing." 

"  It  would  have  been  better  had  Mrs.  Todhetley  played — as  she  Avas 
to  have  done,"  I  said,  wishing  they  wouldn't  bring  me  up  before  people, 
and  knowing  that  my  playing  was  just  as  simple  as  it  could  be,  neither 
florid  nor  flowerj^ 

"  /  have  seen  what  Frederick  Westerbrook  was,  this  many  a  year 
past,"  broke  in  Mrs.  Westerbrook  in  loud  tones,  as  if  resenting  the 
drifting  of  the  conversation  from  Fred's  ill-doings,  "  Mr.  Westerbrook 
knows  that  I  have  given  him  my  opinion  again  and  again.  Only  he 
would  not  listen." 

"  How  could  I  believe  that  mj^  own  brother's  son  was  the  scamp  you 
and  Gisby  made  him  out  to  be  ?  "  testily  demanded  old  Westerbrook, 
who  in  his  way  was  just  as  unsophisticated  and  straightforward  as  the 
Squire  :  and  would  have  been  as  good-natured,  let  alone.  "  I'm  sure 
till  the  last  year  or  two  Fred  was  as  steady  and  dutiful  as  heart  could 
wish." 

"  You  had  better  say  he  is  still,"  said  she. 

"  But— hang  it ! — I  don't  say  it,  ma'am,"  fired  old  Westerbrook. 
'•  I  should  be  a  fool  to  say  it.  Unfortunately,  I  can't  say  it.  I  have 
lived  to  find  he  is  everything  that's  bad — and  I  say  that  hanging's  too 
good  for  him." 

Mr.  Holland  came  out  of  the  church  and  passed  us,  halting  a  moment 
to  speak.  "  I  am  on  my  way  to  pray  by  poor  Gisby,"  h6  said.  "  They 
have  sent  for  me." 

"  Gisby  must  need  it,"  whispered  Tod  to  me.  "  He  has  been  a 
Avorse  sinner  than  Fred  Westeri)rook  :  full  of  hatred,  malice,  and  all 
uncharitableness." 

And  so  he  had  been — in  regard  to  Fred. 


"  Help  !     Thieves  I— Robbers  !     Help  !  " 

Tlie  shouts  came  from  our  yard,  as  we  were  sitting  down  to  break- 
fast on  Monday  morning,  and  we  rushed  out.     There  stood  Mack,  in 
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the  greatest  state  of  excitement  possible ;  his  eyes  lifted,  his  arms  at 
work,  and  his  breath  gone.     The  servants  ran  out  before  we  did. 

"  Why !  what  on  earth's  the  matter,  Ben  Mack  ?  "  demanded  the 
Squire,     "  Have  you  gone  mad  ?  " 

"  We've  had  thieves  in  the  barn,  sir !  Thieves  !  All  ray  clothes  is 
stole." 

"AVliat  clothes?" 

"  Them  what  I  left  in't  o'  Saturday  night,  Squire.  My  smock-frock 
and  my  boots,  and  my  spotted  cotton  neck-handkecher.  They  be  gone, 
they  be." 

"  Nonsense ! "  said  the  Squire,  whilst  I  and  Tod  kept  our  faces. 
"  We  have  not  had  thieves  here,  man." 

"  But,  'deed,  and  the  things  be  gone.  Squire.  Clean  gone !  Not  so 
much  as  a  shred  on  'em  left!  Please  come  and  see  for  yourself, 
sir." 

He  turned,  and  went  striding  across  the  yard.  The  Squire  followed, 
evidently  at  fault  for  comprehension  ;  and  the  rest  of  us  after  him." 

"  It's  a  mercy  as  the  horses  and  waggons  hain't  took  !  "  cried  Mack, 
plunging  into  the  baj-n.  "  And  the  harness !  look  at  it,  a-hanging  up  ; 
and  that  there  wheelbarrer " 

"  But  what  do  you  say  is  taken,  Mack  ?  "  interrupted  the  Squire, 
cutting  him  short,  and  looking  round  the  barn. 

"  All  my  traps,  sir.  My  best  smock-frock ;  and  my  boots,  and  my 
spotted  cotton  neck-handkecher.  A  beautiful  pair  o'  boots.  Squire, 
that  I  generally  keeps  here,  in  case  I  be  sent  off  to  Alcester,  or  Evesham, 
or  where  not,  and  have  to  tidy  myself  up  a  bit." 

Tod  backed  out  of  the  barn  doubled  up.  Nearly  choking  at  the 
"  beautiful "  boots. 

"  But  why  do  you  think  they  are  stolen.  Mack  ? "  the  Squire  was 
asking. 

"  I  left  'em  safe  here  o'  Saturday  evening,  sir,  when  I  locked  up  the 
barn.  The  things  be  all  gone  now ;  you  may  see  as  they  be,  Squire. 
There  hain't  a  vestige  of  'em." 

"  Have  any  of  the  men  moved  them  ?  " 

"  'Twas  me  as  unlocked  the  barn  myself  but  now.  Squire.  The  key 
on't  was  on  the  nail  where  I  put  it  Saturday  night.  If  any  of  the  men 
had  unlocked  it  afore  me  this  morning,  they'd  not  ha'  shut  it  up  again. 
We've  all  been  away  at  work  too  on  t'other  side  o'  the  land  since  we 
come  on  at  six  o'clock.  No,  sir,  it's  thieves — and  what  will  become  cf 
me  ?  A'most  a  new  smock-frock,  and  the  beautifulest  pair  o'  strong 
boots :  they'd  ha'  lasted  me  for  years." 

Tod  shrieked  out  at  last,  unable  to  help  himself.  Mack  cast  a 
reproachful  glance  at  him,  as  if  he  thought  the  merriment  too  cruel. 

"  You  must  have  been  drinking  on  Saturday,  Ben  Mack,  and  fancied 
you  left  'em  here,"  put  in  Molly,  tartly. 
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"  Me  been  a-drinking  !  "  retorted  poor  bereaved  Mack,  ready  to  cry 
at  the  aspersion.  "  Why,  I'd  never  had  a  drop  o'  nothing  mside  my 
hps  since  dinner-time,  save  a  draught  of  skim  milk  as  the  dairy-maid 
gave  me.  They  was  in  that  far  corner,  them  boots ;  and  the  smock- 
frock  was  laid  smooth  across  the  shaft  of  this  here  cart,  the  handkecher 
folded  a-top  on't." 

"  Well,  well,  we  must  inquire  after  the  things,"  remarked  the  Squire, 
turning  to  go  back  to  breakfast.  "  I  don't  believe  they  are  stolen, 
Mack :  they'll  be  found  somewhere.  If  you  had  lost  yourself,  you 
could  not  have  made  more  noise  over  it.  I'm  sure  I  thought  the  ricks 
must  be  on  fire." 

Tod  could  hardly  eat  his  breakfast  for  laughing.  Every  now  and 
then  he  came  out  with  the  most  unexpected  burst.  The  pater 
demanded  what  there  was  to  laugh  at  in  Mack's  having  mislaid  his 
clothes. 

But,  as  the  morning  went  on,  the  Squire  changed  his  tone.  When 
no  trace  could  be  discovered  of  the  articles,  high  or  low,  he  took  up. 
the  opinion  that  we  had  been  visited  by  tramps,  and  sent  off  for  old 
Jones  the  constable.  Jones  sent  back  his  duty,  and  he  would  come 
across  as  soon  as  he  could,  but  he  was  busy  organizing  the  search  after 
Master  Westerbrook,  and  posting  up  the  fresh  bills. 

"Johnny,  we  must  dispose  of  that  hair  of  Fred's  in  some  way,"  Tod 
whispered  to  me  in  the  course  of  the  morning.  "  To  let  any  one  come 
upon  it  would  never  do :  they  might  fish  and  ferret  out  everything. 
Come  along." 

We  went  up,  bolted  ourselves  in  his  room,  and  undid  the  hair.  Fine, 
silky  hair,  not  quite  auburn,  not  quite  like  chestnut,  something  between 
the  two,  but  as  nice  a  colour  as  you  would  wish  to  see. 

"  Better  burn  it,"  suggested  Tod. 

"  Won't  it  make  an  awful  smell  ?  " 

"  Who  cares  ?    You  can  go  away  if  you  don't  like  the  smell." 

"  I  shall  save  a  piece  for  Edna  Blake." 

"  Kubbish,  Johnny  !     What  good  will  it  do  her?  " 

"  She  may  like  to  have  it.     Especially  if  she  never  sees  him  again." 
•  "  Make  haste,  then,  and  take  a  lock.     It's  quite  romantic.     I  am 
going  to  put  a  match  to  it." 

I  chose  the  longest  piece  I  could  see,  put  it  into  an  envelope,  and 
fastened  it  up.  Tod. turned  the  Iiair  into  his  wash-hand  basin,  and 
set  it  alight :  the  gi'ate  was  filled  up  with  the  summer  shavings.  A 
frizzling  and  fizzing  set  in  at  once:  and  very  soon  a  rare  smell  of 
singeing. 

"  Open  the  window,  Johnny." 

I  had  hardly  opened  it,  when  tlio  handle  of  the  door  was  turned  and 
turned,  and  tlie  panel  thumped  at.  Hannah's  voice  came  shrieking 
through  the  keyhole. 
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-  "  Mr.  Joseph  !— Master  Jolmny  I    Are  you  both  in  there?     What's 
the  matter  ?  " 

"What  should  be  the  matter?"  called  back  Tod,  putting  his  hand 
over  my  mouth  that  I  should  not  speak.     "  Go  back  to  your  nursery." 

"  There's  something  burnuig  !  My  goodness  !  it's  just  as  if  all  the 
blankets  in  the  house  were  singeing!  You've  been  setting  your 
blankets  on  fire,  Mr.  Joseph  !  " 

"  And  if  I  have  ! "  cried  Tod,  blowing  away  at  the  hair  to  make  it 
burn  the  quicker.     "  They  are  not  yours." 

"  Good  patience  !  you'll  burn  us  all  up,  sir !  Fire— fire  !  "  shrieked 
out  Hannah,  frightened  beyond  her  wits.  "  For  goodness'  sake,  Miss 
Lena,  keep  away  from  the  keyhole  !  Here,  ma'am  !  Ma'am  !  Here's 
Mr.  Joseph  with  all  his  blankets  on  fire !  " 

Mrs.  Todlietley  ran  up  the  stairs,  and  her  terrified  appeal  came  to 
our  ears  tln-ough  the  door.  Tod  threw  it  open.  The  hair  had  burnt 
itself  out. 

"  Why  don't  you  go  off  for  the  parish  engine  ?  "  demanded  Tod  of 
Hannah,  as  they  came  sniffing  in.     "  Well,  where's  the  fire  ?  " 

"  But,  my  dears,  something  must  be  singeing,"  said  Mrs.  Todhetley. 
"  Where  is  it  ?— what  is  it  ?  " 

"  It  can't  be  anything  but  the  blankets,"  cried  Hannah,  choking  and 
stifling.  "Miss  Lena,  then,  don't  I  tell  you  to  keep  outside,  out  of 
harm's  way?    Well,  it  is  strong  !  " 

Mrs.  Todhetley  put  her  hand  on  my  arm.  "  Johnny,  what  is  it  ? 
Where  is  the  danger  ?  " 

"  There's  no  danger  at  all,"  struck  in  Tod.  "  I  suppose  I  can  burn 
some  old  fishing-tackle  rubbish  in  ray  basin  if  I  please — horsehair,  and 
that.  You  should  not  have  the  grates  filled  with  paper,  ma'am,  if  you 
don't  like  the  smell." 

She  went  to  the  basin,  found  the  smell  did  come  from  it,  and  then 
looked  at  us  both.     I  was  smUing,  and  it  reassured  her. 

"  You  might  have  taken  it  to  the  kitchen  and  burnt  it  there,  Joseph," 
she  said  mildly.     "  Indeed,  I  was  very  much  alarmed." 

"  Thanks  to  Hannah,"  said  Tod.  "  You'd  have  kno^\^l  nothing  about 
it  but  for  her.     I  wish  you'd  just  order  her  to  mind  her  own  business." 

"  It  was  my  business,  Mr.  Joseph— smelling  all  that  frightful  smell 

of  singeuig!     And  if Why,  whose  boots  are  these?"  broke  off 

Hannah. 

Opening  the  closet  to  get  out  the  hair,  we  had  left  Fred's  boots 
exposed.  Hannah's  eyes,  ranging  themselves  round  m  search  of  the 
smgeing,  had  espied  them.     She  answered  her  o-^ti  question. 

"  You  must  have  brought  them  from  school  in  your  box  by  mistake, 
Mr.  Joseph.     These  are  men's  boots,  these  are  !  " 

"  I  can  take  them  back  to  school  again,"  said  Tod,  carelessly. 

So  that  passed  off".     "  And  it  is  the  best  thmg  we  can  do  vnth  the 
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boots,  Johnny,  as  I  think,"  he  said  to  me  in  a  low  tone  when  we  ^vere 
once  more  left  to  ourselves.  "  We  can't  burn  them.  Thej-'d  make  a 
choicer  scent  than  the  hair  made." 

" I  suppose  they  wouldn't  fit  Mack? " 

Tod  laughed. 

"  If  he  kept  those  other  '  beautiful  boots  '  for  high  days  and  holidays, 
what  would  he  not  keep  these  for  ?  No,  Johnny  ;  they  are  too  slender 
for  Mack's  foot." 

"  I  wonder  how  poor  Fred  likes  his  clumsy  ones? — how  he  contrives 
to  tramp  it  in  them  ?  " 

"  I  would  give  something  to  know  that  he  was  clear  out  of  the 
country." 

Dashing  over  to  the  Parsonage  under  pretence  of  saying  good-bye  to 
the  children,  I  gave  the  envelope  containing  the  lock  of  hair  to  Edna, 
telling  her  what  it  was.  The  colour  rushed  into  her  face,  the  tears  to 
her  eyes. 

"Thank  you,  Johnny,"  she  said  softly.  "Yes,  I  shall  like  to  keep 
it— just  a  little  memorial  of  him.  Most  likely  we  shall  never  meet 
again." 

"  I  should  just  take  up  the  other  side  of  the  question,  Edna,  and  look 
forward  to  meeting  him." 

"  Not  here,  at  any  rate,"  she  answered.  "  How  could  he  ever  come 
hack  to  England  with  this  dreadful  charge  hanging  over  him  ?  Good 
luck  to  you  this  term,  Johnny  Ludlow.  Sometimes  I  think  our  school- 
days are  our  happiest." 

We  were  to  dine  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  and  start  for  school  at 
half-past  two.  Tod  boldly  asked  the  Squire  to  give  him  a  sovereign, 
apart  from  any  replenishing  of  his  pockets  that  might  take  place  at 
starting.     He  wanted  it  for  a  particular  purpose,  he  said. 

And  the  pater,  after  holding  forth  a  bit  about  thrift  versus  ex- 
travagance, handed  out  the  sovereign.  Tod  betook  himself  to  the  barn. 
There  sat  Mack  on  the  inverted  wheelbarrow,  at  his  dinner  of  cold 
bacon  and  bread,  and  looking  most  disconsolate. 

"  Found  the  things.  Mack  ?  " 

"  Me  found  'em,  Mr.  Joseph  !  No,  sir ;  and  I  hain't  ever  likely  to 
find  'em,  that's  more.  They  are  clean  walked  off,  they  are.  When  I 
thinks  o'  them  there  beautiful  boots,  and  that  there  best  smock-frock,  I 
be  fit  to  choke,  I  be  !  " 

Tod  was  fit  to  choke,  keeping  his  countenance.  "  What  was  tlieir 
A^alue,  Mack?" 

"  They  were  of  untold  val'e,  sir,  to  me.  I'd  not  hardly  ha'  lost  'em 
for  a  one-pound  note." 

"  Would  a  pound  replace  them?  " 

Mack,  drawing  his  knife  across  the  bread  and  bacon,  looked  up. 
Tod  spoke  more  plainly. 
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"  Could  you  buy  new  ones  with  a  pound  ?  " 

"  Bless  your  heart,  sh",  and  where  be  I  to  get  a  pound  from?  I  was 
just  a-calkelating  how  long  it  'ud  take  me  to  save  enough  money  up " 

"  I  wish  you'd  answer  my  question,  Mack.  Would  a  pound  replace 
the  articles  that  have  been  stolen  ?  " 

"  Why,  in  course  it  would,  sir,"  returned  Mack,  staring.  "  But  where 
be  I " 

"  Don't  bother.  Look  here :  there's  a  pound  " — tossing  the  sovereign 
to  him.     "  Buy  yourself  new  ones,  and  think  no  more  of  the  old  ones." 

Mack  could  not  believe  his  eyes  or  ears.  "  Oh,  Mr.  Joseph  !  Well, 
I  never !     Sir,  you  be " 

"  But  now,  understand  this  much,  Mack.  I  only  give  you  the  money 
on  one  condition — that  you  say  nothing  about  it.     Tell  nobody.''^ 

"  Well,  I  never,  Mr.  Joseph !  A  whole  golden  pound  !  Why,  sir, 
it'll  set  me  up  reg'lar  in " 

"  If  you  don't  attend  to  what  I  am  saying.  Mack,  I'll  take  it  away 
again.  You  are  not  to  tell  any  one  that  you  have  had  it,  do  you 
hear?" 

"  Sir,  I'll  never  tell  a  blessed  soul." 

"  Very  well.  I  shall  expect  you  to  keep  your  word.  Once  let  it  be 
known  that  j'our  lost  clothes  have  been  replaced,  and  we  should  have 
the  rest  of  the  men  losing  theirs  on  speculation.  So  keep  a  silent 
tongue  in  your  head  ;  to  the  Squire  as  well  as  to  others."  ' 

"  Bless  your  heart,  ]\Ir.  Joseph !  I'll  take  care,  sir.  Nobody  shan't 
know  on't  from  m.e.  When  the  wile  wants  to  ferret  out  where  I  got 
'em,  I'll  swear  to  her  I've  went  in  trust  for  'em.  And  I'm  sure  I  thank 
ye,  sir,  with  all  my — ■ —  " 

Tod  walked  away,  cutting  the  thanks  short. 

As  we  were  turning  out  at  the  gates  on  our  way  back  to  school.  Tod 
driving  Bob  and  Blister  (which  he  much  liked  to  do,  though  it  was  not 
always  the  Squire  trusted  him)  and  Giles  sitting  behind  us,  Dufl'ham 
was  coming  along  on  his  horse.  Tod  pulled  up,  and  asked  what  was 
the  latest  news  of  Gisby. 

"  Well,  strange  to  say,  we  are  beginning  to  have  some  faint  hopes  of 
him,"  replied  the  doctor.  "  There's  no  doubt  that  at  mid-day  he  was 
a  trifle  easier  and  better." 

"  That's  good  news,"  said  Tod.  "  The  man  is  a  detestable  sneak, 
but  of  course  one  does  not  want  him  to  die.  Save  him  if  you  can, 
Mr.  DufFliam — for  Fred  Westerbrook's  sake.     Good-bye." 

"  God-speed  you  both,"  returned  Dulfham.  "  Take  care  of  those 
horses.     They  are  fresh." 

Tod  gently  touched  the  two  with  the  whip,  and  called  back  a  saucy 
word.     He  particularly  resented  any  reflection  on  his  driving. 
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A  year  went  b}'.  We  were  at  home  for  the  Michaelmas  holidaj'S 
again.  And  who  should  chance  to  call  at  the  Manor  the  very  day  of 
our  arrival  but  old  Westerbrook. 

Changes  had  taken  place  at  the  N.  D.  Farm.  Have  you  ever 
observed  that  when  our  whole  heart  is  set  upon  a  thing,  our  entire 
aims  and  actions  are  directed  to  bringing  it  about,  it  is  all  quietly 
frustrated  by  that  Finger  of  Fate  that  none  of  us,  whether  prince  or 
peasant,  can  resist?  Mrs.  Westerbrook  had  been  doing  her  best  to 
move  heaven  and  earth  to  encompass  the  deposition  of  Fred  Wester- 
brook for  her  own  succession,  and  behold  she  could  not.  Just  as  she 
had  contrived  that  Fred  should  be  crushed,  and  she  herself  put  into 
old  Westerbrook's  wll  in  his  place,  as  the  inheritor  of  the  N.  D.  Farm 
and  all  its  belongings,  Heaven  rendered  her  work,  nugatory  by  taking 
her  to  itself. 

Yes,  Mrs.  Westerbrook  was  dead.  She  was  carried  off  after  a  rather 
short  illness :  and  Mr.  Westerbrook  was  a  widower,  bereaved  and 
solitary. 

He  was  better  off  without  her.  The  home  was  ten  times  more 
peaceful.  He  felt  that :  but  he  felt  it  to  be  very  lonely ;  and  he  more 
than  once  caught  himself  wishing  Fred  was  back  again.  Which  of 
course  meant  wishing  that  he  had  never  gone  away,  and  never  turned 
out  to  be  a  scamp. 

Gisby  did  not  die.  Gisby  had  recovered  in  process  of  time,  and  was 
now  more  active  on  the  farm  than  ever.  Kather  too  active,  its  master 
was  beginning  dimly  to  suspect.  Gisby  seemed  to  haunt  him.  Gisby* 
assumed  more  power  than  was  at  all  necessary;  and  Gisby  never 
ceased  to  pour  into  Mr.  Westerbrook's  ear  reiterations  of  Fred's  iniquity. 
Altogether,  Mr.  Westerbrook  was  growing  a  bit  tired  of  Gisby.  He 
had  taken  to  put  him  down  with  curtness ;  and  once  when  Gisby 
ventured  to  hint  that  it  might  be  a  convenient  arrangement  if  he  took 
up  his  abode  in  the  house,  Mr.  Westerbrook  swore  at  him.  As  to 
Fred,  he  was  still  popularly  looked  upon  as  cousin-german  to  the  fiend 
incarnate. 

Nothing  had  been  heard  of  him.  Nothmg  of  any  kind  since  that 
moonlight  niglit  when  he  had  made  his  escape.  Waiting  for  news 
from  him  so  long,  and  waiting  in  vain,  I,  and  Tod  with  me,  had  at  last 
made  up  our  minds  that  nothing  more  ever  would  be  heard  of  him  in 
this  world.  In  short,  that  he  had  slipped  out  of  it.  Perhaps  been 
starved  out  of  it.     Starved  to  death. 

Well,  Mr.  Westerbrook  called  at  the  Manor  within  an  hour,  of  our 
getting  home  for  Michaelmas,  just  twelve  mouths  after  the  uproar. 

To  me,  he  looked  a  good  deal  changed :  his  manner  was  quiet  and 
subdued,  almost  as  though  he  no  longer  took  much  interest  in  life ;  his 
hair  had  turned  much  greyer,  and  he  complained  of  a  continual  pain 
in  the  left  leg,  which  made  him  stiti',  and  sometimes  prevented  him 
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from  walking.  Duff  ham  called  it  a  touch  of  rheumatism.  Mr.  Wester- 
brook  fancied  it  might  be  an  indication  of  something  worse. 

"  But  you  have  walked  here,  Westerbrook !  "  remarked  the  Squire. 

"  And  shall  walk  back  again — round  by  the  village,"  he  said.  "  It 
seems  to  me  to  be  just  this.  Squire — that  if  I  do  not  make  an  effort  to 
walk  while  I  can,  I  may  be  laid  aside  for  good." 

He  gave  a  deep  sigh  as  he  spoke,  as  if  he  had  the  care  of  the  whole 
parish  upon  him.  The  Squire  began  talking  of  the  crop  of  oats  on  the 
N.  D.  Farm,  saying  what  a  famous  crop  it  was. 

"  You'll  net  a  good  penny  by  them  this  year,  "Westerbrook." 

"  Passable,"  was  the  indifferent  reply.  "  Good  crops  no  longer  bring 
me  the  satisfaction  they  did.  Squire.  I've  nobody  to  save  for  now. 
Will  you  spend  a  day  with  me  before  you  go  back,  young  gentlemen  ?  " 
he  went  on,  turning  to  us.  "  Come  on  Friday.  It  is  pretty  lonely 
there.    It  wants  company  to  enliven  it." 

And  we  promised  we  would  go. 

He  said  good-bye,  and  I  went  with  him,  to  help  him  over  the  stile 
into  the  lane,  on  account  of  his  stifthess — for  that  was  the  road  he  meant 
to  take  to  Church  Dykely.  In  passing  the  ricks  he  laid  his  hand  on  my 
shoulder. 

"  You  won't  mind  a  lonely  day  with  a  lonely  old  man?  " 

"  We  shall  like  it,  sir.    We  will  do  our  best  to  enliven  you." 

"  It  is  not  much  that  will  do  that  now,  Johnny  Ludlow,"  said  he. 
"  When  a  man  gets  to  my  age,  and  feels  his  health  and  strength  failing, 
it  seems  hard  to  be  left  all  alone." 

"  No  doubt  it  does,  sir.  I  wish  you  had  Fred  back  again  !  "  I  boldly 
added. 

"  Hush,  Johnny  !  Fred  is  lost  to  me  for  good.  He  made  his  own 
bed,  you  know,  and  is  lying  on  it.  As  I  have  to  lie  on  mine — such  as 
it  is.     Such  as  he  left  to  me ! " 

"  Do  you  know, where  Fred  is,  sir?  " 

"  Do  I  know  where  Fred  is?  "  he  repeated  in  a  tart  tone.  "  How 
should  I  be  likely  to  know  ?  How  could  I  know?  I  have  never  heard 
tidings  of  him,  good  or  bad,  since  that  wretched  night." 

We  had  reached  the  stile.  Old  Westerbrook  rested  his  arms  upon 
the  top  of  it  instead  of  getting  over,  tapping  the  step  on  the  other  side 
with  his  thick  walking-stick. 

"  Gisby's  opinion  is  that  Fred  threw  himself  into  the  first  deep  pond 
that  lay  in  his  way  that  night,  and  so  put  an  end  to  his  career  for  good," 
said  ho.     "  My  late  wife  thought  so  too." 

"  Don't  you  believe  anything  of  the  kind,  sir,"  said  I,  in  hot  impulse. 

"  It  is  what  Gisby  is  always  dinning  into  me,  Johnny.  I  liate  to 
liear  him.  With  all  Fred's  faults,  he  was  not  one  to  fly  to  that  ex- 
tremity, under " 

".  I  am  quite  sure  he  was  not,  sir*     And  did  not."    -  .    . 
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"  Under  ordinary  circumstances,  I  was  about  to  say,"  went  on  the 
old  gentleman,  with  apathy,  as  he  put  one  foot  on  the  stile.  "  But 
when  a  man  has  the  crime  of  murder  upon  his  soul,  there's  no  answering 
for  what  he  may  be  tempted  to  do  in  his  remorse  and  terror.' 

"  It  was  not  murder  at  all,  sir.     Gisby  is  well  again." 

"  But  it  was  thought  to  be  murder  at  the  time.  AVho  would  have 
given  a  brass  button  for  Gisby's  life  that  night  ?  Don't  quibble,  Master 
Johnny." 

"  Gisby  was  shot,  sir;  there's  no  denying  that,  or  that  he  might  have 
died  of  it ;  but  I  am  quite  sure  it  was  not  Fred  who  shot  him." 

"  Tush  !  "  said  he,  testily.     "  Help  me  over." 

I  wished  I  dared  tell  him  all.  Jumping  across  myself,  I  assisted  him 
down.     Not  that  it  would  have  answered  any  end  if  I  did  tell. 

"  Shall  I  walk  with  you  as  far  as  the  houses,  sir  ?  " 

*'  No,  thank  ye,  lad.  I  want  to  be  independent  as  long  as  I  can. 
Come  you  both  over  in  good  time  on  Friday.  Perhaps  we  can  get  an 
hour  or  two's  shooting." 

Friday  came,  and  we  had  rather  a  jolly  day  than  not,  what  with 
shooting  and  feasting.  Gisby  drew  near  to  join  us  in  the  cover,  but 
his  master  civilly  told  him  that  he  was  not  wanted  and  need  not  hinder 
his  time  in  looking  after  us.  Never  a  word  did  old  Westerbrook  say 
that  day  of  Fred,  and  he  put  on  his  best  spirits  to  entertain  us. 

But  in  going  away  at  night,  when  Tod  had  gone  round  to  get  the  bag 
of  partridges,  which  old  Westerbrook  insisted  on  our  taking  home,  he 
suddenly  spoke  to  me.  We  were  standing  at  his  front-door  under  the 
starlight. 

"  What  made  you  say  the  other  day  that  Fred  was  not  guilty  ?  " 

"  Because,  sir,  I  feel  sure  he  was  not.  I  am  as  sure  of  it  as  though 
Heaven  had  shown  it  to  me." 

''  He  was  with  the  gang  of  poachers  :  Gisby  saw  him  shoot,"  said  the 
old  man,  with  emphasis. 

"  Gisby  may  have  been  mistaken.  And  Fred's  having  been  with  the 
poachers  at  the  moment  was,  I  think,  accidental.'" 

"  Then  why,  if  not  guUty,  did  he  go  away?  " 

"  Fear  sent  him.  What  would  his  word  have  been  against  Gisby's 
dying  declaration?  You  remember  what  a  hubbub  there  was,  sir — 
enough  to  frighten  any  man  away,  however  innocent  he  might  be." 

"  Allow,  for  argument's  sake,  that  your  theory  is  con-ect,  and  that  he 
was  frightened  into  going  into  hiding,  why  does  he  not  come  out  of  it  ? 
Gisby  is  alive  and  well  again." 

Ah,  I  could  not  speak  so  confidently  there.  "  I  think  he  must  be 
dead,  sir,"  I  said,  "  and  that's  the  truth.  If  he  were  not,  some  of  us 
would  surely  have  heard  of  him." 

"  I  see,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  looking  straight  up  at  the  stars. 
"  We  arc  both  of  the  same  mind,  Johnny — that  he  is  dead.    I  say  he 
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might  have  died  that  night :   you  think  he  went  away  first  and  died 
afterwards.     Not  much  difference  between  us,  is  there  ?  " 

I  thought  there  was  a  great  deal ;  but  I  could  not  tell  him  why.  "  I 
wish  we  could  hear  of  him,  sir — and  be  at  some  certainty." 

"  So  do  I,  Johnny  Ludlow.  He  was  brought  up  at  my  knee  ;  as  my 
own  child." 

On  our  way  home,  Tod  with  the  bag  of  game  slung  over  his  shoulder, 
we  came  upon  Mr.  Holland  near  the  Parsonage,  with  Edna  Blake  and 
the  children.  They  had  been  to  Farmer  Page's  harvest-home.  Whilst 
the  ])arson  talked  to  Tod,  Edna  snatched  a  moment  with  me. 

"  Have  you  heard  any  news,  Johnny  ?  " 

"  Of  him .«     Never.    We  can't  make  it  out." 

"  Perhaps  we  never  shall  hear,"  she  sighed.  "  Even  if  he  reached 
the  coast  in  safety,  he  may  not  have  got  over  to  the  other  side.  A 
great  many  wrecks  took  place  about  that  time  :  our  Aveckly  paper  was 
full  of  them.     It  was  the  time  of  the  equinoctial  gales,  and " 

"  Come  along,  Johnny !  "  called  out  Tod,  at  this  juncture.  "  We 
must  get  on.     Good-night,  Edna :  good-night,  you  youngsters." 

The  next  day,  Saturday,  we  went  to  Worcester,  the  Squire  driving 
us,  and  there  saw  Gisby  as  large  as  life.  The  man  had  naturally  great 
assumption  of  manner,  and  latterly  he  had  taken  to  dress  in  the  fashion. 
He  was  looming  up  High  Street,  booted  and  spurred,  his  silver-headed 
Avhip  in  his  hand.  Taking  off  his  hat  with  an  air,  he  wished  the  Squire 
a  loud  good-morning,  as  if  the  town  belonged  to  him,  and  we  were  only 
subjects  in  it. 

"  I  should  think  Westerbrook  has  never  been  fool  enough  to  make 
liis  will  in  Gisby's  favour ! "  remarked  the  Squire,  staring  after  him. 
"  Egad,  though,  it  looks  like  it !  " 

"  It  is  to  be  hoped,  sir,  that  he  would  make  it  in  Fred's,"  was  Tod's 
rejoinder.     And  the  suggestion  put  the  pater  out. 

"  Make  it  in  Fred's,"  he  retorted,  going  into  one  of  his  heats,  and 
turning  sharply  round  on  the  crowded  pavement  near  the  market-house, 
by  which  he  came  into  contact  Avith  two  women  and  their  big  butter- 
baskets.  "What  do  you  mean  by  that,  sir?  Fred  Westerbrook  is 
beyond  the  pale  of  wills,  and  all  else.  It's  not  respectable  to  men- 
tion his  name.  He — bless  the  women!  What  on  earth  are  these 
baskets  at?  " 

They  seemed  to  be  playing  at  bumps  with  the  Squire ;  baskets  thick 
and  threefold.    Tod  went  in  to  the  rescue,  and  got  him  out. 

It  was  a  strange  thing.  It  really  was.  Considering  that  for  the  past 
day  or  two  something  or  other  had  arisen  to  bring  up  thoughts  of  Fred 
Westerbrook,  it  was  strange  that  the  strangest  of  all  things  in  connec- 
tion with  him  was  yet  to  come. 

Sitting  round  the  fire  after  suppei-,  upon  getting  home  from  Worcester 
r-it  is  a  long  drive,  you  know — and  Tod  had  gone  up  to  bed,  dead 
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tired,  who  should  walk  in  but  Duff  ham.  He  would  not  sit  down,  had 
no  time  ;  but  told  his  business  hastily.  Dick  Standish  was  dying,  and 
had  something  on  his  conscience. 

"I  would  have  heard  his  confession,"  said  Duff  ham,  "as  I  have 
heard  that  of  many  another  dying  man ;  but  he  seems  to  wish  to  make 
it  to  a  magistrate.  Either  to  a  magistrate,  or  to  old  Mr.  Westerbrook, 
he  urged.  But  there's  no  time  to  go  up  to  the  N.  D.  Farm,  so  I  came 
for  you,  Squire." 

*'  Bless  me  !  "  cried  the  Squire,  starting  up  in  a  commotion — for  he 
thought  a  great  deal  of  his  magisterial  duties,  and  this  was  a  very 
xmusual  call.  "Dick  Standish  dying!  What  can  he  have  to  say? 
He  has  been  nothing  but  a  poacher  all  his  life,  poor  fellow  !  And  what 
has  Westerbrook  to  do  with  him?  " 

"  Well,"  said  Duff  ham,  in  his  equable  way,  "  it  strikes  me  that  what 
he  wants  to  say  may  affect  Fred.     Perhaps  Standish  can  clear  him." 

"  Clear  Fred  Westerbrook ! — clear  an  iniquitous  young  man  who 
could  turn  poacher  and  murderer  !  What  next  will  you  say,  Duff  ham  ? 
Here,  Johnny,  get  my  hat  and  coat.  Dear  me  !  Take  down  a  confes- 
sion !     I  wonder  whether  there'll  be  any  ink  there  ?  " 

"Let  me  go  with  you,  sir!  "  I  said  eagerly.  "  I  will  take  my  little 
pocket-inkstand — and  some  paper — and — and — everything  likely  to  be 
wanted.    Please  let  me  go  !  " 

"  Well,  yes,  you  can,  Johnny.  Don't  forget  a  Bible.  Ten  to  one  if 
he  has  one." 

There  were  three  brothers  of  these  Standishes,  Tom,  Jim,  and  Dick, 
none  of  them  particularly  well-doing.  Tom  was  no  better  than  a  sort 
of  tramp,  reappearing  in  the  ^^llage  only  by  fits  and  starts  ;  Jim,  who 
had  married  Mary  Picker,  was  likewise  given  to  roving  abroad,  until 
found  and  brought  back  by  the  parish  ;  Dick,  as  the  Squire  phrased  it, 
was  nothing  but  a  poacher,  and  made  his  home  mostly  with  Jim  and 
Mary.  The  cottage — a  tumble-down  lodgment  that  they  did  not  trouble 
themselves  to  keep  in  repair — was  at  our  end  of  the  parish  half-a-mile 
away,  and  we  put  our  best  feet  foremost. 

Dick  lay  upon  the  low  bed  in  the  loft.  His  illness  had  been  very 
short  and  sharp ;  it  was  scarcely  a  week  yet  since  he  was  taken  \vith  it. 
Duft'ham  had  done  his  best;  but  the  man  was  dying.  Jim  Standish 
Avas  off  on  one  of  his  roving  expeditions,  neither  the  parish  nor  the 
public  knowing  whither. 

The  Squire  sat  by  the  bed,  taking  down  the  man's  confession  at  a 
small  table,  by  the  light  of  a  small  candle.  I  and  Duff'ham  stood  to 
liear  it;  Mary  Standish  was  sent  down  to  the  kitchen.  What  he  said 
cleared  Fred  Westerbrook — Duffliam  had  no  doubt  gathered  so  much 
before  he  came  for  the  Squire. 

Just  what  Fred  had  told  us  of  the  events  of  the  night,  Dick  Standish 
eonfirmed  now..    He  and  other  poachers  were  out,  he  -said,  his  brother 
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Tom  for  one.  Tliey  had  bagged  some  game,  and  were  about  to 
disperse  when  they  encountered  Mr.  Fred  Westerbrook.  He  stayed 
talking  with  them,  walking  the  same  way  that  they  did,  when  lo  !  tliey 
all  fell  into  the  ambush  planned  by  Gisby.  A  fight  ensued ;  and  he — 
he,  Dick  Standish,  now  speaking,  conscious  that  he  was  dying — he  fired 
his  gun  at  them,  and  the  shot  entered  Gisby.  They  ran  away  then  and 
were  not  pursued ;  a  gun  was  fired  after  them,  and  it  struck  his  brother 
Tom,  but  not  to  hurt  liim  very  much  :  not  enough  to  disable  him.  He 
and  Tom  made  themselves  scarce  at  once,  before  daylight ;  and  they 
did  not  come  back  till  danger  was  over,  and  Gisby  about  again.  Old 
Jones  and  other  folks  had  come  turning  the  cottage  inside  out  at  the 
time  in  search  of  him  (Dick),  but  his  brother  Jim  swore  through  tliick 
and  thin  that  Dick  had  not  been  at  home  for  ever  so  long.  The  S(|nire 
took  all  this  down  ;  and  Dick  signed  it. 

I  was  screwing  the  little  inkstand  up  to  return  it  to  my  pocket,  when 
Mr.  Holland  entered,  Mary  Standish  having  sent  for  him.  Leaving 
him  with  the  sick  man,  we  came  away. 

"  Johnny,  do  you  know,  we  might  almost  have  made  sure  Fred 
Westerbrook  was  not  guilty,"  said  the  Squire,  quite  humbly,  as  we  were 
crossing  the  turnip-field.  "  But  why  on  earth  did  he  run  away  ? 
Where  is  he  ?  " 
."I  think  he  must  be  dead,  sir.  What  news  this  wiU  be  for  Mr. 
Westerbrook." 

''  Dear  me  yes  !     I  shall  go  to  him  with  it  in  the  morning." 

When  the  morning  came — which  was  Sunday — the  Squire  was  so 
impatient  to  be  off  that  he  could  hardly  finish  his  breakfast.  The 
master  of  the  N.  D.  Farm,  who  no  longer  had  energy  or  health  to  keep 
the  old  early  hours,  was  only  sitting  down  to  his  breakfast  when  the 
Squire  got  there.  In  his  well-meaning  but  hot  way,  he  plunged  into 
the  narrative  so  cleverly  that  old  Westerbrook  nearly  had  a  fit. 

"  Not  guilty  !  "  he  stammered,  when  he  came  to  liimself.  "  Fred  not 
guilty !  Only  met  the  poachers  by  accident ! — was  not  the  man  that 
shot  Gisby !  Why,  that's  what  Johnny  Ludlow  was  trying  to  make  me 
believe  only  a  day  or  two  ago  !  " 

"  Johnny  was  ?  Oh,  he  often  sees  through  a  stone  wall.  It's  true, 
anyway,  Westerbrook.     Fred  never  had  a  gun  in  his  hand  that  night." 

"  Then — knowing  himself  innocent,  why  on  earth  does  he  stay 
away?" 

"  Johnny  thinks  he  must  be  dead,"  replied  the  Squire. 

Old  Westerbrook  gave  a  groan  of  assent.  His  trembhng  hands  upset 
a  cupful  of  coS'ee  on  the  table-cloth. 

■  They  came  on  to  church  together  arm-in-arm.  Mr.  Holland  joined 
them,  and  told  the  news — Dick  Standish  was  dead  :  had  died  penitent. 
Penitent,  so  far  as  might  be,  in  the  very  short  time  he  had  given  to 
repentance,  added  the  clergyman. 

Johnny  Ludlow.— ] I.  i-t) 
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But  knowing  that  Fred  was  innocent  seemed  to  have  renewed  his 
uncle's  lease  of  life.  He  was  altogether  a  different  man.  The  congi-e- 
gation  felt  quite  electrified  by  some  words  read  out  by  Mr.  Holland 
before  the  General  Thanksgiving :  "  Thomas  Westerbrook  desires  to 
return  thanks  to  Almighty  God  for  a  great  mercy  vouchsafed  to  him." 
AVhispcring  to  one  another  in  their  pews,  under  cover  of  the  drooped 
heads,  they  asked  what  it  meant,  and  whether  Fred  could  have  come 
home?  The  report  of  Dick  Standish's  confession  had  been  heard 
before  church  :  and  Gisby  and  Shepherd  received  some  hard  words  for 
having  so  positively  laid  the  deed  on  Fred. 

"  I  declare  to  goodness  I  thought  it  was  Mr.  Fred  that  fired  !  "  said 
Shepherd,  earnestly.  "  Moonlight's  deceptive,  in  course :  but  I  know 
lie  was  close  again'  the  gun." 

Yes,  he  was  close  to  the  gim :  Dick  Standish  had  said  that  much. 
Mr.  Fred  was  standing  next  him  when  he  fired ;  Mr.  Fred  had  tried  to 
put  out  his  arm  to  stop  him,  but  wasn't  quick  enough,  and  called  him  a 
villain  for  doing  it. 

I  was  taking  the  organ  again  that  day,  if  it  concerns  any  one  to  know 
it,  and  ga^e  them  the  brightest  chants  and  hymns  the  books  contained. 
The  breach  with  Mr.  Richards  had  never  been  healed,  and  the  church 
had  no  settled  organist.  Sometimes  Mrs.  Holland  took  it;  sometimes 
Mrs.  Todhetley ;  once  it  was  a  stranger,  who  volunteered,  and  broke 
down  over  the  blowing ;  and  during  the  holidays,  if  we  spent  them  at 
the  Manor,  it  was  chiefly  turned  over  to  me. 

The  Squire  made  old  Westerbrook  walk  back  to  dine  with  us. 
Sitting  over  a  plate  of  new  walnuts  afterwards — there  was  not  much 
time  for  dessert  on  Sundays,  before  the  afternoon  service — Tod,  calling 
upon  me  to  confirm  it,  told  all  about  Fred's  hiding  in  the  church,  and 
how  he  had  got  away.  But  we  did  not  say  anything  of  the  money 
given  him  by  Edna  Blake  :  she  might  not  have  liked  it.  The  Squire 
stared  with  surprise,  and  seemed  uncertain  whether  to  praise  us  or  to 
blow  us  up  sharply. 

"  Shut  up  in  the  church  for  three  days  and  nights !  Nothing  to  eat, 
except  what  you  could  crib  for  him !  Got  away  at  last  in  Mack's 
smock-frock  and  boots !  Well,  you  two  are  a  pair  of  pretty  conjurers, 
you  are  ! " 

"  God  bless  'em  both  for  it !  "  cried  old  Westerbrook. 

"  But  they  ought  to  have  told  me,  you  know,  Westerbrook.  I  could 
have  managed  much  better — helped  the  poor  fellow  off  more  effectually." 

Tod  gave  me  a  kick  under  the  table.  He  was  nearly  splitting,  at 
hearing  the  Squire  say  this. 

The  first  thing  Mr.  Westerbrook  did  was  to  insert  sundry  advertise- 
ments in  the  Times  and  other  newspapers,  about  a  lumdred  of  them, 
begging  and  imploring  his  dear  nephew  (sometimes  he  worded  it  liis 
"  dear  boy  ")  to  return  to  him.     Always  underneath  this  advertisement 
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Avlierever  it  fvppeared  was  inserted  another :  stating  that  all  the  par- 
ticulars of  the  poaching  affray  which  took  place  on  a  certain  date 
(mentioning  it)  were  known ;  that  the  poacher,  Richard  Standish,  who 
shot  Walter  Gisby  had  confessed  the  crime,  and  that  Gisby  had  not 
died  of  his  wounds,  but  recovered  from  them.  This  was  done  with  the 
view  of  letting  Fred  know  that  he  might  come  back  with  safety.  But  he 
never  came.  The  advertisements  brought  forth  no  answer  of  any  kind. 
The  master  of  the  N.  D.  Farm  became  very  short  vv'ith  his  bailift'  as 
time  went  on.  There  was  no  reason  to  suppose  that  Gisby  had  inten- 
tionally accused  Fred  of  the  shot— he  had  really  supposed  it  to  come 
from  Fred  ;  nevertheless,  Mr.  Westerbrook  took  a  great  dislike  to  him, 
and  was  very  short  and  crusty  with  him.  Gisby  did  not  like  that,  and 
they  had  perpetual  rows.  When  we  got  home  for  the  Christmas 
hoHdays,  it  was  thought  that  Gisby  would  not  be  long  on  the  N.  D. 
Farm. 

"  Johnny,  I  want  to  tell  you !     I  have  had  a  letter.    From  7m«." 

The  whisper  came  from  Edna  Blake.  It  was  Christmas  Eve ;  and 
we  were  in  the  church,  a  lot  of  us,  sticking  the  branches  of  holly  in  the 
pews.     The  leaves  had  never  seemed  so  green  or  the  berries  so  red. 

"  Not  from  Fred  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  have.  It  came  addressed  to  me  about  a  week  ago,  with  a 
ten-pound  Bank  of  England  note  enclosed.  There  was  only  a  line  or 
two,  just  saying  he  had  not  been  able  to  return  it  before,  but  that  he 
hoped  he  .was  at  length  getting  on :  and  that  if  he  did  get  on,  he 
sliould  be  sure  to  write  again  later.  It  was  signed  F.  W.  That  was 
all.     Neither  his  name  was  mentioned,  nor  mine,  nor  any  address." 

"  Where  did  it  come  from  ?  " 

"  London,  I  think." 

"  From  London !    Nonsense,  Edna !  " 

"  The  post-mark  was  London.  You  are  welcome  to  see  the  letter. 
I  have  brought  it  with  me." 

Drawing  the  letter  from  her  pocket  under  cover  of  her  mantle,  I  took 
it  to  the  porch.  True  enough  :  the  letter  had  undoubtedly  been  posted 
in  London.  Calling  Tod,  we  talked  a  little,  and  then  told  Edna  that 
we  both  thought  she  ought  to  disclose  this  to  Mi.  Westerbrook. 

"  I  think  so  too,"  she  said,  "  but  I  should  not  like  to  tell  him  myself 
. — though  his  manner  to  me  lately  has  been  very  kind.  Will  you  tell 
him,  Johnny  ?  I  will  lend  you  the  letter  to  show  him.  He  will  be 
sure  to  want  to  see  it." 

"  And  he  will  have  to  know  about  the  gold,  Echia.  The  loan  of  that 
night." 

"  Yes ;  it  cannot  be  helped.  I  have  thought  it  all  over,  and  I  see 
that  there's  no  help  for  its  being  known  now.  The  letter  alludes  to  it, 
you  perceive." 
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After  that  the  advertisements  were  resumed.  Mr.  Westerbrook  put 
some  solicitor  in  London  to  work,  and  they  were  inserted  in  every 
known  paper.  Also  in  some  of  the  American  and  Australian  papers. 
Inquiries  were  made  after  Fred  in  London.  But  nothing  came  of  it. 
As  to  old  Westerbrook,  he  seemed  to  grow  better,  as  if  the  suspense 
had  stirred  him  up. 

The  months  went  on.  Neither  Fred  nor  news  of  him  turned  up. 
Tliat  he  was  vegetating  somewhere  beyond  the  pale  of  civihzation,  or 
else  was  at  length  really  dead,  appeared  to  be  conclusive. 


July.  And  we  boys  at  home  again  for  the  holidays.  The  first  news 
told  us  was,  that  'Mr.  Westerbrook  and  his  bailiff  had  parted  company. 
Gisby  had  said  tarewell  to  the  N.  D.  Farm. 

In  the  satisfaction  of  finding  himself  sole  master,  which  he  had  not 
been  for  many  a  year,  and  to  celebrate  Gisby's  departure,  Mr.  Wester- 
brook gave  a  syllabub  feast,  inviting  to  it  old  and  young,  grown  people 
ar.d  children.     SyUabub  feasts  were  tolerably  common  with  us. 

It  was  an  intensely  hot  day ;  the  lawn  was  dotted  with  guests  ;  most 
of  them  gathered  hi  groups  under  the  trees  in  the  shade.  Old  Wester- 
brook, the  Squire  and  Mrs.  Todhetley,  Parson  and  Mrs.  Holland  and 
Mr.  Brandon  were  together  under  the  great  horse-chestnut  tree.  Edna 
Blake,  of  course,  had  the  trouble  of  the  parson's  children,  and  I  was 
talking  to  her.  Little  tables  with  bowls  of  syllabub  on  them  and  cakes 
and  fruit  stood  about.  By-and-by,  at  sunset  or  so,  we  were  to  go  in  to 
a  high  tea. 

It  was  getting  on  for  two  years  since  the  night  of  Fred  Westerbrook's 
departure ;  and  Edna  was  looking  five  times  two  years  older.  Worn 
and  patient  were  the  lines  of  her  face.  She  was  dressed  rather  poorl}'-, 
as  usual.  She  had  never  dressed  much  otherwise :  but  since  that 
unlucky  night  her  clothes  had  been  made  to  last  as  I  should  think 
nobody's  else's  clothes  ever  lasted.  Whether  that  ten  pounds  had 
absorbed  all  her  funds  (as  it  most  likely  had),  or  whether  Edna  had 
been  saving  up  for  that  visionary,  possible  voyage  to  America  and  the 
home  with  Fred  that  was  to  follow  it,  I  knew  not,  but  one  never  saw 
her  in  new  things  now..  To-day  she  wore  a  muslin  that  once  had  had 
rose-red  spots  on  it,  but  repeated  washings  had  diluted  them  to  a  pale 
pink ;  and  the  jiink  ribbons  on  her  hat  had  faded  too.  Not  but  that,  in 
spite  of  all,  she  looked  a  lady. 

"  Have  you  a  headache,  Edna?  " 

"  Just  a  little,"  she  answered,  putting  her  hand  to  her  head. 
"  Charley  and  Tom  would  race  about  as  we  came  along,  and  I  had  to 
run  after  them.  To  be  much  under  a  blazing  sun  often  gives  me  a 
headache  now." 

I  wondered  to  myself  why  the  parson  and  his  wife  could  not  have 
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ordered  Charley  and  Tom  to  be  still.     Fathers  and   mothers  never 
think  their  children  can  tire  people. 

"  I  want  some  more  syllabub,  Edna,"  cried  Charley,  jnst  then. 

"  And  me  too,"  put  in  little  Miles  Stirling. 

She  got  up  patiently ;  ladled  some  of  the  stuff  into  two  of  the  custard- 
cups,  and  gave  one  to  each  of  the  children,  folding  her  handkerchief 
under  little  Stirling's  chin  to  guard  his  velvet  dress.  They  stood  at  the 
table,  two  eager  little  cormorants,  taking  it  in  with  their  tea-spoons. 

At  that  moment,  the  gate  behind  us  opened,  and  a  gentleman  came 
in.  We  turned  round  to  see  who  was  arriving  so  late.  A  stranger. 
Some  good-looking  fellow,  ynth  auburn  hair,  a  beard  that  shone  like 
soft  silk  in  the  sun,  and  a  bronzed  face.  To  judge  by  his  movements, 
he  was  struck  with  surprise  at  sight  of  the  gay  company,  and  stood  in 
evident  hesitation. 

"  Oh,  Johnny  !  " 

The  low,  half-terrified  exclamation  came  from  Edna.  I  turned  to 
her.  Her  eyes  were  strained  on  the  stranger;  her  face  had  turned 
white  as  death.  He  saw  us  then,  and  came  towards  us.  We  were  the 
nearest  to  him. 

"  Do  you  know  me,  Edna  ?  " 

I  knew  him  then :  knew  his  voice.  Aj^,  and  himself  also,  now  that 
I  saw  him  distinctly.  Edna  did  not  faint;  though  she  was  white 
enough  for  it :  she  only  put  her  hands  together  as  one  does  in  prayer, 
a  joyous  thankfidness  dawning  in  her  eyes. 

"  Frederick  ?  " 

"Yes,  my  darling.  How  strange  that  you  should  be  the  first  to 
greet  me !     And  ?/o?6,  Johnny,  old  fellow  !     You  Jmve  grown  !  " 

His  two  hands  lay  for  a  time  in  mine  and  Edna's.  No  one  had 
observed  him  yet :  we  were  at  the  end  of  the  lawn,  well  under  the 
trees. 

"  More  syllabub,  Edna  !  "  shrieked  out  that  greedy  young  Charley. 

"  And  me  want  more,  too,"  added  little  Miles ;  "  me  not  had  enough." 

Edna  drew  her  hand  away  to  go  to  the  table,  a  happy  light  shining 
through  her  tears.  Fred  put  his  arm  within  mine,  and  we  went  across 
the  grass  together. 

The  first  to  see  him  was  Mr.  Brandon.  He  took  in  the  situation  at 
once,  and  in  a  degree  prepared  Mr.  Westerbrook.  "  Here's  some 
bronzed  young  man  coming  up,  Westerbrook,"  said  he.  "  Looks  like  a 
traveller.  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  it  is  your  nephew ;  or  perhaps 
one  who  brings  news  of  him." 

Old  Westerbrook  fell  back  in  his  chair,  as  Fred  stood  there  Avith  his 
two  hands  stretched  out  to  him.  Then  he  sprang  up,  burst  into  tears, 
and  clasped  Fred  in  his  arms.  Of  all  commotions !  Mr.  Brandon 
walked  away  out  of  it  into  the  sim,  putting  his  j'ellow  silk  handkerchief 
on  bis  head.    The  Squire  stared  as  if  he  had  never  'seen  a  bronzed  man 
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before ;  Tod  came  leaping  up,  and  the  best  part  of  the  company  after 
him. 

"Edna,  Edna!"  called  out  Mr.  Westerbrook,  sitting  back  in  his 
chair  again,  and  holding  Fred  tightly.     "  Edna,  I  want  you  instantly." 

She  advanced  modestly,  blushing  roses,  her  hat  held  in  her  hand  by 
its  faded  strings.    Mr.  Westerbrook  looked  at  her  through  his  tears. 

"  Here  he  is,  my  dear — do  you  see  ? — come  back  to  us  at  last.  We 
miist  both  welcome  him.  The  homestead  is  3^ours  from  this  day,  Fred ; 
I  will  have  only  just  a  corner  in  it.  I  am  too  old  now  for  a  busy  life  : 
you  must  be  the  acting  master.  And,  Edna,  my  child,  you  will  come 
here  to  be  his  helpmeet  in  it,  and  to  take  care  of  me  in  my  declining 
years — my  dear  little  daughter  !     Thank  God  for  all  things !  " 

Fred  gave  us  just  a  brief  summary  of  the  past.  Getting  over  to 
America  without  much  difficulty,  he  had  sought  there  for  some 
remunerative  work,  and  sought  in  vain.  One  of  those  panics  that  the 
Americans  go  in  for  had  recently  occurred  in  the  States,  and  numbers 
of  men  were  unable  to  get  employment.  After  sundry  adventures,  and 
some  semi-starvation,  he  at  length  made  his  way  to  the  West  Indies. 
A  cousin  of  his  late  mother  was,  he  knew,  settled  somewhere  within 
the  regions  of  British  Guiana.  He  found  him  in  Berbice,  a  small 
merchant  of  New  Amsterdam.  To  him  Fred  told  his  whole  story ; 
and  the  old  cousin  gave  him  a  berth  in  his  counting-house.  Office- 
work  was  new  to  Fred ;  but  he  did  his  best ;  and  with  the  first  pro- 
ceeds of  his  pay  he  enclosed  the  ten  pounds  to  Edna ;  the  house  for- 
warding the  letter  to  their  agents  in  London,  to  be  posted  there.  Some 
months  later,  he  chanced  to  see  the  advertisement  for  him  in  an 
English  newspaper.  As  soon  as  he  was  able,  he  came  off  to  answer  it 
in  person ;  and — here  he  was. 

"  All's  well  that  ends  well,"  remarked  Mr.  Brandon,  in  his  dry  way. 

"  And  don't  you  go  fraternizing  with  poachers  again,  Mr.  Fred ! " 
cried  out  the  Squire.     "  See  what  it  brought  you  to  the  last  time." 

"  No,  Squire ;  never  again,"  answered  Fred,  pushing  back  his  auburn 
liair  (very  long  again),  with  a  smile.  "  This  one  time  has  been  quite 
enough." 

"  But  you  cannot  have  Edna,  you  know,"  said  Mrs.  Holland  to  him, 
with  a  disturbed  face.  "  The  Parsonage  could  not  possibly  get  on 
without  her." 

"I  am  afraid  the  Parsonage  will  have  to  try,  Mrs.  Holland." 

"  I  shall  be  obliged  to  keep  my  bed ;  that  will  be  the  end  of  it,"  said 
Mrs.  Holland,  gloomily.  "  Nobody  can  manage  the  cliildren  but  Edna. 
When  she  is  otherwise  occupied,  their  noise  is  frightful :  ten  times 
more  distracting  tlian  the  worst  toothache." 

Fred  said  nothing  further ;  she  was  looking  so  ruefully  woebegone. 
Putting  his  arm  into  mine,  he  turned  into  a  shady  walk. 

<*  Will  you  be  my  groomsman  at  the  wedding,  Johnny  ?    But  for 
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yon,  my  good  friend,  I  don't  know  that  I  should  have  been  saved  to 
see  this  day." 

"  Nay,  Fred,  I  think  it  was  the  key  of  the  church  that  saved  you. 
I  will  be  your  groomsman  if  you  really  and  truly  prefer  to  pitch  upon 
me.  rather  than  on  some  one  older  and  better." 

"Yes,  you  are  right,"  he  answered,  lifting  his  hat,  and  glancing 
upwards. '  "  It  was  the  key  of  the  church— under  God." 


XVII. 
SEEN   IN   THE   MOONLIGHT. 

''  I  TKi.L  you  it  is,"  repeated  Tod.  "  One  cannot  mistake  Temple,  even 
at  a  distance." 

"  But  this  man  looks  so  much  older  than  he.  And  he  has  whiskers. 
Temple  had  none." 

"  And  has  not  Temple  grown  older,  do  you  suppose ;  and  don't 
whiskers  sprout  and  grow  ?  You  are  always  a  muff,  Johnny.  That  is 
Slingsby  Temple." 

We  had  gone  by  rail  to  Whitney  Hall,  and  were  walking  up  from 
tiie  station.  The  Squire  sent  us  to  ask  after  Sir  John's  gout.  It  was 
a  broiling  hot  day  in  the  middle  of  summer.  On  the  lawn  before  the 
house,  with  some  of  the  Whitneys,  stood  a  stranger;  a  little  man, 
young,  dark,  and  upright. 

Tod  was  right,  and  I  was  wrong.  It  was  Slingsby  Temple.  But  I 
thought  him  much  altered:  older-looking  than  his  years,  which 
numbered  close  upon  twenty-five,  and  more  sedate  and  haughty  than 
ever.     We  had  neither  seen  nor  heard  of  him  since  quitting  Oxford. 

"Oh,  he's  regularly  in  for  it  this  time,"  said  Bill  Whitney,  in  answer 
to  inquiries  about  his  father,  as  they  shook  hands  with  us.  "  He  has 
hardly  ever  had  such  a  bout ;  can  only  lie  in  bed  and  groan.  Temple, 
don't  you  remember  Todhetley  and  Johnny  Ludlow  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  do,"  answered  Temple,  holding  out  his  hand  to  me  first, 
and  passing  by  Tod  to  do  it.  But  that  was  Slingsby  Temple's  way. 
I  was  of  no  account,  and  therefore  it  did  not  touch  his  pride  to 
notice  me. 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you  again,"  he  said  to  Tod,  cordially  enough,  as 
he  turned  to  him ;  which  was  quite  a  gi-acious  acknowledgment  for 
Temple. 

But  it  surprised  us  to  sec  him  there.  The  Whitneys  had  no 
acquaintance  with  the  Temples;  neither  had  he  and  Bill  been  special 
friends  at  college.  Whitney  explained  it  after  luncheon,  when  we 
were  sitting  outside  the  windows  in  the  shade,  and  Temple  was  pacing 
the  shrubbery  with  Helen. 

"  I  fancy  it's  a  gone  case,"  said  ]5ill,  nodding  towards  them. 

*'  Oh,  William,  you  should  not  say  it,"  struck  in  Anna,  in  tones  of 
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remonstrance,  and  witli  lier  pretty  blush.  "It  is  not  sure — and  not 
right  to  Mr.  Temple." 

"  Not  say  it  to  Tod  and  Johnny !  Rubbish  !  Why,  they  are  like 
ourselves,  Anna.     I  say  I  think  it  is  going  to  be  a  case." 

"  Helen  with  another  beau  !  "  cried  free  Tod.  "  llow  has  it  all  come 
about  ?  " 

"  The  mother  and  Helen  have  been  staying  at  Malvern,  you  know," 
said  Whitney.  "  Temple  turned  up  at  the  same  hotel,  the  Foley  Arms, 
and  they  struck  up  an  intimacy.  I  went  over  for  the  last  week,  and 
was  surprised  to  see  how  thick  he  was  with  them.  The  mother, 
who  is  more  unsuspicious  than  a  goose,  told  Temple,  in  her  hospitable 
way,  when  they  were  saying  good-bye,  that  she  should  be  glad  to  see 
him  if  ever  he  found  himself  in  these  benighted  parts  :  and  I'll  be  shot 
if  at  the  end  of  five  days  he  was  not  here  !  If  Helen's  not  the  magnet, 
I  don't  know  what  else  it  can  be." 

"  He  appears  to  like  her ;  but  it  may  be  only  a  temporary  fancy  that 
will  pass  away;  it  ought  not  to  be  talked  about,"  reiterated  Anna.  "It 
may  come  to  nothing." 

"  It  may,  or  may  not,"  persisted  Bill. 

"  Will  she  consent  to  have  him  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  She'd  be  simple  if  she  didn't,"  said  Bill.  "  Temple  would  be  a 
jolly  fine  match  for  any  girl.  Good  in  all  ways.  His  property  is  large, 
and  he  himself  is  as  sober  and  steady  as  any  parson.    Always  has  been." 

I  was  not  thinking  of  Temple's  eligibility — that  was  undeniable  ;  but 
of  Helen's  inclinations.  Some  time  before  she  had  gone  in  for  a  love 
allair,  which  would  not  do  at  any  price,  caused  some  stir  at  the  Hall, 
and  came  to  signal  gi'ief:  though  I  have  not  time  to  tell  of  it  here. 
Whitney  caught  the  drift  of  my  thoughts. 

"  ThaCs  over  and  done  with,  Johnny.  She'd  never  let  its  recollection 
spoil  other  prospects.  You  may  trust  Helen  Whitney  for  that.  She 
is  as  shallow-hearted  as " 

"  For  shame,  William  !  "  remonstrated  Anna. 

"  It's  true,"  said  he.  "  I  didn't  say  you  were.  Helen  would  have 
twenty  sweethearts  to  your  one,  and  think  nothing  of  it." 

Tod  looked  at  Anna,  and  laughed  gently.  Her  cheeks  turned  the 
colour  of  the  rose  she  was  holding. 

"  What's  this  about  a  boating  torn-  ?  "  lie  inquired  of  Whitney.  It 
had  been  alluded  to  at  lunch-time. 

"Temple's  going  in  for  one  with  some  more  fellows,"  was  the  reply. 
"  He  has  asked  me  to  join  them.  We  mean  to  do  some  of  the  larger 
rivers  ;  take  our  tent,  and  encamp  on  the  bank  at  night." 

"  What  a  jolly  spree  ! "  cried  Tod,  his  face  flushing  with  delight. 
"  How  I  should  like  it !  " 

"  I  wash  to  goodness  you  were  coming.  But  Temple  has  made  up 
his  party.    It  is  his  affair,  you  know.    He  talks  of  staying  out  a  month." 
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"  One  get's  no  chance  in  this  slow  place,"  cried  Tod,  fiercely.  "  I'll 
emigrate,  1  think,  and  go  tiger-hunting.  Is  it  a  secret,  this  boating 
affair?" 

"A  secret!     No." 

"  What  made  j'ou  kick  me  under  the  table,  then,  when  I  would  have 
asked  particulars  at  luncheon  ?  " 

"  Because  the  mother  was  present.  She  has  taken  all  sorts  of  queer 
notions  into  her  head — mothers  always  have  them — that  the  boat  will 
be  found  bottom  upwards  some  day,  and  we  under  it.  Failing  that,  we 
are  to  catch  colds  and  fevers  and  agues  from  the  night  encampments. 
So  we  say  as  little  about  it  as  possible  before  her." 

"  I  see,"  nodded  Tod.  "  Look  here,  Bill,  I  should  like  to  get  up  a 
boating  party  myself ;  it  sounds  glorious.  How  do  you  set  about  it  ?— 
and  where  can  you  get  a  boat  ?  " 

"  Temple  knows,"  said  Bill,  "  I  don't.     Let  us  go  and  ask  him." 

They  went  across  the  grass,  leaving  me  alone  with  Anna.  She  and 
I  were  the  best  of  friends,  as  the  reader  may  remember,  and  exchanged 
many  a  little  confidence  with  one  another  that  the  world  knew  nothing  of. 

"  Should  you  like  it  for  Helen  ?  "  I  asked,  indicating  her  sister  and 
Slingsby  Temple. 

"  Yes,  I  think  I  should,"  she  answered.  "  But  William  had  no 
warrant  for  speaking  as  he  did.  Mr.  Temple  will  only  be  here  a  few 
days  longer :  when  he  leaves,  we  may  never  see  him  again." 

"  But  he  is  evidently  taken  with  Helen.  He  shows  that  he  is.  And 
when  a  man  of  Slingsb}'  Temple's  disposition  allows  himself  to  betray 
anything  of  the  kind,  rely  upon  it  he  means  something." 

"  Did  you  like  him  at  Oxford,  Johnny  ?  " 

"  Well — I  did  and  did  not,"  was  my  hesitating  answer.  "  He  was 
reserved,  close,  proud,  and  unsociable  ;  and  no  man  displaying  those 
qualities  can  be  very  much  liked.  On  the  other  hand,  he  was  exemplary 
in  conduct,  deserving  respect  from  all,  and  receiving  it." 

"  I  think  he  is  religious,"  said  Anna,  her  voice  taking  a  lower  tone. 

"  Yes,  I  always  thought  him  that.  I  fancj^  their  mother  brought 
them  up  to  be  so.  But  Temple  is  the  last  man  in  the  world  to  display 
it." 

"  What  with  papa's  taking  up  two  rooms  to  himself  now  he  has  the 
gout,  and  all  of  us  being  at  home,  mamma  was  a  little  at  foult  what 
chamber  to  give  Mr.  Temple.  There  was  no  time  for  much  arrange- 
ment, for  he  came  without  notice  ;  so  she  just  turned  Harry  out  of  his 
room,  which  used  to  be  poor  John's,  you  know,  and  put  Mr.  Temple 
tlierc.  Tluit  night  Harry  chanced  to  go  up  to  bed  later  tlian  the  rest 
of  us.  He  forgot  his  room  had  been  changed,  and  went  straight  into 
his  own.  Mr.  Temple  was  kneeling  down  in  praj^er,  and  a  Bible  lay 
open  on  the  table.  Mamma  says  it  is  not  all  young  men  who  say  their 
prayers  and  read  their  Bible  nowadays," 
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"  Not  by  a  good  many,  Anna.  Yes,  Temple  is  good,  and  I  hope 
Helen  will  get  him.  She  will  have  position,  too,  as  his  wife,  and  a 
large  income." 

"  He  comes  into  his  estate  this  year,  he  told  us ;  in  September.  He 
will  be  five-and-twenty  then.  But,  Johnny,  I  don't  like  one  thing: 
William  says  there  was  a  report  at  Oxford  that  the  Temples  never  live 
to  be  even  middle-aged  men." 

"  Some  of  them  have  died  young,  I  believe.  But,  Anna,  that's  no 
reason  why  they  all  should." 

"  And — there's  a  superstition  attaching  to  the  family,  is  there  not  ?  " 
continued  Anna.     *'  A  ghost  that  appears  ;  or  something  of  that  sort?  " 

I  hardly  knew  what  to  answer.  How  vividly  the  words  brought  back 
poor  Fred  Temple's  communication  to  me  on  the  subject,  and  his  sub- 
sequent death. 

"  You  don't  speak,"  said  she.     "  "Won't  you  tell  me  what  it  is  ?  " 

"  It  is  this,  Anna  :  but  I  dare  say  it's  all  nonsense — all  fancy.  When 
one  of  the  Temples  is  going  to  die,  the  spirit  of  the  head  of  the  family 
who  last  died  is  said  to  appear  and  beckon  to  him  ;  a  warning  that  his 
own  death  is  near.  Down  in  their  neighbourhood  people  call  it  the 
Temple  superstition.' ' 

"  I  don't  quite  understand,"  cried  Anna,  looking  earnestly  at  me. 
"  Who  is  it  that  is  said  to  appear  ?  " 

"  I'll  give  you  an  instance.  When  the  late  Mr.  Temple,  Slingsby's 
father,  was  walking  home  from  shooting  with  his  gamekeeper  one 
September  day,  he  thought  he  saw  his  father  in  the  wood  at  a  little 
distance :  that  is,  his  father's  spirit,  for  he  had  been  dead  some  years. 
It  scared  him  very  much  at  the  moment,  as  the  keei)er  testified.  Well, 
Anna,  m  a  day  or  two  he,  Mr.  Temple,  was  dead — killed  by  an  accident." 

"  I  am  glad  I  am  not  a  Temple  ;  I  should  be  always  fearing  I  migbt 
see  the  sight,"  observed  Anna,  a  sad,  thoughtfid  look  on  her  gentle 
face. 

"  Oh  no,  you  wouldn't,  Anna.  The  Temples  themselves  don't  think 
of  it,  and  don't  believe  in  it.  Slingsby  does  not,  at  any  rate.  His 
brother  Fred  told  me  at  Oxford  that  no  one  must  presume  to  allude  to 
it  in  Slingsby's  presence." 

"  Fred  ?    He  died  at  Oxford,  did  he  not  ?  " 

"  Yes,  he  died  there,  poor  fellow.  Thrown  from  his  horse.  I  saw  it 
happen,  Anna." 

But  I  said  nothing  to  her  of  that  curious  scene  to  which  I  had  been 
a  witness  a  night  or  two  before  the  accident — when  poor  Fred,  to 
Slingsby's  intense  indignation,  fancied  he  saw  his  father  on  the  college 
staircase  ;  fencied  his  father  beckoned  to  him.  It  was  not  a  thing  to 
talk  of  After  that  time  Slingsby  had  seemed  to  regard  me  with  rather 
a  special  favour  ;  I  wondered  whether  it  was  because  I  had  not  talked 
pf  it. 
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The  afternoon  passed.  We  went  up  to  see  Sir  John  in  his  gouty 
room,  and  then  said  good-bye  to  them  all,  including  Temple,  and  started 
for  home  again.  Tod  was  surly  and  cross.  He  had  come  out  m  a 
temper  and  he  was  going  back  in  one. 

Tod  liked  his  own  way.  No  one  in  the  world  resented  interference 
more  than  he  :  and  just  now  he  and  the  Squire  were  at  war.  Some 
twelve  months  before,  Tod  had  dropped  into  a  five-hundred-pound 
legacy  from  a  distant  relative.  It  was  now  ready  to  be  paid  to  him. 
The  Squire  wished  it  paid  over  to  himself,  that  he  might  take  care  of 
it ;  Tod  wanted  to  be  grand,  and  open  a  banking  account  of  his  own. 
For  the  past  two  days  the  argument  had  held  out  on  both  sides,  and 
this  morning  Tod  had  lost  his  temper.  Lost  it  was  again  now,  but  on 
another  score. 

"  Slingsby  Temple  might  as  well  have  invited  me  to  join  the  boating 
lot !  "  he  broke  out  to  me,  as  we  drew  near  home.  "  He  knows  I  am 
an  old  hand  at  it." 

"  But  if  his  party  is  made  up.  Tod  ?     Whitney  said  it  was." 

"  Rubbish,  Johnny.  Made  up !  They  could  as  well  make  room  for 
another.  And  much  good  some  of  them  are,  I  dare  say !  I  can't  re- 
member that  Slingsby  ever  took  an  oar  in  his  hand  at  Oxford.  All  he 
went  in  for  was  star-gazing — and  chapels — and  lectures.  And  look  at 
Bill  AVhitney!     He  hates  rowing." 

"  Did  you  tell  Temple  you  would  like  to  join  them  ?  " 

"  He  could  see  it.  I  didn't  say  in  so  many  words.  Will  you  have 
me  ?  Of  all  things,  I  should  enjoy  a  boating  tour !  It  would  be  the 
most  jolly  thing  on  earth." 

That  night,  after  we  got  in,  the  subject  of  the  money  grievance 
cropped  up  again.  The  Squire  was  smoking  his  long  churchwarden 
pipe  at  the  open  window ;  Mrs.  Todhetley  sat  by  the  centre  table  and 
the  lamp,  hemming  a  strip  of  muslin.  Tod,  open  as  the  day  on  all 
subjects,  abused  Temple's  "  churlishness  "  for  not  inviting  him  to  make 
one  of  the  boating  party,  and  declared  he  would  organize  one  of  his  own, 
which  he  could  readily  do,  now  he  was  not  tied  for  money.  That 
remark  set  the  Squire  on. 

"  Ay,  that's  just  where  it  would  be,  Joe,"  said  he.  "  Let  you  keep 
the  money  in  your  own  fingers,  and  we  should  soon  see  what  it  would 
end  in." 

"  What  would  it  end  in  ?  "  demanded  Tod. 

"  Ducks  and  drakes." 

Tod  tossed  his  head.  "You  think  I  am  a  child  still,  I  believe, 
flither." 

"  You  are  no  better,  where  the  spending  of  money's  concerned,"  said 
the  Squire,  taking  a  long  whiff.  "  Few  young  men  are.  Their  fathers 
know  that,  and  keep  it  from  them  as  long  as  they  can.  And  that's  why 
SO  many  are  not  let  come  into  possession  of  their  estates  before  they 
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are  five-and-twent\-.    This  young  Temple,  it  seems,  does  not  come  into 
his  ;  Johnny,  here,  does  not," 

'•  I  should  like  to  know  what  more  harm  it  would  do  for  the  money 
to  lie  in  my  name  in  the  Old  Bank  than  if  it  lay  in  yours  ?  "  argued 
Tod.  "  Should  I  be  drawing  cheques  on  purpose  to  get  rid  of  it  ? 
That's  what  you  seem  to  suppose,  father." 

"  You'd  be  drawing  them  to  spend,"  said  the  pater. 

"  No,  I  shouldn't.  It's  my  owa  money,  after  all.  Being  my  own,  I 
should  take  good  care  of  it." 

Old  Thomas  came  in  with  some  glasses,  and  the  argument  di'opped. 
Tod  began  again  as  we  were  going  upstairs  together. 

"  You  see,  Johnny,"  he  said,  stepping  inside  my  room  on  his  way, 
and  shutting  the  door  for  fear  of  eavesdroppers,  "  there's  that  hundred 
pounds  I  owe  Brandon.  The  old  fellow  has  been  very  good,  never  so 
much  as  hinting  that  he  remembers  it,  and  I  shall  pay  him  back  the 
first  thing.  To  do  tliis,  I  miist  have  absolute  possession  of  the  money. 
A  fine  bobbery  the  pater  would  make  if  he  got  to  know  of  it.  Besides, 
a  man  come  to  my  age  likes  to  have  a  banking  account — if  he  can. 
Good-night,  lad." 

Tod  carried  his  point.  He  turned  so  restive  and  obstinate  over  it  as 
to  surprise  and  vex  the  Squire,  who  of  course  knew  nothing  about  the 
long-standing  debt  to  Mr.  Brandon.  The  Squire  had  no  legal  power  to 
keep  the  money,  if  Tod  insisted  upon  having  it.  And  he  did  insist. 
The  Squire  put  it  down  to  boyish  folly,  self-assumption ;  and  groaned 
and  gi'umbled  all  the  way  to  Worcester,  when  Tod  was  taking  the  five- 
liundred-pound  cheque,  paid  to  him  free  of  duty,  to  the  Old  Bank. 

"  We  shall  have  youngsters  in  their  teens  wanting  to  open  a  banking 
account  next ! "  said  the  pater  to  Mr.  Isaac,  as  Tod  was  writing  his 
signature  in  the  book.     '•  The  world's  coming  to  something." 

''  I  dare  say  young  Mr.  Todhetley  will  be  prudent,  and  not  squander 
it,"  observed  i\Ir.  Isaac,  with  one  of  his  pleasant  smiles. 

"  Oh,  will  he,  though  !  You'll  see.  Look  here,"  went  on  the  Squire, 
tapping  the  banker  on  the  arm,  "  couldn't  you,  if  he  draws  too  large  a 
cheque  at  any  time,  refuse  to  cash  it  ?  " 

"  I  fear  we  could  not  do  that,"  laughed  Mr.  Isaac.  "  So  long  as  he 
does  not  overdraw  his  account,  we  are  bound  to  honour  his  cheques." 

"  And  if  you  do  overdraw  it,  Joe,  I  hope  the  bank  will  prosecute 
you  !• — I  would,  I  know,"  was  the  Squire's  last  threat,  as  we  left  the 
bank  and  turned  towards  the  Cross,  Tod  with  a  cheque-book  in  his 
pocket. 

But  Mr.  Brandon  could  not  be  paid  then.  On  going  over  to  his 
house  a  day  or  two  afterwards,  we  found  him  from  home.  The  house- 
keeper thought  he  was  on  his  way  to  one  of  the  "  water-cure  establish- 
ments "  in  Yorkshire,  she  said,  but  he  had  not  yet  written  to  give  his 
address. 
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"  So  it  iniist  wait,"  remarked  Tod  to  me,  as  we  went  home.  "  I'm 
not  sorry.  How  the  bank  would  have  stared  at  having  to  pay  a  hundred 
pounds  down  on  the  nail !  Conclude,  no  doubt,  that  I  was  going  to  the 
deuce  headlong." 


"  By  Jove  !  "  cried  Tod,  taking  a  leap  in  the  air. 

About  a  week  had  elapsed  since  the  journey  to  the  Old  Bank,  and 
Tod  was  opening  a  letter  that  had  come  addressed  to  him  by  the 
morning  post. 

"  Johnny  !  will  you  beUeve  it,  lad  ?  Temple  asks  me  to  be  of  the 
boating  lot,  after  all." 

It  was  even  so.  The  letter  was  from  Slingsby  Temple,  written  from 
Templemore.  It  stated  that  he  had  been  disappointed  by  some  of 
those  who  were  to  have  made  up  the  number,  and  if  Todhetley  and 
Ludlow  would  supply  their  places,  he  should  be  glad. 

Tod  turned  wild.  You  might  have  thought,  as  Mrs.  Todhetley  re- 
marked, that  he  had  been  invited  to  Eden. 

"  The  idea  of  Temple's  asking  you,  Johnny !  "  he  said.  "  You  are  of 
no  good  in  a  boat." 

"  Perhaps  I  had  better  decline  ?  " 

"  No,  don't  do  that,  Johnny.  It  might  upset  the  party  altogether, 
perhaps.     You  must  do  your  best." 

"  I  have  no  boating-suit." 

"  I  will  treat  you  to  one,"  said  Tod,  munificently.     "  We'll  get  it 
Evesham.     Pity  but  my  things  would  fit  you." 

So  it  was,  for  he  had  loads  of  them. 

The  Squire,  for  a  wonder,  did  not  oppose  the  scheme.  Mrs.  Tod- 
hetley (like  Lady  Whitney)  did,  in  her  mild  way.  As  Bill  said,  all 
mothers  were  alike — always  foreseeing  danger.  And  though  she  was 
not  Tod's  true  mother,  or  mine  either,  she  was  just  as  anxious  for  us; 
and  she  looked  upon  it  as  nearly  certain  that  one  of  us  would  come 
home  drowned  and  the  other  with  the  ague. 

"  They  won't  sleep  on  the  bare  ground,  of  course,"  said  Duffham, 
who  chanced  to  call  that  morning,  while  Tod  was  \vriting  his  letter  of 
acceptance  to  Slingsby  Temple. 

"  Of  course  we  shall,"  fired  Tod,  resenting  the  remark.  "  Wliat 
harm  could  it  do  us  ?  " 

"  Give  some  of  you  rheumatic-fever,"  said  Duffham. 

"Then  why  doesn't  it  give  it  to  the  gipsies  ?  "  retorted  Tod. 

"  The  gipsies  are  used  to  it — born  to  it,  as  one  may  say.  You  young 
men  must  have  a  waterproof  sheet  to  lie  upon,  or  a  tarpaulin,  or  some- 
thing of  the  sort." 

Tod  tossed  his  head,  distlaining  an  answer,  and  wrote  on. 

"  You  will  have  plenty  of  rugs  and  groat-coats  with  you,  of  course,'' 
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went  on  Duii'liam.  "  And  I'll  give  j'ou  a  packet  of  quinine  powders. 
It  is  as  well  to  be  prepared  for  contingencies.  If  you  find  any  symptoms 
of  uiuisual  cold,  or  shivering,  just  take  one  or  two  of  them." 

"  Look  here,  Mr.  Duftliara,"  said  Tod,  dashing  his  pen  down  on  the 
table.  "  Don't  you  think  yau  had  better  attend  us  yourself  with  a 
medicine-chest?  Put  up  a  cargo  of  rhubarb — and  magnesia — and 
castor  oil — and  family  pills.  A  few  quarts  of  senna-tea  might  not 
come  in  amiss.  My  patience !  I  believe  you  take  us  for  delicate 
infants." 

"  And  I  should  recommend  you  to  carry  a  small  keg  of  whisky 
amongst  the  boat  stores,"  continued  Duff  ham,  not  in  the  least  put  out. 
"  You'll  want  it.  Take  a  nip  of  it  neat  when  you  first  get  up  from  the 
ground  in  the  morning.  It  is  necessary  you  should,  and  it  will  ward 
off'  some  evils  that  might  otherwise  arise.  Johnny  Ludlow,  I'll  put  the 
([uinine  into  your  charge  :  mind  you  don't  forget  it." 

"  Of  all  the  old  women  ! "  muttered  Tod  to  me.  "  Had  the  pater 
been  in  the  room,  this  might  have  set  him  against  our  going." 

On  the  following  day  we  went  over  to  Whitney  Hall,  intending  to 
take  Evesham  on  our  way  back,  and  buy  what  was  wanted.  Surprise 
the  first.  Bill  Whitney  was  not  at  home,  and  was  not  to  be  of  the 
boating  party. 

"  You  never  saw  any  one  in  such  a  way  in  your  life,"  cried  Helen, 
who  could  devote  some  time  to  us,  now  Temple  was  gone.  "  I  must 
say  it  was  too  bad  of  papa.  He  never  made  any  objection  while  Mr. 
Temple  was  here,  but  let  poor  William  anticipate  all  the  pleasure  ;  and 
then  he  went  and  turned  round  afterwards." 

"  Did  he  get  afraid  for  him  ?  "  cried  Tod,  in  wonder.  "  I  wouldn't 
have  thought  it  of  Sir  John." 

"  Afraid !  no,"  returned  Helen,  opening  her  eyes.  "  What  he  got 
was  a  fit  of  the  gout.     A  relapse." 

"  What  has  the  gout  to  do  with  Bill  ?  " 

"  Why,  old  Featherston  ordered  papa  to  Buxton,  and  papa  said  he 
could  not  do  without  William  to  see  to  him  there :  mamma  was  laid  up 
in  bed  with  one  of  her  bad  colds — and  she  is  not  out  of  it  yet.  So 
papa  went  off,  taking  William — and  you  should  just  see  how  savage  he 
was." 

For  William  Whitney  to  be  "  savage  "  was  something  new.  He  had 
about  the  easiest  temper  in  the  world.     I  laughed,  and  said  so. 

"  Savage  for  him,  I  mean,"  corrected  Helen,  who  was  given  to 
talking  at  random.  "  Nothing  puts  him  out.  Some  cross  fellows  would 
not  have  consented,  and  have  told  their  fathers  so  to  their  faces.  It  is 
a  shame." 

"I  don't  suppose  Bill  cares  much;  he  is  no  hand  at  rowing," 
remarked  Tod.    "  Did  he  write  to  Temple  and  decline  ?  " 

"  Of  course  he  did,"  was  Helen's  resentfully  spoken  answer;  and  she 
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seemed,  to  say  the  least,  quite  as  much  put  out  as  Bill  could  have  been. 
"  What  else  could  he  do  ?  " 

''Well,  I  am  sorry  for  this,"  said  Tod.  "Temple  has  asked  me 
now.     Johnny  also." 

"Has  he!"  exclaimed  Helen,  her  eyes  sparkling.  "I  hope  you 
will  go." 

"  Of  course  we  shall  go,"  said  Tod.     "  Where's  Anna  ?  " 

"Anna?  Oh,  sitting  up  with  mamma.  She  likes  a  sick-room.  I 
don't." 

"You'd  like  a  boat  better — if  Temple  were  in  it,"  remarked  Tod, 
with  a  saucy  laugh. 

"Just  you  be  quiet,"  retorted  Helen. 

From  Whitney  Hall  we  went  to  Evesham,  and  hastily  procureu  what 
we  wanted.  The  next  day  but  one  was  that  fixed  for  our  departure, 
and  when  it  at  last  dawned,  bright  and  hot,  we  started  amidst  the  good 
Avishes  of  all  the  house.  Tod  with  a  fishing-rod  and  line,  in  case  the 
expedition  should  aftbrd  an  opportunity  for  fishing,  and  I  with  Duffham's 
quinine  powders  in  my  pocket. 

Templemore,  the  seat  of  the  Temples,  was  on  the  Welsh  borders. 
We  were  not  going  there,  but  to  a  place  called  Sanbury,  which  lay 
within  a  few  miles  of  the  mansion.  Slingsby  Temple  and  his  brother 
Rupert  were  already  there,  Avith  the  boat  and  the  tent  and  all  the  rest 
of  the  apparatus,  making  ready  for  our  departure  on  the  morrow.  Our 
head-quarters,  until  the  start,  was  at  the  Ship,  a  good,  old-fashioned 
inn,  and  we  found  that  we  were  expected  to  be  Temple's  guests 
there. 

"I  would  have  asked  you  to  Templemore  to  dine  and  sleep,"  he 
observed,  in  cordial  tones,  "  and  my  mother  said  she  should  have  been 
pleased  to  see  you ;  but  to  get  down  here  in  the  morning  would  have 
been  inconvenient.  At  least,  it  would  take  up  the  time  that  ought  to 
be  devoted  to  getting  away.     Will  you  come  and  see  the  boat  ?  " 

It  was  lying  in  a  locked-up  shed  near  the  river.  A  tub-pair,  large  of 
its  kind.  Three  of  them  were  enough  for  it :  and  I  saw  that,  in  point 
of  fact,  I  was  not  wanted  for  the  working;  but  Temple  either  did  not 
like  to  ask  Tod  without  me,  or  else  would  not  leave  me  out.  The 
Temples  might  have  more  than  their  share  of  pride,  but  it  was  accom- 
panied by  an  equal  share  of  refined  and  considerate  feeling. 

"  We  shall  make  you  useful,  never  fear,"  said  lie  to  me,  with  a  smile. 
"  And  it  will  be  capital  boating  experience  for  you." 

"  I  am  sure  I  shall  like  it,"  I  answered.  And  I  liked  him  better 
than  I  ever  had  in  my  life. 

Numerous  articles  were  lying  ready  with  the  boat.  Temple  seemed 
to  have  thought  of  every  needful  thing.  A  pot  to  boil  water  in,  a  pan 
for  frying,  a  saucepan  for  i)otatoes,  a  mop  and  towing-rojie,  stone  jugs 
for  beer,  milk,  and  fresh  water,  tins  to  hold  our  grog,  and  the  like. 
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Amongst  the  stores  were  tea,  sugar,  candles,  cheese,  butter,  a  ham, 
some  tinned  pro^^sions,  a  big  jar  of  beer,  and  (Duffham  should  have 
seen  it)  a  two-gallon  keg  of  whisky. 

"  A  doctor  up  with  us  said  we  ought  to  have  whisky,"  remarked 
Tod.  "  He  is  nothing  but  an  old  woman.  He  put  some  quinine 
powders  in  Johnny's  pocket,  and  talked  of  a  waterproof  sheet  to 
sleep  on." 

"  Quite  right,"  said  Temple.     "  There  it  lies." 
And  there  it  did  lie,  wrapped  roimd  the  folded  tent.     A  large  water- 
proof tarpaulin  to  cover  the  ground,  at  night,  and  keep  the  damp  from 
our  limbs. 
"  Did  you  ever  make  a  boating  tour  before,  Temple  ?  "  asked  Tod. 
"Oh  yes.     I  like  it.     I  don't  know  any  pleasure  equal  to  that  of 
camping  out  at  night  on  a  huge  plain,  where  you  may  study  all  the 
stars  in  the  heavens." 

As  Temple  spoke,  he  glanced  towards  a  small  parcel  in  a  corner.  I 
guessed  it  was  one  of  his  night  telescopes. 

"Yes,  it  is,"  he  assented;  "  but  only  a  small  one.  The  boat  won't 
stretch,  and  we  can  only  load  it  according  to  its  limits." 

Rupert  Temple  came  up  as  we  were  leaving  the  shed.  I  had  never 
seen  him  before.  He  was  the  only  brother  left,  and  Slingsby's  heir 
presumptive.  Why,  I  know  not,  but  I  had  pictured  Rupert  as  being 
like  poor  Fred — tail,  fair,  bright-looking  as  a  man  can  be.  But  there 
existed  not  a  grain  of  resemblance.  Rupert  was  just  a  second  edition 
of  Sliugsby:  little,  dark,  plain,  and  proud.  It  was  not  an  offensive 
Y)nde — quite  the  contrary :  and  with  those  they  knew  well  they  were 
cordial  and  free. 

Those  originally  invited  by  Temple  were  his  cousin  Arthm-  Slingsby 
Lord  Cracroft's  son ;  Whitney  ;  and  a  young  Welshman  named  Prycc- 
Hughes.  All  had  accepted,  and  intended  to  keep  the  engagement, 
knowing  then  of  nothing  to  prevent  them.  But,  curious  to  say,  each 
one  in  succession  -ftTote  to  decline  it  later.  Whitney  had  to  go  else- 
where with  his  father  ;  Pryce-Hughes  hml  his  arm,  which  disabled  him 
from  rowing  :  and  Arthur  Slingsby  went  off  without  ceremony  in  some- 
body's j-acht  to  Malta.  As  the  last  of  the  letters  came,  which  was 
Whitney's,  Mrs.  Temple  seemed  struck  with  the  coincidence  of  all 
refusing,  or  being  compelled  to  refuse.  "  Slingsby,  my  dear,"  she  said 
to  her  son,  "  it  looks  just  as  though  you  were  not  to  go."  "  But  I  ^^^ll 
go,"  answered  Temple,  who  did  not  like  to  be  baulked  in  a  project  more 
than  anybody  else  likes  it ;  "  if  these  can't  come,  I'll  get  others  who 
can."  And  he  forthwith  told  his  brother  Rupert  that  there'd  be  room 
for  him  in  the  boat — he  had  refused  him  before ;  and  wi-ote  to  Tod. 
After  that,  came  another  letter  from  Pryce-Hughes,  saying  his  arm  was 
better,  and  he  could  join  the  party  at  Bridgenorth  or  Bewdley.  But  it 
was  too  late  :  the  boat  was  filled  up.     Temple  meant  to  do  the  Severn, 
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the  Wye,  and  the  Avon,  with  a  forced  interlude  of  canals,  and  to  be  out 
a  month,  taking  it  easily,  and  resting  on  Sundays. 

"  Catch  Slingsby  missing  Sunday  service  if  he  can  help  it ! "  said 
Kupert  aside  to  me. 

We  started  in  our  flannel  suits  and  red  caps,  and  started  well,  but 
not  until  the  afternoon.  Temple  steering,  his  brother  and  Tod  taking 
the  sculls.  The  water  was  very  shallow :  and  by-and-by  we  ran 
aground.  The  stern  of  the  boat  swung  round,  and  away  went  our 
tarpaulin;  and  it  was  carried  off  by  the  current  before  we  could  save  it. 

Well,  that  first  afternoon  there  were  difficulties  to  contend  with,  and 
one  or  other  of  the  three  was  often  in  the  water;  but  we  made 
altogether  some  five  or  six  miles.  It  was  the  hottest  day  I  ever  felt ; 
and  about  seven  o'clock,  on  coming  to  a  convenient  meadow,  nearly 
level  with  the  river,  none  of  us  Avere  sorry  to  step  ashore.  Making  fast 
the  boat  for  the  night,  we  landed  the  tent  and  other  things,  and  looked 
about  us.  A  coppice  bounded  the  field  on  the  left ;  right  across,  in  a 
second  field,  stood  a  substantial  farm-house,  surrounded  by  its  barus 
and  ricks.  Temple  }>roduced  one  of  his  cards,  which  was  to  be 
taken  to  the  house,  and  the  farmer's  leave  asked  to  encamp  on  the 
meadow.  Kupert  Temple  and  Tod  made  themselves  decent  to  go  on 
the  errand. 

"  We  shall  want  a  bundle  or  two  of  straw,"  said  Temple  ;  "  it  won't 
do  to  lie  on  the  bare  ground.  And  some  milk.  You  must  ask  if  they 
will  accommodate  us,  and  pay  what  they  charge." 

They  went  oft',  carrying  also  the  jar  to  beg  for  fresh  water.  Temple 
and  I  began  to  unfurl  the  tent,  and  to  busy  ourselves  amongst  the 
things  generally. 

"  Halloa !  what's  to  do  here  ?  " 

We  turned,  and  saw  a  stout,  comely  man,  in  white  shirt-sleeves,  an 
open  waistcoat,  knee-breeches  and  top-boots ;  no  doubt  the  farmer 
himself.  Temple  explained.  He  and  some  friends  were  on  a  boating 
tour,  and  had  landed  there  to  encamp  for  the  night. 

"  But  who  gave  you  leave  to  do  it  ?  "  asked  the  farmer.  "  You  are 
trespassing.     This  is  my  ground." 

"  I  supposed  it  might  be  necessary  to  ask  leave,"  said  Temple, 
haughtily  courteous ;  "  and  I  have  sent  to  yonder  house — which  I 
presume  is  yours— to  solicit  it.  If  vou  will  kindly  accord  the  permission, 
I  shall  feel  obliged." 

That  Temple  looked  disreputable  enough,  there  could  be  no  denying. 
Ko  shoes  on,  no  stockings,  trousers  tucked  up  above  the  knee  :  for  he 
liad  been  several  times  in  the  water,  and,  as  yet,  had  done  nothing  to 
himself  But  two  of  our  college-caps  chanced  to  be  lying  exposed  on 
the  boat :  and  perhaps, Temple's  tone  and  address  bad  made  their  due 
impression.  Thr*  farmer  looked  hai'l  at  him,  as  if  ti-ying  to  remenilipr 
his  lace. 
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'    "It's  not  one  of  tlic  young  Mr.  Temples,  is  it?"  said   lie.     "Of 
Templemore." 

"  I  am  Mr.  Temple,  of  Templemore.  I  have  sent  my  card  to  your 
house." 

"  Dash  me  !  "  cried  the  farmer,  heartily.  "  Shake  hands,  sir.  I 
fancied  I  knew  the  face.  I've  seen  you  out  shooting,  sir — and  at 
Sanbury.  I  knew  your  f\ither.  I'm  sure  you  are  more  than  welcome 
to  camp  alongside  here,  and  to  any  other  accommodation  I  can  give 
you.  Will  you  shake  hands,  young  gentleman  ?  "  giving  his  hand  to 
me  as  he  released  Temple's. 

"  My  brother  and  another  of  our  party  are  gone  to  your  house  to  beg 
some  fresh  water  and  buy  some  milk,"  said  Temple,  who  did  not  seem 
at  all  to  resent  the  farmer's  familiarity,  but  rather  to  like  it.  "  And  wc 
shall  be  glad  of  a  truss  or  two  of  fresli  straw,  if  you  can  either  sell  it  to 
us  or  give  it.  We  have  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  our  waterproof 
sheet." 

*'  Sell  be  hanged  !  "  cried  the  farmer,  with  a  jovial  laugh.  "  Sell  you 
a  truss  or  two  of  straw !  Sell  you  milk !  Not  if  I  know  it,  Mr. 
Temple.  You're  welcome,  sir,  to  as  much  as  ever  you  want  of  both. 
One  of  my  men  shall  bring  the  straw  down." 

"  You  are  very  good." 

"  And  anything  else  you  please  to  think  of.  Don't  scruple  to  ask. 
sir.  Will  you  all  come  and  take  supper  at  my  house  ?  We've  a  raro 
round  o'  beef  in  cut,  and  I  saw  the  missis  maknig  pigeon-pies  this 
morning." 

But  Temple  declined  the  invitation  most  decisively ;  and  the  farmer, 
perhaps  noting  that,  did  not  press  it.  It  was  rare  weather  for  tlnj 
water,  he  observed. 

"  We  could  do  with  less  heat,"  replied  Temple. 

"  Ay,"  said  the  farmer,  "  I  never  felt  it  worse.  But  it's  good  for  the 
corn." 

And,  with  that,  he  left  us.  The  other  two  came  back  with  water 
and  oceans  of  milk.  Sticks  were  soon  gathered  from  the  coppice,  and 
the  fire  made  ;  the  round  pot,  filled  with  water,  was  put  on  to  boil  for 
tea,  and  the  tent  was  set  up. 

Often  and  often  in  my  later  life  have  I  looked  back  to  that  evening. 
The  meal  over — and  a  jolly  good  one  we  made — we  sat  round  the 
camp  fire,  then  smouldering  down  to  red  embers,  and  watched  tlie 
setting  sun,  Rupert  Temple  and  Tod  smoking.  It  was  a  glorious  sunset. 
the  west  lighted  up  with  gold  and  purple  and  crimson  ;  the  sky  above 
us  clear  and  dark -blue. 

But  oh,  how  hot  it  was !  The  moon  came  up  as  the  sun  went  down, 
and  the  one,  to  our  fancy,  seemed  to  give  out  as  much  heat  as  the 
othei'.  Tlipre  we  sat  on,  sipping  our  grog,  and  talking  in  the  bright 
moonligljt,  Temple  with   his  t'lbows  on  tlie  grass,  his  face  turned  up 
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towards  the  sky  and  the  few  stars  that  came  out.  Tlie  colours  in  the 
west  gave  place  to  a  beautiful  opal,  stretching  northwards. 

It  was  singular — I  shall  always  think  so — that  the  conversation 
should  tui'n  on  MacRae,  the  Scotchman  who  used  to  make  our  skin 
creep  at  Oxford  with  his  tales  of  second-sight.  We  were  not  talking  of 
Oxford,  and  I  don't  know  liow  MacRae  came  up.  Temple  had  been 
talking  of  astronomy ;  from  that  we  got  to  astrology ;  so  perhaps  it 
was  in  that  way.  Up  he  came,  however,  he  and  his  weird  beliefs  ;  and 
Rupert  Temple,  who  had  not  enjoyed  the  honour  of  Mac's  acquaintance, 
and  had  probably  never  heard  his  name  before,  got  me  to  relate  one  or 
two  of  Mac's  choice  experiences. 

"  Was  the  man  a  fool  ?  "  asked  Rupert. 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it." 

"I'm  sure  I  should  say  so.  Maying  out  that  he  could  foresee 
people's  funerals  before  they  were  dead,  or  likely  to  die." 

"  Poor  Fred  was  three-parts  of  a  behever  in  them,"  put  in  Temple, 
in  a  dreamy  voice,  as  though  his  thoughts  were  buried  in  that  past 
time. 

"  Fred  was ! "  exclaimed  Rupert,  taking  his  brotlier  up  sharply. 
"  Believer  in  what  ?  " 

"MacRae's  superstitions." 

"  Nonsense,  Slingsby !  " 

Temple  made  no  rejoinder.  In  his  eye,  which  chanced  to  catch 
mine  at  the  moment,  there  sat  a  singular  expression.  I  wondered 
•whether  he  was  recalling  that  other  superstition  of  Fred's,  that  little 
episode  a  night  or  two  before  he  died. 

"  We  had  better  be  turning  in,"  said  Temple,  getting  up.  "  It  won't 
do  to  sit  here  too  long ;  and  we  must  be  up  betimes  in  the  morning." 

So  we  got  to  bed  at  last — if  you  can  call  it  bed.  The  farmer's  good 
straw  was  strewed  thickly  underneath  us  in  the  tent;  we  had  our 
rugs;  and  the  tent  was  fastened  back  at  the  entrance  to  admit  air. 
But  there  was  no  air  to  admit,  not  a  whiff  of  it ;  nothing  came  in  but 
the  moonlight.  None  of  ue  remembered  a  lighter  night,  or  a  hotter 
one,  I  and  Tod  lay  in  the  middle,  the  Temples  on  either  side,  Slingsby 
nearest  the  opening. 

"  I  wonder  who's  got  our  sheet  ?  "  began  Tod,  breaking  a  silence 
that  ensued  when  we  had  wished  each  other  good-night 

No  one  answered. 

"  I  say,"  struck  in  Rupert,  by-and-by,  "  I've  heard  one  ought  not  to 
go  to  sleep  in  the  moonlight :  it  turns  people  luny.  Do  any  of  your 
faces  catch  it,  outside  there  ?  " 

"  Go  to  sleep  and  don't  talk,"  said  Temple. 

It  might  have  been  from  the  novelty  of  the  situation,  but  the  night 
was  well  on  before  any  of  us  got  to  sleep.  Tod  and  Rupert  Temple 
went  off  first,  and  next  (I  thought)  Temple  did.     /did  not. 
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I  dare  say  you've  never  slept  four  in  a  bed — and,  that,  one  of  littered 
straw.  It's  all  very  well  to  lie  awake  when  you've  a  good  wide 
mattress  to  yourself,  and  can  toss  and  turn  at  will ;  but  in  the  close 
quarters  of  a  tent  you  can't  do  it  for  fear  of  disturbing  the  others. 
However,  the  longest  watch  has  its  ending ;  and  I  was  just  dropping 
off,  when  Temple,  next  to  whom  I  lay,  started  hurriedly,  and  it 
aroused  me. 

"What's  that?  "  he  cried,  in  a  half- whisper. 

I  lifted  my  head,  startled.  He  was  sitting  up,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
opening  we  had  left  in  the  tent. 

"Who's  there? — who  is  it?"  he  said  again  ;  and  his  low  voice  had 
a  slow,  queer  sound,  as  though  he  spoke  in  fear. 

"  What  is  it,  Temple  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  There,  standing  just  outside  the  tent,  right  in  the  moonlight," 
whispered  he.     "  Don't  you  see  ?  " 

I  could  see  nothing.  The  stir  awoke  Eupert.  He  called  out  to  know 
what  ailed  us  ;  and  that  aroused  Tod. 

"  Some  man  looking  in  at  us,"  explained  Temple,  in  the  same  queer 
tone,  half  of  abstraction,  half  of  fear,  his  gaze  still  strained  on  the 
aperture.     "  He  is  gone  now." 

Up  jumped  Tod,  and  dashed  outside  the  tent.  Eupert  struck  a  match 
and  lighted  the  lantern.  No  one  was  to  be  seen  but  ourselves ;  and  the 
only  odd  thing  to  be  remarked  was  the  white  hue  Temple's  face  had 
taken.  Tod  was  marching  round  tlie  tent,  looking  about  him  far  and 
near,  and  calling  out  to  all  intruders  to  show  themselves.  But  all  that 
met  his  eye  was  the  level  plain  we  were  encamped  upon,  lying  pale  and 
white  under  the  mooidight,  and  all  the  sound  he  heard  was  the  croaking 
of  the  frogs. 

"What  could  have  made  you  fancy  it?  "  he  asked  of  Temple. 

"  Don't  think  it  was  fancy,"  responded  Temple.  "  Never  saw  any 
)nan  plainer  in  my  life." 

"  You  were  dreaming,  Slingsby,"  said  Rupert.  "  Let  us  get  to  sleep 
again." 

Which  we  did.     At  least,  I  can  answer  for  myself. 

The  first  beams  of  the  glorious  sun  awoke  us,  and  we  rose  to  the 
beginning  of  another  day,  and  to  the  cold,  shivery  feeling  that,  in  spite 
of  the  heat  of  the  past  night  and  of  the  coming  day,  attends  the  situa- 
tion. I  could  understand  now  Avhy  the  nip  of  whisky,  as  Duffham 
called  it,  was  necessary.  Tod  served  it  out.  Lighting  the  fire  of  sticks 
to  boil  our  tea-kettle — or  the  round  pot  that  served  for  a  kettle — we 
began  to  get  things  in  order  to  embark  again,  when  breakfast  should 
lie  over. 

''I  say,  Slingsby,"  cried  Rupert,  to  his  brother,  who  seemed  very 
sullen,  "  what  on  earth  took  you,  that  you  should  disturb  us  in  the 
night  for  nothing?  " 
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''  It  was  not  for  nothing.     Some  one  was  there.'* 

"  It  must  have  been  a  stray  sheep." 

'•  Nonsense,  Rupert !     Could  one  mistake  a  sheep  for  a  man  ?  " 

'■  Some  benighted  ploughman  then,  'plodding  his  weary  way.'  " 

"  If  you  could  bring  forward  any  ploughman  to  testify  that  it  was  he 
bey(md  possibility  of  doubt,  I'd  give  him  a  ten-poimd  note." 

"Look  here,"  said  Tod,  after  staring  a  minute  at  this  odd  remark 
of  Temple's,  "  you  may  put  all  idea  of  ploughmen  and  every  one  else 
away.  No  one  was  there.  If  there  had  been,  I  must  have  seen  him : 
it  was  not  possible  he  could  betake  himself  out  of  siglit  in  a  moment." 

"  Have  it  as  you  like,"  said  Temple  ;  "  I  am  going  to  take  a  bath. 
j\Iy  head  aches." 

Stripping,  he  plunged  into  the  river,  which  was  very  wide  just  there, 
and  swam  towards  the  middle  of  it. 

"It  seems  to  have  put  Slingsby  out,"  observed  Rupert,  alluding  to 
the  night  alarm.  "Do  you  notice  how  thoughtful  he  is?  Just  look 
at  that  fire !  " 

The  sticks  had  turned  black,  and  began  to  smoke  and  hiss,  giving 
out  never  a  bit  of  blaze.  Down  knelt  Rupert  on  one  side  and  I  on  the 
uther. 

"  Damp  old  obstinate  things !  "  he  ejaculated.  And  we  set  on  to 
blow  at  them  "\\'ith  all  our  might. 

"  Where's  Temple  ? "  I  exclaimed  presently ;  looking  off,  and  not 
seeing  him.     Rupert  glanced  over  the  river. 

"  He  must  be  diving,  Johnny.  Slingsby's  fond  of  diving.  Keep  on 
lilowing,  lad,  or  we  shall  get  no  tea  to-day." 

So  we  kept  on.  But,  1  don't  know  why,  a  sort  of  doubtful  feeling 
came  over  me,  and  while  I  blew  I  watched  the  water  for  Temple  .to 
come  up.  All  in  a  moment  he  rose  to  the  surface,  gave  one  low,  pain- 
ful cry  of  distress,  and  disappeared  again. 

"Good  Heavens!"  cried  Rupert,  leaping  up  and  overturning  the 
kettle. 

But  Tod  was  the  quickest,  and  jumped  in  to  the  rescue.  A  first-rate 
swimmer  and  diver  was  he,  almost  as  much  at  home  in  the  water  as 
out  of  it.  In  no  time,  as  it  seemed,  he  was  striking  back,  bearing 
Temple.  It  was  fortunate  for  such  a  crisis  that  Temple  was  so  small 
and  slight — of  no  weight  to  speak  of. 

By  dint  of  gently  rubbing  and  rolling,  we  got  some  life  into  him  and 
some  whisky  down  his  throat.  But  he  remained  in  the  queerest,  faintest 
state  possible ;  no  exertion  in  him,  no  movement  hardly,  no  strength ; 
alive,  and  that  was  about  all ;  and  just  able  to  tell  us  that  lie  had  turned 
faint  in  the  water. 

"  Wliat  is  to  be  done?  "  cried  Rupert.  "  We  must  get  a  doctor  to 
him  :  and  lie  ought  not  to  lie  on  the  grass  here.  I  wonder  if  that 
farmer  would  let  him  be  taken  to  the  house  for  an  hoiu'  or  two?" 
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1  got  into  my  boots,  and  ran  oft'  to  -,:-!; ;  and  met  the  farmer  in  the 
second  field.  He  was  coming  towards  us,  curious  perhaps  to  see 
whether  we  had  started.  TelHng  him  what  had  happened,  he  sliowed 
himself  alive  with  sympathy,  called  some  of  his  men  to  carry  Temple 
to  the  form,  and  sent  back  to  pi'epare  his  wife.  Thei:'  name  we  found 
was  B.^st :  and  most  hospitable,  good-hearted  people  they  turned  out 
to  be. 

Well,  Temple  was  taken  there  and  a  doctor  was  called  in.  The 
doctor  shook  his  head,  looked  grave,  and  asked  to  have  another  doctor. 
Then,  for  the  first  time,  doubts  stole  over  us  that  it  might  be  more 
serious  than  we  had  thought  for.  A  dreadful  feeling  of  fear  took 
possession  of  me,  and,  in  spite  of  all  I  could  do,  that  scene  at  Oxford, 
when  poor  Fred  Temple  had  been  carried  into  old  Mrs.  Golding's  to 
die,  would  not  go  out  of  my  mind. 

We  got  into  our  reserve  clothes,  as  if  conscious  that  the  boating 
flannels  were  done  with  for  the  present,  left  one  of  the  farmer's  men 
to  watch  our  boat  and  things,  and  stayed  ^\^th  Temple.  He  continued 
very  faint,  and  lay  almost  motionless.  The  doctors  tried  some  remedies, 
but  they  did  no  good.  He  did  not  revive.  One  of  them  called  it 
••  syncope  of  the  heart ;  "  but  the  other  said  hastily,  "  No,  no,  that  was 
not  the  right  name."  It  struck  me  that  perhaps  they  did  not  know 
what  the  right  name  was.  At  last  they  said  Mrs.  Temple  had  better 
be  sent  for. 

"I  was  just  thmkiug  so,"  cried  Kupert.  *' My  mother  ought  to  be 
here.     Who  \vill  go  for  her  ?  " 

"  Johimy  can,"  said  Tod.     "  He  is  of  no  good  here." 

For  that  matter,  none  of  us  were  any  good,  for  we  could  do  nothing 
for  Temple. 

I  did  not  relish  the  task  :  I  did  not  care  to  tell  a  mother  that  her  son, 
whom  she  believes  is  well  and  hearty,  is  lying  in  danger.  But  I  had 
to  go  :  Rupert  seemed  to  take  it  as  a  matter  of  course. 

'•  Don't  alarm  her  more  than  you  can  help,  Ludlow,"  he  said.  "  Say 
that  Slingsby  turned  faint  in  the  water  this  morning,  and  the  medical 
men  seem  anxious.     But  ask  her  not  to  lose  time." 

Mr.  Best  started  me  on  his  own  horse — a  fine  hunter,  iron-gi-ey. 
The  w^eather  was  broiling.  Templemore  lay  right  across  country,  about 
six  miles  off  by  road.  It  was  a  beautiful  place  ;  I  could  see  that  much, 
though  I  had  but  little  time  to  look  at  it ;  and  it  stood  upon  an  eminence, 
the  last  mile  of  the  road  winding  gradually  up  to  its  gates. 

As  ill-luck  had  it,  or  perhaps  good-luck — I  don't  know  which — Mrs. 
Temple  was  at  one  of  the  windows,  and  saw  me  ride  hastily  in. 
Having  a  good  memory  of  faces,  she  recollected  mine.  Knowing  that 
I  had  started  with  her  sons  in  the  boat,  she  was  seized  with  a  prevision 
tliat  something  was  vvrong,  and  came  out  before  I  was  well  off  the 
horse. 
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"  It  is  Mr.  Ludlow,  I  think,"  she  said,  her  plaia  dark  face  (so  much 
like  Slingsby's)  very  pale.     "  What  ill  news  have  you  brought?  " 

I  told  her  in  the  best  manner  I  was  able,  just  in  the  words  Eupert 
had  suggested,  speaking  quietly,  and  not  showing  any  alarm  in  my  own 
manner. 

"  Is  there  danger  ?  "  she  at  once  asked. 

"  I  am  not  sure  that  there  is,"  I  said,  hardly  knowing  how  to  frame 
ray  answer.  "  The  doctors  thought  you  had  better  come,  in  case — in 
case  of  danger  arising ;  and  Rupert  sent  me  to  ask  you  to  do  so." 

She  rang  the  bell,  and  ordered  her  carriage  to  be  round  instantly. 
'  The  bay  horses,"  she  added :  "  they  are  the  fleetest.  What  will  you 
take,  Mr.  Ludlow  ?  " 

I  would  not  take  anything.  But  a  venerable  old  gentleman  in 
black,  \vith  a  powdered  bald  head — the  butler,  I  concluded — suggested 
some  lemonade,  after  my  hot  ride  :  and  that  I  was  glad  of. 

I  rode  on  first,  piloting  the  way  for  the  carriage,  which  contained 
Mrs.  Temple.  She  came  alone :  her  daughter  was  away  on  a  visits 
as  I  had  learnt  from  Rupert. 

Slingsby  lay  in  the  same  state,  neither  better  nor  worse :  perhaps  the 
breathing  was  somewhat  more  difficult.  He  smiled  when  he  saw  his 
mother,  and  put  out  his  hand. 


The  day  dragged  itself  slowly  on.  We  did  not  know  what  to  do 
with  ourselves ;  that  was  a  fact.  Temple  was  to  be  kept  quiet,  and 
we  might  not  intrude  into  his  room — one  on  the  gi-ound-floor  that  faced 
the  east :  not  even  Rupert,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Best  entertained  us  well  as 
far  as  meals  went,  but  one  can't  be  eatmg  for  ever.  Now  down  in  the 
meadow  by  the  boat — which  seemed  to  have  assumed  a  most  forlorn 
aspect — and  now  hovering  about  the  farm,  waiting  for  the  last  report 
of  Temple.  In  that  way  the  day  crept  through. 
■  "■  Is  it  here  that  Mr.  Temple  is  lying  ?  " 

T  WHS  standing  under  the  jessamine-covered  porch,  sheltering  my 
head  from  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun,  when  a  sti'anger  came  up  and 
put  the  question.  An  extraordinarily  tall,  thin  man,  with  grey  hair, 
clerical  coat,  and  white  neckcloth. 

It  was  the  Reverend  Mr.  Webster,  perpetual  curate  of  the  parish 
around  Templeraore.  And  I  seemed  to  know  him  before  I  heard  hi 
name,  for  he  was  the  very  image  of  his  son,  Long  Webster,  who  used 
to  be  at  Oxford. 

"  I  am  so  grieved  not  to  have  been  able  to  get  here  before,"  he  said; 
"  but  I  had  just  gone  out  for  some  hours  when  Mrs.  Temple's  message 
was  brought  to  the  Parsonage.     Is  he  any  better  ?  " 

•'  I  am  afraid  not,"  I  answered.  "  We  don't  know  what  to  make  of 
it ;  it  all  seems  so  sudden  and  strange." 


s 
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"  But  what  is  it  ?  "  he  asked  in  a  whisper. 

"I  don't  know,  sir.  Tlie  doctors  have  said  something  ahout  the 
heart." 

''  I  should  like  to  see  the  doctors  before  I  go  in  to  Mrs.  Temple. 
Are  they  here  ?  " 

"  One  of  them  is,  I  think.  They  have  been  going  in  and  out  all 
day." 

I  fetched  the  doctor  out  to  him ;  and  they  talked  together  in  low 
tones  m  the  shaded  and  quiet  porch.  Not  a  ray  of  hope  sat  on  the 
medical  man's  face  :  he  as  good  as  intimated  that  Temple  was  dying. 

"  Dear  me !  "  cried  the  dismayed  Mr.  Webster. 

"  He  seems  to  know  it  himself,"  continued  the  doctor.  "  At  least, 
we  fancy  so,  I  and  my  brother-practitioner.  Though  we  have  been 
most  cautious  not  to  alarm  him  by  any  hint  of  the  kind.'' 

"  I  should  like  to  see  him,"  said  the  parson.     "  I  suppose  I  can  ?  '* 

He  went  in,  and  was  shut  up  for  some  time  alone  with  Temple. 
Yes,  he  said,  when  he  came  out  again.  Temple  knew  all  about  it,  and 
was  perfectly  resigned  and  prepared. 

You  may  be  sure  there  was  no  bed  for  any  of  us  that  night.  Temple's 
breathing  grew  worse  ;  and  at  last  we  went  in  by  turns,  one  of  us  at  a 
time,  to  prop  up  the  pillows  behind,  and  keep  them  propped ;  it  seemed 
to  make  it  firmer  and  easier  for  him  as  he  lay  against  them.  Towards 
morning  I  was  called  in  to  replace  Kupert.  The  shaded  candle  seemed 
to  be  burning  dim. 

"You  can  He  down,  my  dear,"  Mrs.  Temple  whispered  to  Rupert. 
"  Shoidd  there  be  any  change,  I  will  call  you." 

He  nodded,  and  left  the  room.  Not  to  lie  down.  Only  to  sit  over 
the  kitchen  fire  with  Tod,  and  so  pass  away  the  long  hours  of  discomfort. 

"  Who  is  this  now?  "  panted  Slingsby,  as  I  took  my  place. 

"  It  is  I.    Johnny  Ludlow.    Do  you  feel  any  better?  " 

He  made  a  little  sound  of  dissent  in  answer. 

"  Nay,  I  think  you  look  easier,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Temple,  gently. 

"  No,  no,"  he  said,  just  opening  his  eyes.  "  Do  not  grieve,  mother, 
I  shall  be  better  off.    I  shall  be  with  my  father  and  Fred." 

''  Oh,  my  son,  my  son,  don't  lose  heart ! "  she  said,  A\'ith  a  sob. 
"  That  will  never  do." 

"  I  saw  my  father  last  night,"  said  Temple. 

The  words  seemed  to  strike  her  -with  a  sort  of  shock.  "  No  !  "  she 
exclaimed,  perhaps  thinking  of  the  Temple  superstition,  and  drawing 
back  a  step.     "  Pray,  pray  don't  fancy  that !  " 

"  The  tent  was  open  to  give  us  air,"  he  said,  speaking  with  difficulty. 
"  I  suddenly  saw  some  one  standing  in  the  moonlight.  I  was  next  the 
opening ;  and  I  had  not  been  able  to  get  to  sleep.  For  a  moment  I 
thought  it  was  some  man,  some  intruder  passing  by;  but  he  took  a 
strange  Hkeness  to  my  father,  and  I  thought  he  beckoned • " 
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'•  We  are  not  alone,  Slingsby,"  internipted  Mis.  Temple,  remember- 
ing me,  her  voice  cold,  not  to  say  haughty. 

"  Ludlow  knows.  He  knew  the  last  time.  Fred  said  he  saw  him, 
and  I — I  ridiculed  it.  Ludlow  heard  me.  My  father  came  for  Fred, 
mother ;  he  must  have  come  for  me," 

'•  Oh,  I  can't — I  can't  believe  this,  Slingsby,"  she  cried,  in  some 
excitement.  "  It  was  fancy — nervousness ;  nothing  else.  My  darling, 
I  cannot  lose  you  !  You  have  ever  been  dearer  to  me  than  my  other 
children." 

''  Only  for  a  little  while,  mother.  It  is  God's  will.  That  is  our  true 
home,  you  know  ;  and  then  there  will  be  no  more  parting.  I  am  quite 
happy.     I  seem  to  be  half  there  now.     What  is  that  light?  " 

Mrs.  Temple  looked  round,  and  saw  a  faint  streak  coming  in  over 
the  tops  of  the  shutters.  "  It  must  be  the  glimmering  of  dawn  in  the 
east,"  she  said.     "  The  day  is  breaking." 

"  Ay,"  he  answered :  "  my  day.  Where's  Rupert?  I  should  like  to 
say  good-bye  to  him.    Yes,  mother,  that's  the  da^^•Il  of  heaven." 

And  just  as  the  sun  rose,  he  went  there. 

That  was  the  end  of  our  boating  tour.  Ridicule  has  been  cast  on 
some  of  the  facts,  and  will  be  again.  It  is  a  painful  subject ;  and  I 
don't  know  that  I  should  have  related  it,  but  for  its  having  led  to 
another  (and  more  lively)  adventure,  which  I  proceed  to  tell  of. 
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It  looked  the  prettiest  place  imaginalile,  lying  luider  the  sunlight,  as 
we  stood  that  first  morning  in  front  of  the  bay.  The  water  was  smooth 
and  displayed  lovely  colours :  now  green,  now  blue,  as  the  clouds 
passed  over  the  face  of  the  sky,  now  taking  tuiges  of  brown  and  amber  ; 
and  towards  evening  it  would  be  pink  and  purple.  Further  on,  the 
waters  were  rippling  and  shining  in  the  sun.  Fisliing-vessels  stood  out 
at  sea,  plying  their  craft ;  little  cockle-shells,  their  white  sails  set,  dis- 
ported on  it ;  rowing  boats  glided  hither  and  thither.  In  the  distance 
the  grand  waves  of  the  sea  were  ebbing  and  flowing  ,•  a  noble  merchant- 
man, all  her  canvas  filled,  was  passing  proudly  on  her  outward-bound 
course. 

''  I  should  like  to  live  here,"  cried  Tod,  turning  away  at  last 

And  I'm  sure  I  felt  that  I  should.  For  I  could  watch  the  ever- 
changing  sea  from  morning  to  night  and  not  tire  of  it. 

"  Suppose  we  remain  here,  Johnny  ?  " 

"  To  live  ?  " 

"Nonsense,  lad!  For  a  month.  I  am  going  for  a  sail.  Will  you 
come  ?  " 

After  the  terrible  break-up  of  our  boating  tour,  poor  Slingsby  Temple 
was  taken  home  to  Templemore,  ourselves  going  back  to  Sanbury  to 
wait  for  the  funeral,  and  for  our  black  garments,  for  which  we  had  sent. 
Rupert  was  fearfully  cut  up.  Although  he  was  the  heir  now,  and 
would  be  chief  of  Templemore,  I  never  saw  any  brother  take  a  death 
more  to  heart.  "  Slingsby  liked  you  much,  Ludlow,"  said  Rupert  to 
me,  when  he  came  to  us  at  the  inn  at  Sanbury  the  day  before  the 
funeral,  and  the  hot  tears  were  in  his  eyes  as  he  spoke.  "  He  always 
liked  you  at  Oxford:  I  have  heard  him  say  so.  Like  himself,  you 
kept  yourself  free  from  the  lawlessness  of  the  place " 

"  As  if  a  yoimg  one  like  Johnny  would  go  in  for  anything  of  the 
kind !  "  interrupted  Tod. 

"  Young  ?  "  repeated  Rupert  Temple.  "  Well,  I  don't  know.  When 
I  was  there  myself,  some  young  ones — lads — went  in  for  a  pretty  good 
deal.     He  liked  you  much,  Ludlow." 

And  somehow  I  liked  to  hear  Rupert  say  it. 
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Quitting  Sanbury  after  the  funeral,  we  came  to  this  little  place,  Cray 
Bay,  which  was  on  the  sea-coast,  a  few  miles  beyond  Templemore. 
Our  pleasure  cut  short  at  the  beginning  of  the  holiday,  we  hardly  knew 
what  to  do  with  the  rest  of  it,  and  felt  like  a  couple  of  fish  suddenly 
thrown  out  of  water.  Mrs.  Temple,  taking  her  son  and  daughter,  went 
for  change  to  her  brother's.  Lord  Cracroft. 

At  Cray  Bay  we  found  one  small  inn,  which  bore  the  odd  sign  of  the 
Whistling  Wind,  and  was  kept  by  Mrs.  Jones,  a  stout  Welshwoman. 
The  bedroom  she  gave  us  enjoyed  a  look-out  upon  some  stables,  and 
would  not  hold  much  more  than  the  two  small  beds  in  it.  In  answer 
to  Tod's  rernonstrances,  she  said  that  she  had  a  better  room,  but  it  was 
j  list  now  occupied. 

The  discomforts  of  the  lodging  were  forgotten  when  we  strolled  out 
to  look  about  us,  and  saw  the  beauties  of  the  sea  and  bay.  Cray  Bay 
was  a  very  primitive  spot :  little  else  than  a  decent  fishing-place.  It 
had  not  then  been  found  out  by  the  tour-taking  world.  Its  houses 
were  built  anyhow  and  anywhere ;  its  shops  could  be  counted  on  your 
fingers  :  a  butcher's,  a  baker's,  a  gi'ocer's,  and  so  on.  Fishermen  called 
at  the  doors  with  fish,  and  countrywomen  with  butter  and  fowls. 
There  was  no  gas,  and  the  place  at  night  was  lighted  with  oil-lamps. 
A  trout-stream  lay  at  the  back  of  the  village,  half-a-mile  away. 

Stepping  into  a  boat,  on  this  first  morning,  for  the  sail  proposed  by 
Tod,  we  found  its  owner  a  talkative  old  fellow.  His  name  was  Druff, 
ho  said ;  he  had  lived  at  Cray  Bay  most  of  his  life,  and  knew  every 
inch  of  its  land  and  every  Avave  of  its  sea.  There  couldn't  be  a  nicer 
spot  to  stop  at  for  the  summer,  as  he  took  it ;  no,  not  if  you  searched 
the  island  through :  and  he  supposed  it  was  first  called  Cray  Bay  after 
the  cray-fish,  they  being  caught  in  plenty  there. 

"More  things  than  one  are  called  oddly  in  this  place,"  remarked 
Tod.  "  Look  at  that  inn  :  the  Whistling  Wmd  ;  what's  that  called 
after  ?  " 

"  And  so  the  wind  do  hoostle  on  this  here  coast ;  'deed  an'  it  do," 
returned  DrufT.     "  You'd  not  forget  it  if  you  heered  it  in  winter." 

The  more  we  saw  of  Cray  Bay  that  day,  the  more  we  liked  it.  Its 
retirement  just  suited  our  mood,  after  the  experience  of  only  four  or 
five  days  back :  for  I  can  tell  you  "Ihat  such  a  shock  is  not  to  be  for- 
gotten all  in  a  moment.  And  when  we  went  up  to  bed  that  night,  Tod 
had  made  up  his  mind  to  stay  for  a  time  if  lodgings  could  be  found. 

"  Not  in  this  garret,  that  you  can't  swing  a  cat  in,"  said  he,  stretching 
out  his  hands  towards  the  fotu'  walls.  "  Madame  Jones  won't  have  me 
here  another  night  if  I  can  help  it." 

"  No.     Our  tent  in  the  meadow  was  ten  times  livelier." 

"  Arc  thei'o  any  lodgings  to  be  had  in  this  place  ?  "  asked  Tod  of  the 
slip-shod  maid-servant,  when  we  were  at  breakfast  the  next  morning. 
But  she  professed  not  to  know  of  any. 
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"But,  Tod,  what  would  they  say  at  home  to  our  staying  here?  ''  I 
asked  after  awhile,  certain  doubts  making  themselves  heard  in  my 
conscience. 

"  What  they  chose,"  said  Tod,  cracking  his  fourth  egg. 

''  I  am  afraid  the  pater " 

"  Now,  Johnny,  you  need  not  put  in  your  word,"  he  interrupted,  in 
the  ofi-hand  tone  that  always  silenced  me.  "  It's  not  your  affair.  We 
came  out  for  a  month,  and  I  am  not  going  back  home,  like  a  bad 
sixpence  returned,  before  the  month  has  expired.  Perhaps  I  shall 
tack  a  few  weeks  on  to  it.     I  am  not  dependent  on  the  pater's  purse." 

No;  for  he  had  his  five  hundred  pounds  lying  untouched  at  the 
Worcester  Old  Bank,  and  his  cheque-book  in  his  pocket. 

Breakfast  over,  we  went  out  to  look  for  lodgings ;  but  soon  feared  it 
might  be  a  hopeless  search.  Two  little  cottages  had  a  handboard 
stuck  on  a  stick  in  the  garden,  -with  "  Lodgings  "  on  it.  But  the  rooms 
in  each  proved  to  be  a  tiny  sitting-room  and  a  more  tiny  bedroom, 
smaller  than  the  garret  at  the  Whistling  Wind. 

"  I  never  saw  such  a  world  as  this,"  cried  Tod,  as  we  paced  dis- 
consolately before  the  stragghug  dwellings  in  front  of  the  bay.  "  ]f 
you  want  a  thing  you  can't  get  it." 

"We  might  find  rooms  in  those  houses  yonder,"  I  said,  nodding 
towards  some  scattered  about  in  the  distance.  "  They  must  be 
farms." 

'*  Who  wants  to  live  a  mile  off?  "  he  retorted.     "  It's  the  place  itself 

I   like,   and  the  bay,   and  the Oh,   by  George !     Look   there, 

Johnny  !  " 

We  had  come  to  the  last  house  in  the  place  — a  fresh-looking,  charm- 
ing cottage,  ^\^th  a  low  roof  and  a  green  verandah,  that  we  had  stoi)ped 
to  admire  yesterday.  It  faced  the  bay,  and  stood  by  itself  in  a  garden 
that  was  a  perfect  bower  of  roses.  The  green  gate  bore  the  name 
"  Kose  Lodge,"  and  in  the  parlour  window  appeared  a  notice  "  To 
Let ;  "  which  notice,  we  both  felt  sure,  had  not  been  there  the  previous 
day. 

"  Fancy  their  having  rooms  to  let  here  !  "  cried  Tod.  "  The  nicest 
little  house  in  all  the  place.     How  lucky  !  " 

In  he  went  impidsively,  striding  up  the  short  gravel-path,  which  was 
divided  from  the  flower-beds  by  two  rows  of  sea-shells,  and  knocked  at 
the  door.  It  was  opened  by  a  tail  grenadier  of  a  female,  rising  six  feet, 
■with  a  spare  figure  and  sour  face.  She  had  a  large  cooking-apron  on, 
dusted  vnth  flour. 

"  You  have  lodgings  to  let,"  said  Tod ;  "  can  I  see  them  ?  " 

'•  Lodgings  to  let  ?  "  she  repeated,  scanning  us  up  and  down  attentively; 
and  her  voice  sounded  harsh  and  rasping.  "  I  don't  know  that  we 
have.    You  had  better  see  Captain  Copperas.'' 

She  threw  open  the  door  of  the  parlour:  a  small,  square,  bright- 
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looking  room,  rather  full  of  furniture;  a  gay  carpet,  a  cottage  piano, 
and  some  gi-een  chairs  being  among  the  articles. 

Captain  Copperas  came  forward :  a  retired  seaman,  as  we  heard 
later ;  tall  as  the  grenadier,  and  Avitli  a  brown,  weather-beaten  face. 
But  in  voice  and  manners  he,  at  any  rate,  did  not  resemble  her,  for  they 
were  just  as  pleasant  as  they  could  be. 

"  I  have  no  lodgings,"  said  he  ;  "  my  servant  was  mistaken.  My 
house  is  to  let ;  and  the  furniture  to  be  taken  too." 

Which  announcement  was  of  course  a  check  to  Tod.  He  sat  looking 
very  blank,  and  then  explained  that  we  only  rerjuired  lodgings.  We 
had  been  quite  charmed  with  Cray  Bay,  and  would  like  to  stay  in  it 
for  a  month  or  so  :  and  that  it  was  his  misapprehension,  not  the 
servant's. 

"  It's  a  pity  but  you  wanted  a  little  house,"  said  Captain  Copperas. 
''  This  is  the  most  compact,  desirable,  perfect  little  dwelling  mortal 
man  ever  was  in.  Kent  twenty-six  pounds  a-year  only,  furniture  to  be 
bought  out-and-out  for  a  hundred  and  twenty-five.  It  Avould  be  a  little 
Eden — a  paradise — to  those  who  had  the  means  to  take  it." 

As  he  spoke,  he  regarded  us  individually  and  rather  pointedly.  It 
looked  as  much  as  to  doubt  whether  we  had  the  means.  Tod  (con- 
scious of  his  five  hundred  pounds  in  the  bank)  threw  his  head  up. 

"  Oh,  I  have  the  means,"  said  he,  as  haughtily  as  poor  Slingsby 
Temple  had  ever  spoken.  "  Johnny,  did  you  put  any  cards  in  your 
pocket  ?     Give  Captain  Copperas  one." 

I  laid  one  of  Tod's  cards  on  the  table.     The  captain  took  it  up. 

"  It's  a  great  gi-ief  to  me  to  leave  the  house,"  he  remarked.  "  Espe- 
cially after  having  been  only  a  few  months  in  it ! — and  laying  in  a  stock 
of  tlie  best  furniture  in  a  plain  way,  purchased  in  the  best  market ! 
Downright  grief." 

"  Then  why  do  you  leave  it  ?  "  naturally  asked  Tod. 

"  Because  I  have  to  go  afloat  again,"  said  the  sailor,  his  face  taking 
a  rueful  expression.  "  I  thought  I  had  given  up  the  sea  for  good ;  but 
my  old  employers  won't  let  me  give  it  up.  They  know  my  value  as 
a  master,  and  have  offered  me  large  terms  for  another  year  or  two  of 
service.  A  splendid  new  East  Indiaman,  two  thousand  tons  register, 
and — and,  in  short,  I  don't  like  to  be  ungrateful,  so  I  have  said 
I'll  go." 

"  Could  you  not  keep  on  the  house  until  you  come  back?  " 

"  My  sister  won't  let  me  keep  it  on.  Truth  to  say,  she  never  cared 
for  the  sea,  and  wants  to  get  away  from  it.  That  exquisite  scene  " — 
extending  his  hand  towards  the  bay,  and  to  a  steamer  working  her  way 
onwards  near  the  horizon — "  has  no  charms  for  Miss  Copperas ;  and 
she  intends  to  betake  herself  off  to  our  relatives  in  Leeds.  No  :  I  can 
only  give  the  place  up,  and  dispose  of  the  fuiniture  to  whomsoever  feel-; 
hiclined  lo  take  it.      U  will  be  a  fine  sacrifice.     I  shall  not  get  the  one 
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half  of  the  money  I  gave  for  it :  dou't  look  to.  And  all  of  it  aa  good 
as  new ! " 

I  could  read  Tod's  face  as  a  book,  and  the  eager  look  in  his  eyes. 
He  was  thinking  how  much  he  should  like  to  seize  upon  the  temptin,^ 
bargain  ;  to  make  the  pretty  room  we  sat  in,  and  the  prettier  prospect 
yonder,  his  own.     Captain  Copperas  appeared  to  read  him  also. 

"  You  are  doubting  whether  to  close  with  the  offer  or  not,"  he  said, 
with  a  frank  smile.  "  You  might  make  it  yours  for  a  hundred  and 
twenty-five  pounds.  Perhaps — pardon  me  ;  you  are  both  but  young — • 
you  may  not  have  the  sum  readily  at  command  ?  " 

"Oh  yes,  I  have,"  said  Tod,  candidl}-.  "I  have  it  lying  at  my 
banker's,  in  Worcester.  No,  it's  not  for  that  reason  I  hesitate.  It  is — 
it  is — fancy  me  with  a  house  on  my  hands  !  "  he  broke  off,  turning  to 
me  with  a  laugh. 

"  It  is  an  offer  that  you  will  never  be  likely  to  meet  wth  again,  sir." 

"  But  what  on  earth  could  I  do  with  the  house  and  the  things  after- 
wards— allowing  that  we  stayed  here  for  a  month  or  two  ?  "  urged 
Tod. 

"  Why,  dispose  of  them  again,  of  course,"  was  the  ready  answer  of 
Cajitain  Copperas.  "  You'd  find  plenty  of  people  willing  to  purchase, 
and  to  take  the  house  off  your  hands.  Such  an  opportunity  as  this  need 
not  go  begging.  I  only  Avish  I  had  not  to  be  off  all  in  a  jiffy ;  I  should 
make  a  very  different  bargain." 

"  I'll  think  of  it,"  said  Tod,  as  we  got  up  to  leave.  "  I  must  say  it  is 
a  nice  little  nest." 

In  the  doorway  we  encountered  a  tall  lady  with  a  brown  face  and  a 
scarlet  top-knot.     She  wore  a  thick  gold  chain,  and  bracelets  to  match. 

"  My  sister,  Miss  Copperas,"  said  the  captain.  And  he  explained  to 
her  in  a  few  words  our  business,  and  the  pui-port  of  what  had  passed. 

"  For  goodness'  sake,  don't  lose  the  opportunity ! "  cried  she,  im- 
pressively affectionate,  as  though  she  had  knowm  us  all  our  hves.  "  So 
advantageous  an  offer  was  ne\er  made  to  any  one  before :  and  but  for 
my  brother's  obstinately  and  wickedly  deciding  to  go  off  to  that  A\Tetched 
sea  again,  it  would  not  be  made  now.  Yes,  Alexander,"  turning  to 
him,  "  I  do  call  it  quite  wicked.  Only  think,  sir  " — to  Tod — "  a  house 
full  of  beautiful  furniture,  every  individual  thing  that  a  family  can  want ; 
a  piano  here,  a  table-cloth  press  in  the  kitchen ;  jdate,  linen,  knives, 
forks;  a  garden  full  of  roses  and  a  roller  for  the  paths;  and  all  to  go 
for  the  miserably  inadequate  sum  of  a  hundred  and  twenty-five  pounds  ! 
But  that's  my  brother  all  over.  He's  a  true  sailor.  Setting  himself  u]> 
in  a  home  to-day,  and  selling  it  off  for  an  old  song  to-morrow." 

"  Well,  well,  Fanny,"  he  said,  when  he  could  get  a  word  in  edge- 
ways to  stem  the  torrent  of  eloquence.  ''  I  have  agreed  to  go,  and  I 
must  go."' 

''  Have  you  lieen  over  the  house  ? '"  she  resumed,  in  t-lie  same  voluble 
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manner.  "No?  Then  do  pray  come  and  see  it.  Oh,  don't  talk  of 
trouble.     This  is  the  dining-room,"  throwing  open  a  door  behind  her. 

It  was  a  httle  side-room,  looking  up  the  coast  and  over  the  fields ; 
just  enough  chairs  and  tables  in  it  for  use.  Upstairs  we  found  three 
chambers,  with  their  beds  and  other  things.  It  all  looked  very  com- 
fortable, and  I  thought  Captain  Copperas  was  fooUsh  to  ask  so  small  a 
sum. 

"  This  is  the  linen  closet,"  said  Miss  Copperas,  opening  a  narrow 
door  at  the  top  of  the  stairs,  and  displaying  some  shelves  that  seemed 
to  be  well-filled.  "  Sheets,  table-cloths,  dinner-napkins,  towels,  pillow- 
cases ;  everything  for  use.  Anybody,  taking  the  house,  has  only  to 
step  in,  hang  up  his  hat,  and  find  himself  at  home.  Look  at  those 
plates  and  dishes ! "  she  ran  on,  as  we  got  down  again  and  entered  the 
kitchen.    "  They  are  very  nice — and  enough  to  dine  ten  people." 

They  were  of  light  blue  ware,  and  looked  nice  enough  on  the  dresser 
shelves.  The  grenadier  stood  at  the  table,  chopping  parsley  on  a 
trencher,  and  did  not  condescend  to  take  any  notice  of  us. 

Out  in  the  garden  next,  amidst  the  roses — which  gi"ew  all  round  the 
house,  clustering  everywhere.  They  were  of  that  species  called  the 
cabbage-rose :  large,  and  fragrant,  and  most  beautiful.  It  made  me 
think  of  the  Eoses  by  Bendemeer's  stream. 

"  I  should  like  the  place  of  all  things !  "  cried  Tod,  as  we  strolled  to- 
wards the  bay  for  a  sail ;  and  found  Druff  seated  in  his  boat,  smoking. 
"  I  say,  Druff,  do  you  know  Captain  Copperas  ?     Get  in,  Johnny." 

"  Lives  next  door  to  me,  at  Rose  Lodge,"  answered  Druff. 

"Next  door!  Wliat,  is  that  low  whitewashed  shanty  your  abode? 
How  long  has  Copperas  lived  here?  " 

"  A  matter  of  some  months,"  said  Druff.     "  He  came  in  the  spring." 

"  Are  they  nice  kind  of  people  ?  " 

''  They  be  civil  to  me,"  answered  Druff.  "  Sent  my  old  missis  a 
bottle  o'  wine  in,  and  some  hot  broth  t'  other  day,  when  she  was  ill. 
The  captain " 

A  sudden  lurch  put  a  stop  to  the  discourse,  and  in  a  few  minutes  we 
glided  out  of  the  bay,  Tod  sitting  in  a  brown  reverie,  his  gaze  fixed  on 
the  land  and  on  Rose  Lodge. 

"  My  mind's  made  up,  Johnny.     I  shall  take  the  place." 

I  dropped  my  knife  and  fork  in  very  astonishment.  Our  sail  over, 
we  were  at  dinner  in  the  bar-parlour  of  the  "Whistling  Wind. 

"  Surely  you  won't  do  it,  Tod  ! " 

"  Surely  I  shall,  lad.  I  never  saw  such  a  nice  little  nest  in  all  my 
life.  And  there's  no  risk ;  you  heard  what  Copperas  said ;  I  shall  get 
my  money  back  again  when  we  want  to  leave  it." 

"  Look  here.  Tod :  I  was  thinking  a  bit  whilst  we  sat  in  the  boat. 
Does  it  not  seem  to  you  to  be  too  good  to  be  genuine  ?  " 
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It  was  Tod's  turn  now  to  drop  his  kiiil'e  and  fork ;  and  he  did  it 
angrily.     "  Just  tell  me  what  you  mean,  Johnny  Ludlow." 

"  All  that  furniture,  and  the  piano,  and  the  carpets,  and  the  plate  and 
linen :  it  looks  such  a  heap  to  he  going  for  only  a  hundred  and  twenty- 
five  pounds." 

"Well?" 

"  I  can't  think  that  Copperas  means  it." 

"  Not  mean  it !  Why,  you  young  muff?  There  are  the  things,  and 
lie  has  offered  them  to  me.  If  Copperas  chooses  to  part  with  them  for 
half  their  value,  is  it  my  place  to  tell  him  he's  a  fool?  The  poor  man 
is  driven  into  a  corner  through  want  of  time.  Sailors  are  uncommonly 
improvident." 

"  It  is  such  an  undertaking,  Tod." 

"  It  is  not  your  undertaking." 

"Of  course  it  is  a  tremendous  hargain;  and  it  is  a  beautiful  little 
place  to  have.     But  I  can't  think  what  the  pater  will  say  to  it." 

"  I  can,"  said  Tod.  "  When  he  hears  of  it — but  that  will  not  be  yet 
awhile — he  will  come  off  here  post-haste  to  blow  me  up ;  and  end  by 
falling  in  love  with  the  roses.  He  always  says  that  there  is  no  rose 
like  a  cabbage-rose." 

"He  will  never  forgive  you.  Tod;  or  me  either.  He  will  say  the 
world's  coming  to  an  end." 

"  If  yoii  are  afraid  of  him,  Johnny,  you  can  take  yourself  off.  Hold 
up  your  plate  for  some  more  lamb,  and  hold  your  tongue." 

There  was  no  help  for  it ;  anything  I  could  say  would  have  no  more 
weight  with  Tod  than  so  much  wasted  water ;  so  I  did  as  he  bade  me, 
and  held  my  tongue.  Down  he  went  to  Captain  Copperas  ere  his 
dinner  was  well  swallowed,  and  told  him  he  would  take  the  house. 
The  Captain  said  he  would  have  a  short  agreement  drawn  up ;  and 
Tod  took  out  his  cheque-book,  to  give  a  cheque  for  the  money  there 
and  then.  But  the  Captain,  like  an  honest  man,  refused  to  receive  it 
until  the  agreement  was  executed;  and,  if  all  the  same,  he  would 
]»refer  money  do\vn  to  a  cheque.  Cheques  were  all  very  good,  no 
doubt,  he  said ;  but  sailors  did  not  much  understand  them.  Oh,  of 
course.  Tod  answered,  shaking  him  by  the  hand ;  he  would  get  the 
money. 

Inquiring  of  our  landlady  for  the  nearest  bank,  Tod  was  directed  to  a 
town  called  St.  Ann's,  three  miles  off;  and  we  started  for  it  at  once, 
pelting  along  the  hot  and  dusty  road.  The  bank  found— a  small  one, 
with  a  glazed  bow-window.  Tod  presented  a  cheque  for  a  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds,  twenty-five  of  it  being  for  himself,  and  asked  the  clerk  to 
cash  it. 

The  clerk  looked  at  the  cheqii.\  ihen  looked  at  Tod,  and  then  at  me. 
'■  Tliis  is  not  one  of  our  cheques,"  he  said.  "We  have  no  account  in 
this  name." 

Johnny  Ludlow.— II,  28 
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"  Can't  you  read  ?  "  asked  Tod.  "  The  cheque  is  uj)on  tte  Worcester 
Old  Bank.     You  know  it  well  by  reputation,  I  presume  ?  " 

The  clerk  whisked  into  a  small  kind  of  box,  divided  from  the  office 
by  glass,  where  sat  a  bald-headed  gentleman  writing  at  a  desk  full  of 
pigeon-holes.  A  short  conference,  and  then  the  latter  came  to  us, 
holding  the  cheque  in  his  hand. 

"  We  will  send  and  present  this  at  Worcester,"  he  said;  "and  shall 
get  an  answer  the  day  after  to-morrow.  No  doubt  we  shall  then  be 
able  to  give  you  the  money." 

"  Why  can't  you  give  it  me  now  ?  "  asked  Tod,  in  rather  a  fiery  tone. 

"  Well,  sir,  we  should  be  happy  to  do  it ;  but  it  is  not  our  custom  to 
cash  cheques  for  strangers." 

"  Do  you  fear  the  cheque  will  not  be  honoured  ? "  flashed  Tod. 
"  Why,  I  have  five  hundred  pounds  lying  there !  Do  you  suppose  I 
want  to  cheat  you  ?  " 

"  Oh,  certainly  not,"  said  the  banker,  with  suavity.  "  Only,  you  see, 
we  cannot  break  through  our  standing  rules.  Call  upon  us  the  day 
after  to-morrow,  and  doubtless  the  money  will  be  ready." 

Tod  came  away  swearing.  "  The  infamous  upstarts ! "  cried  he. 
"  To  refuse  to  cash  my  cheque  !  Johnny,  it's  my  belief  they  take  us 
for  a  couple  of  adventurers." 


The  money  came  in  due  course.  After  receiving  it  from  the  cautious 
banker,  we  Avent  straight  to  Rose  Lodge,  pelting  back  from  St.  Ann's 
at  a  fine  pace.  Tod  signed  the  agreement,  and  paid  the  cash  in  good 
Bank  of  England  notes.  Captain  Copperas  brought  out  a  bottle  of 
champagne,  which  tasted  uncommonly  good  to  our  thirsty  throats. 
He  was  to  leave  Cray  Bay  that  night  on  his  way  to  Liverpool  to  take 
possession  of  his  ship;  Miss  Copperas  would  leave  on  the  morrow,  and 
then  we  should  go  in.  And  Elizabeth,  the  grenadier,  was  to  remain 
with  us  as  servant.  Miss  Copperas  recommended  her,  hearing  Tod  say 
he  did  not  know  where  to  look  for  one.  We  bargained  with  her  t(i 
keep  up  a  good  supply  of  pies,  and  to  pay  hor  twenty  shillings  a  montli. 

"Will  you  allow  me  to  leave  one  or  two  of  my  boxes  for  a  feu- 
days?  "  asked  ^liss  Copperas  of  Tod,  when  we  went  down  on  the 
following  morning,  and  found  her  equipped  for  departure.  "  This  has 
been  so  hurried  a  removal  that  I  have  not  had  time  to  pack  all  my 
things,  and  must  leave  it  for  Elizabeth  to  do." 

"  Leave  anything  you  like.  Miss  Copperas,"  replied  Tod,  as  he  shook 
hands.  "  Do  what  you  please.  I'm  sure  the  house  seems  more  like 
yours  than  mine." 

She  thanked  him,  wished  us  both  good-bye,  and  set  off"  to  walk  to 
the  coach-oftice,  attended  by  the  grenadier,  and  a  boy  wheeling  her 
luggage.     And  we  were  in  possession  of  our  new  home. 
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It  Wiis  just  (lelightl'iil.  The  weather  was  clumiihig,  though  precious 
liot,  and  the  new  feeling  of  being  in  a  house  of  our  own,  with  not  as 
much  as  a  mouse  to  control  us  and  our  movements,  was  satisfactory  in 
the  highest  degree.  We  passed  our  days  sailing  about  with  old  DrufF, 
and  came  home  to  the  feasts  prepared  by  the  grenadier,  and  to  sit 
among  the  roses.  Altogether  we  had  never  had  a  time  like  it.  Tod 
took  the  best  chamber,  facing  the  sea ;  I  had  the  smaller  one  over  the 
dining-room,  looking  up  coastwards. 

"  I  shall  go  fishing  to-morrow,  Johnny,"  Tod  said  to  me  one  evening. 
"  We'll  bring  home  some  trout  for  supper." 

He  was  stretched  on  three  chaks  before  the  open  wndow ;  coat  off, 
pipe  in  mouth.  I  turned  round  from  the  piano.  It  was  not  much  of 
an  instrument.  INIiss  Copperas  had  said,  when  I  hinted  so  to  her  on 
first  trying  it,  that  it  wanted  "  age." 

"  Shall  you  ?  All  right,"  I  answered,  sitting  down  by  him.  The 
stars  were  shining  on  the  calm  blue  water ;  here  and  there  lights, 
looking  like  stars  also,  twinkled  from  some  vessels  at  anchor. 

"  If  I  thought  they  wouldn't  quite  die  of  the  shock,  .Johnny,  I'd  send 
the  pater  and  madam  an  invitation  to  come  off  here  and  pay  us  a  visit. 
They  would  fall  in  love  with  the  place  at  once." 

"  Oh,  Tod,  I  wish  you  would ! "  I  cried,  eagerly  seizing  on  the  words- 
'■  They  could  have  your  room,  and  you  have  mine,  and  I  would  go  into 
the  little  one  at  the  back." 

"  I  dare  say !     I  was  only  joking,  lad." 

The  last  words  and  their  tone  destroyed  my  hopes.  It  is  inconvenient 
to  possess  a  conscience.  Advantageous  though  the  bargain  was  that 
Tod  had  made,  and  delightfully  though  om-  days  were  passing,  1  could 
not  feel  easy  until  they  knew  of  it  at  home. 

"  I  wish  you  w^ould  let  me  write  and  tell  them,  Tod." 

"  No,"  said  he.  "  I  don't  want  the  pater  to  whirl  himself  off  here 
and  spoil  our  peace — for  that's  w^hat  would  come  of  it." 

''  lie  thinks  we  are  in  some  way  with  the  Temples.  His  letter 
implied  it." 

*'  The  best  thing  he  can  think." 

"  But  I  -want  to  write  to  the  mother.  Tod.  She  must  be  wondering 
why  we  don't." 

"  Wondering  won't  give  her  the  fever,  lad.  Understand  me,  Mr. 
Johnny  :  you  are  not  to  write." 

Breakfast  over  in  the  morning,  we  crossed  the  meadows  to  the  trout 
stream,  with  the  fishing-tackle  and  a  basket  of  frogs.  Tod  comi)laiued 
of  the  intense  heat.  The  dark  blue  sky  was  cloudless ;  the  sun  beat 
down  upon  our  heads. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what,  Johnny,"  he  said,  when  we  had  borne  the  blaze  for 
an  hour  on  the  banks,  the  fish  refusing  to  bite:  "we  should  he  all  the 
cooler  for  our  umbrellas.    You'll  have  a  sunstroke,  if  you  dun'f  luuk  out." 


to 
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"  It  strikes  me  you  won't  catcli  any  fish  to-day." 

"  Does  it  ?     You  be  off  and  get  the  parapluies." 

The  low  front  window  stood  open  when  I  reached  home.  It  was 
the  readiest  way  of  entering ;  and  I  passed  on  to  the  passage  to  the 
umbrella-stand.  The  grenadier  came  dashing  out  of  her  kitchen, 
looking  frightened. 

"  Oh  !  "  said  she,  "  it's  you  !  " 

"  I  have  come  back  for  the  umbrellas,  Elizabeth ;  the  sun's  like  a 
furnace. ,  Why  !  what  have  you  got  there?  " 

The  kitchen  was  strewed  with  clothes  from  one  end  of  it  to  the  other. 
On  the  floor  stood  the  two  boxes  left  by  Miss  Copperas. 

"  I  am  only  putting  up  Miss  Copperas's  things,"  returned  Elizabeth, 
in  her  surly  way.     "  It's  time  they  were  sent  off." 

"  What  a  heap  she  must  have  left  behind  !  "  I  remarked,  and  left  the 
grenadier  to  her  work. 

We  got  home  in  the  evening,  tired  out.  The  grenadier  had  a  choice 
supper  ready ;  and,  in  answer  to  me,  said  the  trunks  of  Miss  Copperas 
were  packed  and  gone.  When  bed-time  came.  Tod  was  asleep  at  the 
window,  and  wouldn't  awake.  The  grenadier  had  gone  to  her  room 
ages  ago  ;  I  wanted  to  go  to  mine. 

"  Tod,  then  !     Do  please  wake  up  :  it  is  i^ast  ten." 

A  low  growl  answered  me.  And  in  that  same  moment  I  became 
aware  of  some  mysterious  stir  outside  the  front-gate.  People  seemed 
to  be  trying  it.     The  gi'enadier  always  locked  it  at  night. 

"  Tod  !  Tod  !     There  are  people  at  the  gate — trying  to  get  in." 

The  tone  and  the  words  aroused  him.  ''  Eh  ?  AVhat  do  you  say, 
Johnny?     People  are  trying  the  gate  .^ '' 

"  Listen !  They  are  whispering  to  on(>  another.  They  are  trying 
the  fastenings." 

'•  What  on  earth  does  anybody  want  at  this  time  of  night  ?  "  growled 
Tod.  "  And  why  can't  they  ring  like  decent  people  }  What's  your 
business  ?  "  he  roared  out  from  the  window.  "  Wlio  the  dickens  are 
you?" 

"  Hush,  Tod !  It — it  can't  be  the  Squire,  can  it  ?  Come  down  here 
to  look  after  us." 

The  suggestion  silenced  him  for  a  moment. 

"  I — I  don't  tln'nk  so,  Johnny,"  he  slowly  said.  "  No,  it's  not  the 
Squire :  he  would  be  letting  off  at  us  already  at  the  top  of  his  voice ; 
he  wouldn't  wait  to  come  in  to  do  it.     Let's  go  and  see.    Come  along." 

Two  young  men  stood  at  the  gate.  One  of  them  turned  the  handle 
impatiently  as  we  went  down  the  path. 

"  Wliat  do  you  want? "  demanded  Tod. 

'•  I  wish  to  see  Captain  Copperas." 

"  Then  you  can't  see  him,"  answered  Tod,  woefully  cross  after  being 
startled  out  of  his  sleep.    "  Captain  Copperas  does  uot  live  here." 
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"Not  live  here  !'' repeated  the  uiaii.  "That's  gamuiuii.  I  kiiu.v 
he  does  live  here." 

"  I  tell  you  he  does  not,"  haughtily  repeated  Tod.  "  Do  you  douht 
my  word?" 

"  Who  does  live  here,  then  ?  "  asked  the  man,  in  a  different  tone, 
evidently  impressed. 

"  IMr.'Todhetley." 

"  I  can  take  my  oath  that  Captain  Copperas  lived  here  ten  days  ago." 

"  What  of  that?    He  is  gone,  and  Mr.  Todhetley's  come." 
.     "  Can  I  see  Mr.  Todhetley  ?  " 

"  You  see  him  now.    I  am  he.     Will  you  tell  me  your  business  ?  " 

"  Captain  Copperas  owes  me  a  small  account,  and  I  want  it  settled." 

The  avowal  put  Tod  in  a  rage ;  and  he  showed  it.  "  A  small 
account !  Is  this  a  proper  time  to  come  bothering  gentlemen  for  j-our 
small  accounts — when  folks  are  gone  to  bed,  or  going  ?  " 

"  Last  time  1  came  in  the  afternoon.  Perhaps  that  was  the  wrong 
time  ?  Any  way,  Captain  Copperas  put  me  otf,  saying  I  was  to  call 
some  evening,  and  he'd  pay  it." 

"  And  I'll  thank  you  to  betake  yourself  off  again  now.  How  dare 
you  disturb  people  at  this  unearthly  hour  !  As  to  Captain  Copperas, 
I  tell  you  that  he  is  no  longer  here." 

"Then  I  should  say  that  Captain  Copperas  was  a  swindler." 

Tod  turned  on  his  heel  at  the  last  words,  am'  die  men  went  away, 
their  retreating  footsteps  echoing  on  the  road.  I  thought  I  heard 
the  grenadier's  window  being  shut,  so  the  noise  must  have  disturbed 
her. 

"  S\vindlers  themselves !  "  cried  Tod,  as  he  fiistened  the  house-door. 
'•  I'll  lay  you  a  guinea,  Johnny,  they  were  two  loose  fellows  trying  to 
sneak  inside  and  see  what  they  could  pick  up." 

Nevertheless,  in  the  morning  he  asked  the  grenadier  whether  it  was 
true  that  such  men  had  come  there  after  anj^  small  account.  And  the 
gi-enadier  resented  the  supposition  indignantly.  Captain  Copperas 
owed  no  "  small  accounts  "  that  she  knew  of,  she  said ;  and  she  had 
lived  with  him  and  Miss  C.  ever  since  they  came  to  Cray  Bay.  She 
only  wished  she  had  seen  the  men  herself  last  night ;  she  would  have 
answered  them.  And  when,  upon  this,  I  said  I  thought  I  had  heard 
her  shut  her  window  down,  and  supposed  she  had  been  hstening,  she 
denied  it,  and  accused  me  of  being  fanciful. 

"  Impudent  -wi'etches  !  "  ejaculated  Tod  ;  "  to  come  here  and  asperse 
a  man  of  lionoiu'  like  Copperas." 

That  day  passed  off  quietly,  and  to  our  thorough  enjoyment ;  but 
the  next  one  was  fated  to  bring  us  some  events.  Some  words  of  Tod's, 
as  I  was  pouring  out  the  breakfast  coffee,  startled  me.  ^  .^' 

"  Oh,  by  Jupiter  !     How  have  they  found  us  out  here  ?  "  'y,^' 

Looking  up,  I  saw  the  postman  entering  the  gate  with  a  letter.     The 
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same  thought  struck  us  both— that  it  was  some  terrible  mandate  from 
the  Squire.     Tod  went  to  the  window  and  held  out  his  hand. 

"  For  Ehzabeth,  at  Captain  Copperas's,"  read  out  the  man,  as  he 
handed  it  to  Tod.  It  was  a  relief,  and  Tod  sent  me  with  it  to  the 
grenadier. 

But  in  less  than  one  minute  afterwards  she  came  into  the  room, 
bathed  in  tears.  The  letter  was  to  tell  her  that  her  mother  was  lying 
ill  at  their  home,  some  unpronounceable  place  in  Wales,  and  begging 
earnestly  to  see  her. 

"  I'm  sorry  to  leave  you  at  a  pinch ;  but  I  must  go,"  sobbed  the 
grenadier.  "I  can't  help  myself;  I  shall  start  by  the  afternoon 
coach." 

Well,  of  course  there  was  nothing  to  be  said  against  it.  A  mother 
was  a  mother.  But  Tod  began  to  wonder  what  on  earth  we  should  do  : 
as  did  I,  for  the  matter  of  that.  The  grenadier  offered  to  cook  our 
luncheon  before  starting,  which  we  looked  upon  as  a  concession. 

"  Let's  go  for  a  sail,  Johnny,  and  leave  perplexities  to  right  them- 
selves." 

And  a  glorious  sail  we  had !  Upon  getting  back  at  one  o'clock,  we 
found  a  huge  meat  pie  upon  the  luncheon-table,  and  the  grenadier  Adth 
her  bonnet  on.  Tod  handed  her  five  shillings ;  the  sum,  as  she  com- 
puted, that  w^as  due  to  her. 

We  heard  the  bumping  of  her  boxes  on  the  stairs.  At  the  gate  stood 
the  boy  with  the  truck,  ready  to  wheel  them  to  the  coach-office,  as  he 
had  wheeled  those  of  Miss  Copperas.  Tod  was  helping  himself  to  some 
more  pie,  when  the  grenadier  threw  open  the  door. 

"  My  boxes  are  here,  gentlemen.     Will  you  like  to  look  at  them  ?  " 

"  Look  at  them  for  what?  "  asked  Tod,  after  staring  a  minute. 

"To  see  that  I'm  taking  none  of  your  property  away  inside  them." 

At  last  Tod  understood  what  she  meant,  and  felt  inclined  to  throw 
the  dish  at  her  head.  "  Shut  the  door,  and  don't  be  a  fool,"  said  he. 
"  And  I  hope  you'll  find  your  motlier  better,"  I  called  out  after  lier. 

"And  now,  Jolnmy,  what  are  we  to  do?  "  cried  he,  when  lunch  was 
over  and  there  was  no  one  to  take  it  away.  "  This  is  like  a  second 
edition  of  Rol)inson  Crusoe." 

We  left  it  where  it  was,  and  went  oft'  to  the  shops  and  the  Whistling 
Wind,  asking  if  they  could  tell  us  of  a  servant.  But  servants  seemed 
not  to  be  forthcoming  at  a  pinch ;  and  we  told  our  troubles  to  old  DrufJ'. 

"  My  missis  shall  come  in  and  see  a  bit  to  things  for  ye,"  said  he. 
"  She  can  light  the  fire  in  the  morning,  anyway,  and  boil  the  kettle." 

And  with  the  aid  of  Mother  Druff— an  ancient  dame  who  went  about 
in  clogs— we  got  on  till  after  l)reakfast  in  the  morning,  when  a  damsel 
came  after  the  i)lace.  She  wore  a  pink  gauze  bonnet,  smart  and  tawdry, 
and  had  a  j)ert  manner. 

"Canyon  cook  ?"  asked  Tod, 
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The  substance  of  lier  answer  was,  that,  she  could  do  every tliinj^ 
under  the  sun,  provided  she  were  not  "  tanked  "  after.  Her  late  missis 
was  for  ever  a-tanking.  Would  there  be  any  washing  to  do  ? — because 
washing  didn't  agree  with  her :  and  how  often  could  she  go  out,  and 
what  was  the  wages  ? 

Tod  looked  at  me  in  doubt,  and  I  slightly  shook  my  head.  It  struck 
me  that  she  would  not  do  at  any  price.  "  I  think  you  won't  suit,"  said 
he  to  her. 

"  Oh,"  returned  she,  all  impertinence.  "  I  can  go  then  where  I  shall 
suit :  and  so,  good-morning,  gentlemen.  There's  no  call  for  you  to  be 
so  uppish.     I  didn't  come  after  your  forks  and  spoons." 

"  The  impudent  young  huzzy  !  "  cried  Tod,  as  she  slammed  the  gate 
after  her.     "  But  she  miglit  do  better  than  nobody,  Johnny." 

"  I  don't  like  her.  Tod.  If  it  rested  mtli  me,  I'd  rather  live  upon 
bread-and-cheese  than  take  her." 

"  Bread-and-cheese  !  "  he  echoed.  "  It  is  not  a  question  of  only  bread- 
and-cheese.     We  must  get  our  beds  made  and  the  knives  cleaned." 

It  seemed  rather  a  blue  look-out.  Tod  said  he  would  go  up  again  to 
the  Whistling  Wind,  and  tell  Mother  Jones  she  must  find  us  some  one. 
Picking  a  rose  as  he  went  down  the  path,  he  met  a  cleanly-looking 
elderly  woman  who  was  entering.  She  wore  a  dark  apron,  and  old- 
fashioned  white  cap,  and  said  she  had  come  after  tlie  place. 

"  What  can  you  do  ?  "  began  Tod.     "  Cook  ?  " 

"  Cook  and  clean  too,  sir,"  she  answered.  And  I  liked  the  woman 
the  moment  I  saw  her. 

"Oh,  I  don't  know  that  there's  much  cleaning  to  do,  beyond  the 
knives,"  remarked  Tod.  "  We  want  our  dinners  cooked,  you  know, 
and  the  beds  made.     That's  about  all." 

The  woman  smiled  at  that,  as  if  she  thought  he  knew  httle  about  it. 
"  I  have  been  living  at  the  grocer's,  up  yonder,  sir,  and  they  can  give 
me  a  good  character,  though  I  say  it.  I'm  not  afraid  of  doing  all  you 
can  want  done,  and  of  giving  satisfaction,  if  you'd  please  to  try  me." 

"  You'll  do,"  said  Tod,  after  glancing  at  me.  "  Can  you  come  in  at 
once  ?  " 

"  As  soon  as  you  like,  sir.  When  would  you  please  to  go  for  my 
character  ?  " 

"  Oh,  bother  that !  "  said  he.  "  I've  no  doubt  you  arc  all  right.  Can 
you  make  [ligeon  pies  ?  " 

"  That  I  can,  sir." 

"  You'll  do  then.     What  is  your  name  ?  " 

"  Elizabeth  Ho " 

"  Elizabeth  ?  "  he  interrupted,  not  giving  her  time  to  Mnisli.  "  Whv. 
the  one  just  gone  was  Elizabeth.     A  grenadier,  six  feet  high."' 

"  I've  been  mostly  called  Betty,  sir." 

*'  Then  we'll  call  you  Betty  too," 
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She  went  away,  saying  that  she'd  come  back  with  her  aprons.  Tod 
looked  after  her. 

"  You  like  her,  don't  you,  Johnny?  " 

"  That  I  do.  She's  a  good  sort ;  honest  as  can  be.  You  did  not  ask 
her  about  wages." 

"  Oh,  time  enougli  for  that,"  said  he. 

And  Betty  turned  out  to  be  good  as  gold.  Her  history  was  a  curious 
one ;  she  told  it  to  me  one  evening  in  the  kitchen ;  in  her  small  way 
she  had  been  somewhat  of  a  martjT.  But  God  had  been  with  lier 
always,  she  said ;  through  more  trouble  than  the  world  knew  of. 

We  had  a  letter  from  Mrs.  Todhetley,  redirected  on  from  Sanbury. 
The  chief  piece  of  news  it  contained  was,  that  the  Squire  and  old 
Jacobson  had  gone  off  to  Great  Yarmouth  for  a  fortnight. 

"  That's  good,"  said  Tod.     "Johnny  lad,  you  may  write  home  now." 

"  And  tell  about  Eose  Lodge  ?  " 

"  Tell  all  you  like.  I  don't  mind  madam.  She'll  have  leisure  to 
digest  it  against  the  pater  returns." 

I  wrote  a  long  letter,  and  told  everything,  going  into  the  minute 
details  that  she  liked  to  hear,  about  the  servants,  and  all  else.  Rose 
Lodge  was  the  most  wonderful  bargain,  I  said,  and  we  were  both  as 
liappy  as  the  days  were  long. 

The  church  was  a  little  primitive  edifice  near  the  sands.  We  went 
to  service  on  Sunday  morning ;  and  upon  getting  home  afterwards, 
found  the  cloth  not  laid.  Tod  had  ordered  dinner  to  be  on  the  table. 
He  sent  me  to  the  kitchen  to  blow  up  Bett3\ 

"  It  is  quite  ready  and  waiting  to  be  served ;  but  I  can't  find  a  clean 
tablecloth,"  said  Betty. 

"  Why,  I  told  you  where  the  tablecloths  were,"  shouted  Tod,  who 
heard  the  answer.     "  In  the  cupboard  at  the  top  of  the  stairs." 

"  But  there  are  no  tablecloths  there,  sir,"  cried  she.  "  Nor  anything 
else  either,  except  a  towel  or  two." 

Tod  went  upstairs  in  a  passion,  bidding  her  follow  him,  and  flung  the 
cupboard  door  open.     He  thought  she  had  looked  in  tlie  wrong  place. 

But  Betty  was  right.  With  the  exception  of  two  or  three  old  towels 
and  some  stacks  of  newspapers,  the  cupboard  was  empty. 

"  By  Jove  !  "  cried  Tod.  "  Johnny,  that  grenadier  must  have  walked 
off  with  all  the  hnen  !  " 

Wliether  she  liad,  or  had  not,  none  to  speak  of  could  be  found  now. 
Tod  talked  of  sending  the  police  after  her,  and  wrote  an  account  of  her 
doliiii[nencies  to  Captain  Coi)peras,  addressing  the  letter  to  the  captain's 
brokers  in  Liverpool. 

"  But,"  I  debated,  not  quite  making  matters  out  to  my  own  satisfac- 
tion, "  the  grenadier  wanted  us  to  examine  lier  boxes,  you  know." 

*'  All  for  a  blind,  Johmiy." 
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It  was  the  morning  following  this  day,  Monday,  that,  upon  looking 
from  my  window,  something  struck  me  as  being  the  matter  witli 
the  garden.  What  was  it  ?  Why,  all  the  roses  were  gone  !  Down 
I  rushed,  half  dressed,  burst  out  at  the  back-door,  and  gazed  about 

me. 

It  was  a  scene  of  desohition.  The  rose-trees  had  been  stripped ; 
eveiy  individual  rose  was  clipped  neatly  off  from  every  tree.  Two  or 
three  trees  were  left  untouched  before  the  front  window  ;  all  the  rest 
were  rifled. 

"What  the  mischief  is  the  matter,  Johnny?  "  called  out  Tod,  as  I 
Avas  hastily  questioning  Betty.  "  You  are  making  enough  noise  for  ten, 
lad." 

"We  have  had  robbers  here.  Tod.  Thieves.  All  the  roses  are 
stolen." 

He  made  a  worse  noise  than  I  did.  Down  he  came,  full  rush,  and 
stamped  about  the  garden  like  any  one  wild.  Old  Druff  and  his  -wik 
heard  him,  and  came  up  to  the  paHngs.  Betty,  busy  in  her  kitchen, 
had  not  noticed  the  disaster. 

"  I  see  Tasker's  people  here  betimes  this  morning,"  observed  DrufF. 
"  A  lot  of  'em  came.  'Twas  a  pity,  I  thought,  to  slice  off  all  them  nice 
big  blows." 

"  Saw  who  ? — saw  what?  "  roared  Tod,  turning  his  anger  upon  DrufF. 
"  You  mean  to  confess  to  me  that  you  saw  these  rose-trees  rifled,  and 
did  not  stop  it  ?  " 

"Nay,  master,"  said  Drufi',  ''how  could  I  interfere  with  Tasker's 
people  ?     Their  business  ain't  mine." 

"  Who  are  Tasker's  people  ?  "  foamed  Tod.     "  Who  is  Tasker  ?  " 

"  Tasker?  Oh,  Tasker's  that  there  man  at  the  white  cottage  on 
t'other  side  the  village.     Got  a  big  garden  round  it." 

"  Is  he  a  poacher  ?     Is  he  a  robber  ?  " 

"  Bless  ye,  master,  Tasker's  no  robber." 

"  And  yet  you  saw  him  take  my  roses  ?  " 

"  I  see  him  for  certain.  I  see  him  busy  'svith  the  baskets  as  the  men 
filled  'em." 

Dragging  me  after  him.  Tod  went  striding  off  to  Tasker's.  We  knew 
the  man  by  sight ;  had  once  spoken  to  him  about  his  garden.  He  was 
a  kind  of  nurseryman.     Tasker  was  standing  near  his  greenhouse. 

"Why  did  I  come  and  steal  your  roses?"  he  quietly  repeated,  when 
he  could  understand  Tod's  fierce  demands.  "  I  didn't  steaV  em,  sir ;  I 
picked  'em." 

"  And  how  dared  you  do  it  ?  Who  gave  you  leave  to  do  it  ?  ^ 
foamed  Tod,  turning  green  and  pui-ple. 

"  I  did  it  because  they  were  mine." 

"  Yours  !    Are  you  mad  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  mine.     1  bought  'em  and  paid  for  'em." 


412  JOHNNY   LUDLOW. 

Tod  (lid  think  him  mad  at  tlie  moment ;  I  could  see  it  in  his  face. 
"  Of  whom,  pray,  did  you  buy  them  ?  " 

"  Of  Captain  Copperas.  I  had  'em  from  the  garden  last  year  and 
the  year  afore :  other  folks  lived  in  the  place  then.  Three  pounds  I 
gave  for  'em  this  time.  The  captain  sold  'em  to  me  a  month  ago,  and 
I  was  to  take  my  own  time  for  gathering  them." 

I  don't  think  Tod  had  ever  felt  so  floored  in  all  his  life.  He  stood 
back  against  the  pales  and  stared.  A  month  ago  we  had  not  known 
Captain  Copperas. 

"  I  might  have  took  all  the  lot  :  'twas  in  the  agreement ;  but  I  left 
yon  a  few  before  the  front  winder,"  said  Tasker,  in  an  injured  tone. 
"  And  you  come  and  attack  me  like  this  !  " 

"  But  what  do  you  want  with  them  ?     What  are  they  taken  for  . 

"  To  make  otter  of  roses,"  answered  Tasker.  "  I  sell  'em  to  the 
distillers." 

"  At  any  rate,  though  it  be  as  you  say,  I  would  have  taken  them 
openly,"  contended  Tod.     "  Not  come  like  a  thief  in  the  night." 

"  But  then  I  had  to  get  'em  afore  the  sun  was  powerful,"  calmly 
answered  Tasker. 

Tod  was  silent  all  the  way  home.  I  had  not  spoken  a  word,  good  or 
bad.     Betty  brought  in  the  coffee. 

"  Pour  it  out,"  said  he  to  me.  "  But,  Johnny,"  he  presently  added, 
as  he  stirred  his  cup  slowly  round,  "  I  can't  think  how  it  was  that 
Copperas  forget  to  tell  me  he  had  sold  the  roses." 

"  Do  you  suppose  he  did  forget  ?  " 

"  Why,  of  course  he  forgot.  Would  an  honest  man  like  Copperas 
conceal  such  a  thing  if  he  did  not  forget  it  ?  You  will  be  insinuating 
next,  Johnny  Ludlow,  that  he  is  as  bad  as  Tasker." 

I  must  say  we  were  rather  in  the  dumps  that  day.  Tod  went  oil" 
fishing  ;  I  carried  the  basket  and  things.  I  did  wish  I  had  not  said  so 
much  about  the  roses  to  Mrs.  Todhetley.  What  I  wrote  was,  that  they 
were  brighter  and  sweeter  and  better  than  those  other  roses  by 
Bendemeer's  stream. 

I  thought  of  tiie  affair  all  day  long.  I  thought  of  it  when  I  was 
going  to  bed  at  night.  Putting  out  the  candle,  I  leaned  from  my 
window  and  looked  down  on  the  desolate  garden.  The  roses  had  made 
its  beauty. 

"Johnny!    Johnny  lad  !     Are  you  in  bed  ?  " 

''J'he  cautious  whisper  came  from  Tod.  Bringing  my  head  inside  the 
room,  I  saw  him  at  the  door  in  his  slippers  and  braces. 

"Come  into  my  room,"  he  whispered.  "  Those  fellows  who  disturbed 
us  the  other  night  are  at  the  gate  again." 

Tod's  liglit  was  out  and  his  window  oi)cn.  We  could  see  a  man 
bending  down  outside  the  gate,  fumbling  with  the  lock.  IVesently  the 
boll  was  pulled  veiy  gently,  as  if  the  ringer  thouglit  the  house  might  be 
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asleep  ami  he  did  not  want  to  awaken  it.     There  was  something  quite 
ghostly  to  the  imagination  in  being  disturbed  at  night  like  this. 

"  Who's  there  ?  "  shouted  Tod. 

"  I  am,"  answered  a  cautious  voice.  "  I  want  to  see  Captain 
Copperas." 

"  Come  along,  Johnny.     This  is  getting  complicated." 

We  went  out  to  the  gate,  and  saw  a  man  :  he  was  not  cither  of  the 
two  who  had  come  before.  Tod  answered  him  as  he  liad  answered 
them,  but  did  not  open  the  gate. 

"  Are  you  a  friend  of  the  captain's  ?  "  whispered  the  man. 

"  Yes,  I  am,"  said  Tod.     "  What  then  ?  " 

"Well,  see  here,"  resumed  he,  in  a  contidential  tone.  ''If  I  don't 
get  to  see  him  it  will  be  the  worse  for  him.  I  come  as  a  friend  ;  come 
to  warn  him." 

"  But  I  tell  you  he  is  not  in  the  house,"  argued  Tod.  "  He  has  let  it 
to  me.    He  has  left  Cray  Bay.    His  address  ?    No,  I  cannot  give  it  you." 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  man,  evidently  not  believing  a  word,  "  I  am 
come  out  of  friendliness.  If  you  know  where  he  is,  you  just  tell  him 
that  Jobson  has  been  here,  and  warns  him  to  look  out  for  squalls. 
That's  all." 

"  I  say,  Johnny,  I  shall  begin  to  fancy  we  are  living  in  some  mys- 
terious castle,  if  this  kind  of  thing  is  to  go  on,"  remarked  Tod,  when  the 
man  had  gone.     "  It  seems  deuced  queer,  altogether." 

It  seemed  queerer  still  the  next  morning.  For  a  gentleman  walked 
ill  and  demanded  payment  for  the  furniture.  Captain  Copperas  had 
forgotten  to  settle  for  it,  he  said — if  he  had  gone  away.  Failing  the 
payment,  he  should  be  obliged  to  take  away  the  chairs  and  tables. 
Tod  flew  into  a  rage,  and  ordered  him  out  of  the  place.  U])on  Avhich 
their  tongues  went  in  for  a  pitched  battle,  and  gave  out  some  un- 
orthodox words.  Cooling  down  by-and-by,  an  explanation  was 
come  to. 

He  was  a  member  of  some  general  furnishing  firm,  ten  miles  off. 
Captain  Copperas  had  done  them  the  honour  to  furnish  his  house  from 
their  stores,  including  the  piano,  paying  a  small  portion  on  account. 
Naturally  they  wanted  the  rest.  In  spite  of  certain  strange  doubts  that 
were  arising  touching  Captain  Copperas,  Tod  resolutely  refused  to  give 
any  clue  to  his  address.  Finally  the  applicant  agreed  to  leave  matters 
as  they  were  for  three  or  four  days,  and  wrote  a  letter  to  be  forwarded 
to  Copperas. 

But  the  news  that  arrived  from  Liverpool  staggered  us  more  than  all. 
The  brokers  sent  back  Tod's  first  letter  to  Copperas  (telling  him  of  the 
grenadier's  having  marched  off  with  the  linen),  and  wrote  to  sav  that 
they  didn't  know  any  Captain  Copperas;  that  no  gentleman  of  that 
name  was  in  their  employ,  or  in  command  of  any  of  their  ships. 

As  Tod  remarked,  it  seemed  deuced  queer.     People  began  to  come 
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in,  too,  fur  pelty  uceuunts  iliat  appeared  to  be  owing — a  tailor,  a  boot- 
maker, and  others.     Betty  shed  tears. 

One  evening,  when  we  had  come  in  from  a  long  day's  fishing,  and 
were  sitting  at  dinner  in  rather  a  gloomy  mood,  wondering  what  was  to 
be  the  end  of  it,  we  caught  sight  of  a  man's  coat-tails  whisking  up  to  the 
front-door. 

"  Sit  still,"  cried  Tod  to  me,  as  the  bell  rang.  "  It's  another  of  those 
precious  creditors.  Betty  !  don't  you  open  the  door.  Let  the  fellow 
cool  his  heels  a  bit." 

But,  instead  of  cooling  his  heels,  the  fellow  stepped  aside  to  our  open 
A\-indow,  and  stood  there,  looking  in  at  us.  I  leaped  out  of  my  chair, 
and  nearly  out  of  my  skin.     It  was  ]\Ir.  Brandon. 

"  And  what  do  you  two  fine  gentlemen  think  of  yourselves  ?  "  began 
he,  when  we  had  let  him  in.    "  You  don't  starve,  at  any  rate,  it  seems." 

"You'll  take  some,  won't  you,  Mr.  Brandon?"  said  Tod  politely, 
l>utting  the  breast  of  a  duck  upon  a  plate,  while  I  drew  a  chair  for  him 
to  the  table. 

Ignoring  the  offer,  he  sat  down  by  the  wuidow,  threw  his  yellow  silk 
handkerchief  across  his  head,  as  a  shade  against  the  sun  and  the  air, 
and  opened  upon  our  delinquencies  in  his  thinnest  tones.  In  the 
Squire's  absence,  Mrs.  Todhetley  had  given  him  my  letter  to  read,  and 
begged  him  to  come  and  see  after  us,  for  she  feared  Tod  might  be 
getting  himself  into  some  inexti'icable  mess.  Old  Brandon's  sarcasms 
were  keen.  To  make  it  worse,  he  had  heard  of  the  new  complications, 
touching  Copperas  and  tlie  furniture,  at  the  WhistHng  Wind. 

"  So  ! "  said  he,  "  you  must  take  a  house  and  its  responsibilities  upon 
your  shoulders,  and  pay  the  money  down,  and  make  no  inquiries  !  " 

"We  made  lots  of  inquiries,"  struck  in  Tod,  wincing. 

"  Oh,  did  you  ?  Then  I  was  misinformed.  You  took  care  to 
ascertain  whether  the  landlord  of  the  house  would  accept  you  as 
tenant ;  whether  the  furniture  was  the  man's  own  to  sell,  and  had  no 
liabilities  upon  it ;  whether  the  rent  and  taxes  had  been  paid  up  to 
that  date  ?  " 

As  Tod  had  done  nothing  of  the  kind,  he  could  only  slash  away  at 
the  other  duck,  and  bite  his  lips. 

"  You  took  to  a  closet  of  linen,  and  did  not  think  it  necessary  to 
examine  whether  linen  was  there,  or  whether  it  was  all  drnnb- 
Hhow " 

"  I'm  sure  the  linen  was  there  when  we  saw  it,"  interrupted  Tod. 

"You  can't  be  sure;  you  did  not  handle  it,  or  count  it.  The 
Squire  told  you  you  would  hasten  to  make  ducks  and  drakes  of  your 
five  hundred  pounds.  It  must  have  been  bm-ning  a  hole  in  your 
pocket.  As  to  you,  Johnny  Ludlow,  I  am  utterly  surprised :  I  did 
give  you  credit  for  possessing  some  sense." 

"  I  could  not  lielp  it,  sir.    I'm  sure  I  should  never  have  mistrusted 
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Captain  Copperas.'*  But  doubts  had  floated  in  my  mind  whether  the 
h'nen  had  not  gone  away  in  those  boxes  of  Miss  Copperas,  that  I  saw 
the  grenadier  packing. 

Tod  pulled  a  letter-case  out  of  his  breast-pocket,  selected  a  paper,  and 
handed  it  to  Mr.  Brandon.     It  was  the  cheque  for  one  hundred  pounds. 

"  I  thought  of  you,  sir,  before  I  began  upon  the  ducks  and  drakes. 
But  you  were  not  at  home,  and  I  could  not  give  it  you  then.  And  I 
thank  you  very  much  indeed  for  what  you  did  for  me." 

Mr.  Brandon  read  the  cheque  and  nodded  his  head  sagaciously. 

"I'll  take  it,  Joseph  Todhetley.  If  I  don't,  the  money  will  only  go 
in  folly."  By  which  I  fancied  he  had  not  meant  to  have  the  money 
repaid  to  him. 

"  I  think  you  are  judging  me  rather  hardly,"  said  Tod.  "  How  was 
I  to  imagine  that  the  man  was  not  on  the  square  ?  When  the  roses 
were  here,  the  place  was  the  prettiest  place  I  ever  saw.  And  it  was 
dirt-cheap." 

''  So  was  the  furniture,  to  Copperas,"  cynically  observed  Mr.  Brandon. 

"  What  is  done  is  done,"  growled  Tod.  "  May  I  give  you  some 
raspberry  pudding  ?  " 

"  Some  what  ?  Raspberry  pudding  !  Why,  I  should  not  digest  it 
for  a  week.     I  want  to  know  what  you  are  going  to  do." 

*'  /  don't  know,  sir.     Do  you  ?  " 

"  Yes.  Get  out  of  the  place  to-morrow.  You  can't  remain  in  it  with 
liare  walls  :  and  it's  going  to  be  stripi)cd,  I  hear.  Green  simpletons, 
you  must  be  !  I  dare  say  the  landlord  will  let  you  off  by  paying  hiiu 
three  months'  rent.  I'll  see  him  myself.  And  you'll  both  come  home 
with  me.  like  two  young  dogs  with  their  tails  burnt." 

"  And  lose  all  the  money  I've  spent  ?  "  cried  Tod. 

"  Ay,  and  think  yourself  well  oft'  that  it  is  not  more.  You  possess 
no  redress ;  as  to  finding  Copperas,  you  may  as  well  set  out  to  search 
for  the  philosopher's  stone.  It  is  nobody's  fault  but  j'our  own  ;  and  if 
it  shall  bring  you  caution,  it  may  be  an  experience  cheaply  bought." 

"  I  could  never  have  believed  it  of  a  sailor,"  Tod  remarked  ruefully 
to  old  Druft',  when  we  were  preparing  to  leave. 

"Ugh!  fine  sailor  he  was!"  grunted  Druff.  "Hewarn't  a  sailor. 
Not  a  reg'lar  one.  Might  ha'  been  about  the  coast  a  bit  in  a  collier, 
perhaps — nothing  more.  As  to  that  grenadier,  I  beheve  she  was  just 
another  of  'em — a  sister." 

But  we  heard  a  whiif  of  news  later  that  told  us  Captain  Copperaa 
was  not  so  bad  as  he  seemed.  After  he  had  taken  Hose  Lodge  and 
furnished  it,  some  friend,  for  whom  in  his  good-nature  he  had  stood 
surety  to  a  large  amount,  let  him  in  for  the  whole,  and  ruinoil  liim. 
Honest  men  are  driven  into  by-paths  sometimes. 

And  so  that  v/as  the  inglorious  finale  to  our  charming  retreat  by 
Bcndemeer's  streanj. 


XIX. 

LEE,   THE  LETTER-MAN. 

ly  a  side  lane  of  Timberdale,  just  off  the  churchyard,  was  the  cottage 
of  Jael  Batty,  whose  name  you  have  heard  before.  Side  by  side  with 
it  stood  another  cottage,  inhabited  by  Lee,  the  assistant  letter-carrier; 
or,  as  Timberdale  generally  called  him,  the  letter-man.  These  cottages 
had  a  lively  look-out,  the  farrier's  shop  and  a  few  thatched  hayricks 
opposite ;  sideways,  the  tombstones  in  the  graveyard. 

Some  men  are  lucky  in  life,  others  are  unlucky.  Andrew  Lee  was 
in  the  latter  category.  He  had  begun  life  as  a  promising  farmer,  but 
came  down  m  the  world.  First  of  all,  he  had  to  pay  a  heap  of  money 
for  some  man  who  had  persuaded  him  to  become  his  security,  and  that 
stripped  him  of  his  means.  Afterwards  a  series  of  ill-fortunes  set  in  on 
the  farm  :  crops  failed,  cattle  died,  and  Lee  was  sold  up.  Since  then, 
lie  had  tried  at  tliis  and  tried  at  that ;  been  in  turn  a  farmer's  labourer, 
an  agent  for  coal,  and  the  proprietor  of  a  shop  devoted  to  the  benefit  of 
the  younger  members  of  the  communit}',  its  speciality  being  bull's-eyes 
and  besoms  for  birch-rods.  For  some  few  years  now  he  had  settled 
down  in  this  cottage  next  door  to  Jael  Batt3''s,  and  earned  out  the 
letters  at  fourteen  shillings  a-week. 

There  were  two  letter-men,  Spicer  and  Lee.  But  there  need  not 
have  been  two,  only  that  Timlierdale  was  so  sti'aggling  a  parish,  the 
houses  in  it  lying  far  and  wide.  Like  other  things  in  this  world, 
fortune,  even  in  so  trifling  a  matter  as  these  two  postmen,  was  not 
dealt  out  equally.  Spicer  had  the  least  work,  for  he  took  the  home 
delivery,  and  had  the  most  pay ;  Lee  did  all  the  country  tramping,  and 
liad  only  the  fourteen  shillings.  But  when  the  place  was  offered  to 
Lee  he  was  at  a  very  low  ebb  indeed,  and  took  it  thankfully,  and 
thought  he  was  set  up  in  riches  for  life;  for,  as  you  well  know,  we 
estimate  things  by  comparison. 

Andrew  Lee  was  not  unlucky  in  his  fortunes  onlj-.  Of  his  three 
children,  not  one  had  prospered.  The  son  married  all  too  young ; 
witliin  a  year  he  and  his  wife  were  both  dead,  leaving  a  baby-boy  to 
Tjce  as  a  legacy.  The  elder  daughter  had  emigrated  to  the  other  end  of 
liie  world  with  her  husband;  and  the  younger  daughter  had  a  history. 
She  was  pretty  and  good  and  gentle,  but  just  a  goose.  Goose  that  she 
was,  though,  all  the  parish  liked  Mamie  Lee. 
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About  I'oui  years  before  the  time  I  am  telling  of,  there  calne  a  soldier 
to  Timberdale,  on  a  visit  to  Spicer  the  letter-carrier,  one  James  West. 
He  was  related  to  Spicer's  wife ;  her  nephew,  or  cousin,  or  something 
of  that  sort;  a  tall,  good-looking,  merry-tempered  dragoon,  with  a 
dashing  caiTiage  and  a  dashing  tongue ;  and  he  ran  away  with  the 
heart  of  Mamie  Lee.  That  might  not  so  much  have  mattered  in  the 
long-run,  for  such  ju-ivilege  is  universally  allowed  to  the  sons  of  ^lars ; 
but  he  also  ran  away  with  her.  One  fine  morning  Mr.  James  West 
was  n:iissuig  from  Timberdale,  and  Mamie  Lee  was  missing  also.  The 
parish  went  into  a  rapture  of  indignation  over  it,  not  so  much  at  him  as 
at  her ;  called  her  a  "  baggage,"  and  hoping  her  folly  would  come 
home  to  her.  Poor  old  Lee  thought  he  had  received  his  death-blow, 
and  his  hair  turned  grey  swiftly. 

Not  more  than  twelve  months  had  gone  by  when  Mamie  was  back 
a'gain.  Jael  Batty  was  nmning  out  one  evening  to  get  half-a-pound  of 
sugar  at  Salmon's  shop,  wdien  she  met  a  young  woman  with  a  bundle 
staggering  down  the  lane,  and  keeping  under  the  side  of  the  hedge  as  if 
she  were  afraid  of  falling,  or  else  did  not  want  to  be  seen.  Too  weak 
to  carry  the  bundle,  she  seemed  ready  to  sink  at  every  step.  Jael 
Batty,  who  had  her  curiosity  like  other  people,  though  she  was  deaf, 
peered  into  the  bent  face,  and  brought  herself  up  with  a  shriek. 

'■  "\Miat,  is  it  you,  IMamie  Lee  !  Well,  the  impedence  of  this !  How 
on  earth  could  you  pick  up  the  brass  to  come  back  here?  " 

"  Are  my  poor  father  and  mother  alive  ?  Do  they  still  live  here  ?  " 
faltered  Mamie,  turning  her  piteous  white  face  to  Jael. 

"  They  be  both  alive ;   but  it's  no   thanks  to   you.     If  they 

Oh,  if  I  don't  believe What  have  vou  got  in  that  ragged  old 

shawl?" 

"  It's  my  baby,"  answered  Mamie ;  and  she  passed  on. 

Andrew  Lee  took  her  in  with  sobs  and  tears,  and  thanked  Heaven 
she  had  come  back,  and  welcomed  her  unreasonably.  The  parish  went 
on  at  him  for  it,  showering  down  plenty  of  abuse,  and  asking  whether 
he  did  not  feel  ashamed  of  himself.  There  was  even  a  talk  of  his  post 
as  letter-carrier  being  taken  from  him  ;  but  it  came  to  nothing.  Rymer 
was  postmaster  then,  though  he  >vas  about  giving  it  up;  and  he  was  a 
man  of  too  much  sorrow  himself  to  inflict  it  needlessly  upon  anothei'. 
On  the  contrary,  he  sent  down  cordials  and  tonics  and  things  for  jSIamio, 
who  had  had  a  fever  and  come  home  dilapidated  as  to  strength,  and 
never  charged  for  them.  Thomas  Bymer's  own  heart  was  slowly 
breaking,  so  he  could  feel  for  her. 

The  best  or  the  worst  of  it  was,  that  Mamie  said  she  was  married. 
Which  assertion  was  of  course  not  ])elieved,  and  only  added  to  her  sin 
in  the  eyes  of  Timberdale.  The  tale  she  told  was  this.  That  James 
AVest  had  taken  her  straight  to  some  town,  where  he  had  j)reviously 
had   the  banns  put  up,  and  married  her  there.     The  day  after  the 
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marriage  they  had  sailed  for  Ireland,  whither  he  had  to  haateii  to  join 
his  regiment,  his  leave  of  absence  having  expired.  At  the  end  of  some 
seven  or  eight  months,  the  regiment  was  ordered  to  India,  and  he 
departed  wth  it,  leaving  her  in  her  obscure  lodging  at  Cork.  By-and- 
by  her  baby  was  born ;  she  was  very  ill  then ;  very ;  had  fever  and  a 
cough,  and  sundry  other  complications ;  and  what  with  lying  ill  eight 
weeks,  and  being  obliged  to  pay  a  doctor  and  a  mnse  all  that  time, 
besides  other  expenses,  she  spent  all  the  money  Mr.  James  West  left 
with  her,  and  had  no  choice  between  starvation  and  coming  back  to 
Timberdale. 

You  should  have  heard  how  this  account  was  scoffed  at.  The  illness, 
and  the  baby,  and  the  poverty  nobody  disputed— they  were  plain 
enough  to  be  seen  by  all  Timberdale ;  and  what  better  could  she 
expect,  they  would  like  to  know  ?  But  when  she  came  to  talk  about 
the  church  (or  rather,  old  Lee  for  her,  second-hand,  for  she  was  not  at 
all  a  person  now  to  be  spoken  to  by  Timberdale),  then  their  tongues 
were  let  loose  in  all  kinds  of  inconvenient  questions.  Which  was  the 
town  ? — and  wliich  was  the  church  in  it  ? — and  where  were  her 
"  marriage  lines  "?  Mamie  could  give  no  answer  at  all.  She  did  not 
know  the  name  of  the  town,  or  where  it  was  situated.  James  had 
taken  her  with  him  in  the  train  to  it,  and  that  was  all  she  knew ;  and 
sJie  did  not  know  the  name  of  the  church  or  the  clergyman ;  and  as  to 
marriage  lines,  she  had  never  heard  of  any.  So,  as  Timberdale  said, 
what  could  you  make  out  of  this,  except  one  thing— that  Mr.  Jim  West 
had  been  a  deep  rogue,  and  taken  her  in.  At  best,  it  could  have  lieen 
but  a  factitious  ceremony;  perhaps  in  some  barn,  got  up  like  a  church 
for  the  occasion,  said  tlie  more  tolerant,  Avilling  to  give  excuse  for 
pretty  Mamie  if  they  could ;  but  the  chief  i)ortion  of  Timberdale  looked 
upon  the  whole  as  an  out-and-out  invention  of  her  own. 

Poor  Andrew  Lee  had  never  taken  a  hopeful  view  of  the  affair  from 
tlie  first ;  but  he  held  to  the  more  tolerant  opinion  that  Mamie  had  been 
herself  deceived,  and  he  could  not  help  being  cool  to  Spicer  in  con- 
sequence. Spicer  in  retahation  threw  all  the  blame  upon  Mamie,  and 
held  up  Mr.  -lames  West  as  a  pamgon  of  virtue. 

But,  as  the  time  went  on,  and  no  news,  no  letter  or  other  token  arrived 
from  West,  Mamie  herself  gave  in.  That  he  had  deceived  her  she  slowly 
became  convinced  of,  and  despair  took  hold  of  her  heart.  Timberdale 
might  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  she  judged  herself  just  as 
humbly  and  bitterly  as  they  judged  her,  and  was  grieving  herself  to  a 
shadow.  Three  years  had  passed  now  since  her  return,  and  the  aflfivir 
was  an  event  of  tlie  past;  and  Mamie  wore,  metaphorically,  tlie  white 
slieet  of  penitence,  and  hardly  dared  to  show  her  face  outside  the 
cottage-door. 

But  you  may  easily  see  how  all  this,  besides  the  sorrow,  told  upon 
Loc.    Fourteen  slullings  a  week  for  a  man  and  his  wife  to  exist  upon 
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cannot  be  called  much,  especially  if  they  have  seen  better  days  and 
been  used  to  better  living.  Wiien  the  first  grandchild,  poor  httle 
orphan,  arrived  to  be  kept,  Lee  and  his  wife  both  thought  it  hard, 
though  quite  willing  to  take  him ;  and  now  they  had  Mamie  and 
another  grandchild.  This  young  one  was  named  Jemima,  for  Mamie 
had  called  her  after  her  faithless  husband.  Five  people  and  fourteen 
shillings  a-week,  and  provisions  dear,  and  house-rent  to  pay,  and  Lee's 
shoes  perpetually  wanting  to  be  mended!  One  or  two  generous 
individuals  grew  rather  fond  of  telling  Lee  that  he  would  be  better  off 
in  the  union. 

It  was  November  weather.  A  cold,  dark,  biting,  sharp,  drizzly 
morning.  Andrew  Lee  got  up  betimes,  as  usual :  he  had  to  be  out 
soon  after  seven  to  be  ready  for  his  letter  delivery.  In  the  kitchen 
when  he  entered  it,  he  found  his  daughter  there  before  him,  coaxing 
the  kettle  to  boil  on  the  handful  of  fire,  that  she  might  make  him  his 
cup  of  tea  and  give  him  his  breakfast.  She  was  growing  uncommonly 
weak  and  shadowy-looking  now :  a  little  woman,  still  not  much  more 
than  a  girl,  with  a  shawl  folded  about  her  shivering  shoulders,  a  hacking 
cough,  and  a  mild,  non-resisting  face.  Her  father  had  lately  told  her 
that  he  would  not  have  her  get  up  in  the  morning ;  she  was  not  fit  for 
it :  what  he  wanted  done,  he  could  do  himself. 

"  Now,  Mamie,  why  are  you  here  ?  You  should  attend  to  what  I 
say,  child." 

She  got  up  from  her  knees  and  turned  her  sad  brown  eyes  towards 
him  :  bright  and  sweet  eyes  once,  but  now  dimmed  with  the  tears  and 
sorrow  of  the  last  three  years. 

"  I  am  better  up ;  I  am  indeed,  father.  Not  sleeping  much,  I  get 
tired  of  Ijing :  and  my  cough  is  worse  in  bed." 

He  sat  down  to  his  cup  of  tea  and  to  the  bread  she  placed  before 
him.  Some  mornings  there  was  a  little  butter,  or  dripping,  or  majdiap 
bacon  fat ;  but  this  morning  he  had  to  eat  his  bread  dry.  It  was 
getting  near  the  end  of  the  week,  and  the  purse  ran  low.  Lee  had  a 
horror  of  debt,  and  would  never  let  his  people  nm  into  it  for  the 
smallest  sum  if  he  knew  it. 

"It's  poor  fare  for  you  this  morning,  fother;  but  I'll  try  and  get  a 
morsel  of  boiled  pork  for  dinner,  and  we'll  have  it  ready  early.  I 
expect  to  be  paid  to-day  for  the  bit  of  work  I  have  been  doing  for 
young  Mrs.  Ashton.  Some  of  those  greens  down  by  the  apple-trees 
want  cutting :  they'll  be  nice  with  a  bit  of  pork." 

Lee  turned  his  eyes  in  the  direction  of  the  greens  and  the  apple- 
trees  ;  but  the  window  was  misty,  and  he  could  only  see  the  drizzle  of 
rain-drops  on  the  diamond  panes.  As  he  sat  there,  a  thought  came 
into  his  head  that  he  was  beginning  to  feel  old :  old,  and  worn,  and 
shaky.  Trouble  ages  a  man  more  than  work,  more  than  time ;  and 
Lee  never  looked  at  the  wan  face  of  his  daughter,  and  at  its  marks  of 
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sad  repentance,  but  he  felt  anew  the  sting  which  was  always  pricking 
him  more  or  less.  What  with  that,  and  his  difficulty  to  keep  the 
jiot  boiling,  and  his  general  state  of  shakiness,  Lee  was  older  than  his 
years.  Timberdale  had  fallen  into  the  habit  of  calling  him  Old  Lee, 
you  see ;  but  he  was  not  sixty  yet.  He  had  a  nice  face  ;  when  it  was  a 
young  face  it  must  have  been  like  Mamie's.  It  had  furrows  in  it  now, 
and  his  scanty  grey  locks  hung  down  on  each  side  of  it. 

Putting  on  his  top-coat,  which  was  about  as  thin  as  those  remarkable 
sheets  told  of  by  Brian  O'Lirm,  Lee  went  out  buttoning  it.  The  rain 
had  ceased,  but  the  cold  wind  took  him  as  he  went  down  the  narrow 
garden-path,  and  he  could  not  help  shivering. 

"It's  a  bitter  wind  to-day,  father;  in  the  north-east,  I  think,"  said 
Mamie,  standing  at  tlie  door  to  close  it  after  him.  "  I  hope  there'U  be 
no  letters  for  Crabb." 

Lee,  as  he  pressed  along  in  the  teeth  of  the  cruel  east  wind,  vras 
lioping  the  same.  Salmon  the  grocer,  who  had  taken  the  post-office,  as 
may  be  remembered,  when  the  late  Thomas  Rymer  gave  it  up,  was 
sorting  the  letters  in  the  room  behind  the  shop  when  Lee  went  in. 
iSpicer,  a  lithe,  active,  dark-eyed  man  of  forty-five,  stood  at  the  end  of 
the  table  waiting  for  his  bag.  Lee  went  and  stood  beside  him,  giving 
him  a  brief  good-morning :  he  had  not  taken  kindly  to  the  man  since 
West  ran  away  with  Mamie. 

"  A  light  load  this  morning,"  remarked  Mr.  Salmon  to  Spicer,  as  he 
handed  him  his  appropriate  bag.  "  And  here's  yours,  Lee,"  he  added 
a  minute  after :  '•  not  heavy  either.  Too  cold  for  people  to  write,  I 
-suppose." 

"  Anything  for  Crabb,  sir  ?  " 

"  For  Crabb  ?    Well,  yes,  I  think  there  is.     For  the  Rector." 

Upon  going  out,  Spicer  turned  one  way,  Lee  the  other.  Spicer's 
district  was  easy  as  play ;  Lee's  was  a  regular  country  tramp,  the  farm- 
houses lying  in  all  the  four  points  of  tlie  compass.  The  longest  tramp 
was  over  to  us  at  Crabb.  And  why  the  two  houses,  our  OAvn  and 
Coney's  farm,  should  continue  to  be  comprised  in  the  Timberdale 
delivery,  instead  of  that  of  Crabb,  people  could  never  understand. 
It  was  so  still,  however,  and  nobody  bestirred  himself  to  alter  it.  For 
one  thing,  we  were  not  often  at  Crabb  Cot,  and  tlie  Coneys  did  not  have 
many  letters,  so  it  was  not  like  an  every-day  delivery  :  we  chanced  to 
be  there  just  now. 

The  letter  spoken  of  by  Salmon,  which  would  bring  Lee  to  Crabb 
this  morning,  was  for  the  Reverend  Herbert  Tanerton,  Rector  of 
Timberdale.  He  and  his  wife,  who  was  a  niece  of  old  Coney's,  were 
now  staying  at  the  farm  on  a  week's  visit,  and  he  had  given  orders  to 
Salmon  that  his  letters,  during  that  week,  were  to  be  delivered  at  the 
farm  instead  of  at  the  Rectory. 

Lee  fnudly  got  through  his  work,  all  but  this  one  letter  for  the 


LEE,    THE   LETTER-JIAX.  451 

parson,  and  turnecl  his  steps  our  way.  As  ill-luck  had  it — the  pcior 
fellow  thought  it  so  afterwards — he  could  not  take  the  short  and 
sheltered  way  through  Crabb  Eaviue,  for  he  had  letters  that  morning 
to  Sir  Robert  Tenby,  at  Bellwood,  and  also  for  the  Stone  House  on  the 
■way  to  it.  By  the  time  he  turned  on  the  solitary  road  that  led  to 
Crabb,  Lee  was  nearly  blown  to  smithereens  by  the  fierce  north-east 
wind,  and  chilled  to  the  marrow.  All  his  bones  ached ;  he  felt  low, 
frozen,  ill,  and  wondered  whether  he  should  get  over  the  ground 
without  breaking  down. 

"  I  wish  I  might  have  a  whilF  at  my  pipe  !  " 

A  pipe  is  to  many  people  the  panacea  for  all  earthly  discomfort ;  it 
was  so  to  Lee.  But  only  in  the  previous  February  had  occurred  that 
damage  to  Helen  Whitney's  letter,  when  she  was  staying  with  us, 
which  the  authorities  had  made  much  of ;  and  Lee  was  afraid  to  risk  a 
similar  mishap  again.  He  carried  Salmon's  general  orders  with  him  : 
not  to  smoke  during  his  round.  Once  the  letters  were  delivered,  be 
might  do  so. 

His  weak  gi'ey  hair  blowing  about,  his  thin  and  shrunken  frame 
■shivering  and  shaking  as  the  blasts  took  him,  his  empty  post-bag  thrust 
into  his  pocket,  and  the  Rector  of  Timberdale's  letter  in  his  hand,  Lee 
toiled  along  on  his  weary  way.  To  a  strong  man  the  walk  would  have 
heen  nothing,  and  not  much  to  Lee  in  fairer  weather.  It  was  the  cold 
^nd  wind  that  tired  him.  And  though,  after  giving  vent  to  the  above 
wish,  he  held  out  a  little  while,  presently  he  could  resist  the  comfort  no 
longer,  but  drew  forth  his  pi[ie  and  struck  a  match  to  light  it. 

How  it  occurred  he  never  knew,  never  knew  to  his  dying  day,  but 
the  flame  from  the  match  caught  the  letter,  and  set  it  alight.  It  w'as 
that  thin  foreign  paper  that  catches  so  quickly,  and  the  match  was 
obstinate,  and  the  wind  blew  the  flame  about.  He  pressed  the  fire  out 
with  his  hands,  but  a  portion  of  the  letter  was  burnt. 

If  Timbuctoo,  or  some  other  far-away  place  had  been  within  the 
distance  of  a  man's  legs,  Lee  would  have  made  straight  off  for  it.  His 
pipe  on  the  ground,  the  bm-nt  letter  underneath  his  horrified  gaze,  and 
his  hair  raised  on  end,  stood  he.  What  on  earth  should  he  do  ?  It 
Lad  been  only  a  pleasant  young  lady's  letter  last  time,  and  only  a  little 
scorched  ;  now  it  was  the  stern  Rector's. 

There  was  but  one  thing  he  could  do — go  on  with  the  letter  to  its 
destination.  It  often  happens  in  these  distressing  catastrophes  that  the 
•one  only  course  open  is  the  least  palatable.  His  pipe  hidden  away  in 
his  pocket — for  Lee  had  had  enough  of  it  for  that  morning— and  the 
damaged  letter  humbly  held  out  in  his  hand,  Lee  made  his  approach  to 
the  farm. 

I  chanced  to  be  standing  at  its  door  with  Tom  Coney  and  Tod. 
Those  two  were  going  out  shooting,  and  the  Squire  had  sent  me  running 
.across  the  road  with  a  message  to  them.     Lee  came  up,  and,  with  a 
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face  that  seemed  greyer  than  usual,  and  a  voice  from  which  most  of  its-. 
sound  had  departed,  he  told  his  tale. 
Tom  Coney  gave  a  whistle.     "  Oh,  by  George,  Lee,  won't  you  catcb 

it !     Tlie  Rector " 

"  The  Eector's  a  regular  martinet,  you  know,"  Tom  Coney  was 
about  to  add,  but  he  was  stopped  by  the  appearance  of  the  Rector 
himself 

Herbert  Tanerton  had  chanced  to  be  in  the  Httle  oak-panelled  hall, 
and  caught  the  drift  of  the  tale.  A  frowTi  sat  on  his  cold  face  as  he 
came  forward,  a  frown  that  would  have  befitted  an  old  face  better  than 
a  young  one. 

He  was  not  loud.  He  did  not  fly  into  a  passion  as  Helen  Whitney 
did.  He  just  took  the  unfortunate  letter  in  his  hand,  and  looked  at  it, 
and  looked  at  Lee,  and  spoke  quietly  and  coldly. 

"  This  is,  I  believe,  the  second  time  you  have  burnt  the  letters  ? '" 
and  Lee  dared  not  deny  it. 

"  And  in  direct  defiance  of  orders.  You  are  not  allowed  to  smoke*" 
when  on  your  roimds." 

"I'll  never  attempt  to  smoke  again,  when  on  my  round,  as  long  as  I 
live,  sir,  if  you'll  only  be  pleased  to  look  over  it  this  time,"  gasped  Lee, 
holding  up  his  hands  in  a  piteous  way.  But  the  Rector  was  one  who- 
went  in  for  "  duty,"  and  the  appeal  found  no  favour  ^vith  him. 

"  No,"  said  he,  "  it  would  be  to  encourage  wrong-doing,  Lee.  Meet 
me  at  eleven  o'clock  at  Salmon's." 

"  Never  again,  sir,  so  long  as  I  live  !  "  pleaded  Lee.  "  I'll  give  you 
my  word  of  that,  sir ;  and  I  never  broke  it  yet.  Oh,  sir,  if  you  will  but 
have  pity  upon  me  and  not  report  me  !  " 

"At  eleven  o'clock,"  repeated  Herbert  Tanerton  decisively,  as  he 
turned  iruloors  again. 

"  What  an  old  stupid  you  must  be  !  "  cried  Tod  to  Lee.  "  He  won't 
excuse  you  ;  he's  the  wrong  sort  of  parson  to  do  it." 

"  And  a  pretty  kettle  of  fish  you've  made  of  it,"  added  Tom  Coney. 
"I  wouldn't  have  minded  much,  had  it  been  my  letter;  but  he  is 
different,  you  know." 

Poor  Lee  turned  his  eyes  on  me  :  perhaps  remembering  that  he  had 
asked  me,  the  other  time,  to  stand  his  friend  with  Miss  "Whitney.  No 
one  could  be  his  friend  now :  when  the  Rector  took  up  a  grievance  he 
did  not  let  it  drop  again ;  especially  if  it  were  his  own.  Good-hearted 
Jack,  his  sailor-brother,  would  have  screened  Lee,  though  all  the 
letters  in  the  parish  liad  got  burnt. 

At  eleven  o'clock  precisely  the  Reverend  Herbert  Tanerton  entered 
Salmon's  shop ;  and  poor  Lee,  not  daring  to  disobey  his  mandate,  crept 
in  after  him.  They  had  it  out  in  the  room  behind.  Salmon  was 
properly  severe  ;  told  Lee  he  was  not  sure  but  the  offence  involved  penal 
ser\'itude,  and  that  he  deserved  hanging.     A  prosperous  tradesman  in 
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^118  small  orbit,  the  man  was  naturally  inclined  to  be  dictatorial,  and 
■^vas  ambitiouB  of  standing  well  with  his  betters,  especially  the  Rector. 
Lee  was  suspended  there  and  then  ;  and  Spicer  was  informed  that  for 
41  time,  until  other  arrangements  were  made,  he  must  do  double  duty. 
Spicer,  vexed  at  this,  for  it  would  take  him  so  much  the  more  time 
from  his  legitimate  business,  that  of  horse  doctor,  told  Lee  he  was  a 
fool,  and  deserved  not  only  hanging  but  drawing  and  quartering. 

"  What's  up  ?  "  asked  Ben  Rymer,  crossing  the  road  from  his  own 
ishop  to  accost  Lee,  as  the  letter  came  out  of  Salmon's.  Ben  was  the 
chemist  now — had  been  since  Margaret's  marriage — and  was  steady ; 
•and  Ben,  it  was  said,  would  soon  pass  his  examination  for  surgeon.  He 
had  his  hands  in  his  pockets  and  his  white  apron  on,  for  Mr.  Ben 
Ej'mer  had  no  false  pride,  and  would  as  soon  show  himself  to  Timber- 
•dale  in  an  apron  as  in  a  dress-coat. 

Lee  told  his  tale,  confessing  the  sin  of  the  morning.  Mr.  Rymer 
nodded  his  head  significantly  several  times  as  he  heard  it,  and  pushed  his 
red  hair  from  his  capacious  forehead. 

'*  They  won't  look  over  it  this  time,  Lee." 

"  K I  could  but  get  some  one  to  be  my  friend  with  the  Rector,  and 
■ask  him  to  forgive  me,"  said  Lee.  "  Had  your  father  been  alive,  Mr. 
Bymer,  I  think  he  would  have  done  it  for  me." 

"Very  hkely.  No  good  to  ask  me— if  that's  what  you  are  hinting 
at.  The  Rector  looks  upon  me  as  a  black  sheep,  and  turns  on  me  the 
cold  shoulder.  But  I  don't  think  he  is  one  to  listen,  Lee,  though  the 
king  came  to  ask  him." 

'*  What  I  shall  do  I  don't  know,"  bewailed  Lee.  *'  If  the  place  is 
«topped,  the  pay  stops,  and  I've  not  another  shilling  in  the  world,  or 
the  means  of  earning  one.  M}'  wife's  ailing,  and  Mamie  gets  worse 
day  by  dav ;  and  there  are  the  two  little  ones.  They  are  all  upon 
me." 

"  Some  people  here  say,  Lee,  that  you  should  have  sent  Mamie  and 
ber  young  one  to  the  workhouse,  and  not  have  charged  yourself  with 
them." 

"  True,  sir,  several  have  told  me  that.  But  people  don't  know  what 
a  father's  feelings  are  till  they  experience  them.  Mary  was  my  own 
child  that  I  had  dandled  on  my  knee,  and  watched  grow  up  in  lier 
pretty  ways,  and  I  was  fonder  of  her  than  of  any  earthly  thing.  The 
•workhouse  might  not  have  taken  her  in." 

"  She  has  forfeited  all  claim  on  you.  And  come  home  only  to  break 
your  heart" 

"  True,"  meekly  assented  Lee.  "  But  the  Lord  has  told  us  we  are 
to  forgive,  not  seven  times,  but  seventy  times  seven.  If  I  had  turned 
her  adrift  from  my  door  and  heart,  sir,  who  knows  but  I  might  have 
been  turned  adrift  myself  at  the  Last  Day." 

Evidently  it  was  of  no  use  talking  to  one  so  unreasonable  as  Lee. 
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And  Mr.  Ben  Eymer  went  back  to  his  shop.     A  customer  was  entering 
it  with  a  prescription  and  a  medicine-bottle.  ^ 


One  morning  close  upon  Christmas,  Mrs.  Todhetlej'  despatched  me 
to  Timberdale  through  the  snow  for  a  box  of  those  delectable  "  House- 
hold Pills,"  which  have  been  mentioned  before  :  an  invention  of  the  late 
j\lr.  Rymer's,  and  continued  to  be  made  up  by  Ben,  Ben  was  behind 
the  counter  as  usual  when  I  entered,  and  shook  the  snow  oft'  my  boots 
on  the  door-mat. 

"  Anything  else  ?  "  he  asked  me  presently,  wrapping  up  the  box. 

"Not  to-day.    There  goes  old  Lee !     How  thin  he  looks  !  " 

"  Starvation,"  said  Ben,  craning  his  long  neck  to  look  between  the 
coloured  globes  at  Lee  on  the  other  side  the  way.     "  Lee  has  nothing^ 


coming  in  now." 


"  What  do  they  all  live  upon  ?  "  .  , 

"  Goodness  knows.  Upon  things  that  he  pledges,  and  the  vegetables 
in  the  garden.  I  was  in  there  last  night,  and  I  can  tell  you  it  was  a 
picture,  Mr.  Johnny  Ludlow." 

"  A  picture  of  what  ?  " 

"  Misery  :  distress  :  hopelessness.  It  is  several  weeks  now  since  Lee 
earned  anything,  and  they  have  been  all  that  time  upon  short  commons- 
Some  days  on  no  commons  at  all,  I  expect." 

"  But  what  took  you  there?  " 

"I  heard  such  an  account  of  the  gui— Mamie— yesterday  afternoon, 
of  her  cough  and  her  weakness,  that  I  thought  I'd  see  if  any  of  my 
drugs  would  do  her  good.     But  it's  food  they  all  want." 

"  Is  Mamie  very  ill  ?  " 

"  Very  ill  indeed.     I'm  not  sure  but  she's  dying." 

"  It  is  a  dreadful  thing." 

"  One  can't  ask  too  many  professional  questions— people  are  down 
upon  you  for  that  before  you  have  passed,"  resumed  Ben,  alluding  to 
his  not  being  qualified.  "But  I  sent  her  in  a  cordial  or  two,  and  I 
spoke  to  Darbyshire  ;  so  perhaps  he  will  look  in  upon  her  to-day." 

Ben  Eymer  might  have  been  a  black  sheep  once  upon  a  time,  but  he 
had  not  a  bad  heart.  I  began  wondering  whether  j\Irs.  Todhetloy  could 
help  them. 

"  Is  Mamie  Lee  still  able  to  do  any  sewing?  " 

"About  as  much  as  I  could  do  it.  Not  she.  I  shall  hear  what 
Darbyshire's  report  is.  They  would  certainly  be  better  off"  in  the 
Avorkliotise." 

"  I  wish  they  could  be  helped  ! " 

"  Not  much  chance  of  that,"  said  Ben.  "  She  is  a  sinner,  and  he  is 
a  sinner:  that's  what  Timberdale  says,  you  know.  People  in  these 
enlightened  days  are  so  very  self-righteous !  " 
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"  How  is  Lee  a  sinner  ?  " 

"  How !  Why,  has  he  not  burnt  up  the  people's  letters  ?  Mr. 
Tanerton  leads  the  van  in  banning  him,  and  Timberdale  follows." 

I  went  home,  questioning  whether  our  folk  would  do  anything  to 
h3lp  the  Lees.  No  one  went  on  against  ill-doings  worse  than  the 
Squire ;  and  no  one  was  more  ready  than  he  to  lend  a  helping  hand 
when  the  ill-doers  were  fainting  for  want  of  it. 

It  chanced  that  just  about  the  time  I  was  talking  to  Ben  Rymer,  Mr. 
Darbyshire,  the  doctor  at  Timberdale,  called  at  Lee's.  He  was  a  little, 
dark  man,  with  an  irritable  temper  and  a  turned-up  nose,  but  good  as 
gold  at  heart.  Mamie  Lee  lay  back  in  a  chair,  her  head  on  a  pillow, 
weak  and  wan  and  wear}'',  the  tears  slowly  rolling  down  her  cheeks. 
Darbyshire  was  feeling  her  pulse,  and  old  IMrs.  Lee  pottered  about, 
brhiging  sticks  from  the  garden  to  feed  the  handful  of  fire.  The  two 
children  sat  on  the  brick  floor. 

"  If  it  were  not  for  leaving  ray  poor  little  one,  I  should  be  glad  to 
die,  sir,"  she  was  saying.  "  I  shall  be  glad  to  go  ;  hope  it  is  not  wrong 
to  say  it.     She  and  I  have  been  a  dreadful  charge  upon  them  here." 

Darbyshire  looked  round  the  kitchen.  It  \V^as  almost  bare ;  the 
things  had  gone  to  the  pawnbroker's.     Then  he  looked  at  her. 

"  There's  no  need  for  you  to  die  yet.  Don't  get  that  fallacy  in  your 
head.     You'll  come  round  fast  enough  with  a  little  care." 

"  No,  sir,  I'm  afraid  not ;  I  think  I  am  past  it.  It  has  all  come  of 
the  trouble,  sir  ;  and  perhaps,  when  I'm  gone,  the  neighbours  will 
judge  me  more  charitably.  I  believed  with  all  ray  heart  it  was  a  true 
marriage — and  I  hope  you'll  believe  me  when  I  say  it,  sir ;  it  never 
came  into  my  mind  to  imagine  otherwise.  And  I'd  have  thought  the 
whole  world  would  have  deceived  rae  sooner  than  James." 

"  Ah,"  says  Darbyshire,  "  most  girls  think  that.  Well,  I'll  send  you 
in  some  physic  to  soothe  the  pain  in  the  chest.  But  what  you  raost 
want,  you  see,  is  kitchen  physic." 

"  Mr.  Rj^mer  has  been  very  good  in  sending  me  cordials  and  cough- 
mixture,  sir.     Mother's  cough  is  bad,  and  he  sent  some  to  her  as  well." 

"  Ah,  yes.  Mrs.  Lee,  I  am  telling  your  daughter  that  what  she  most 
wants  is  kitchen  physic.  Good  kitchen  physic,  you  understand. 
You'd  be  none  the  worse  yourself  for  some  of  it." 

Dame  Lee,  coming  in  just  then  in  her  pattens,  tried  to  put  her  poor 
bent  back  as  upright  as  she  could,  and  shook  her  head  before  answering. 

"  Kitchen  physic  don't  come  in  our  way  now,  Dr.  Darbyshire.  We 
just  manage  not  to  starve  quite,  and  that's  all.  Perhaps,  sir,  things 
may  take  a  turn.     The  Lord  is  over  all,  and  He  sees  our  need." 

"  He  dave  me  some  pep'mint  d'ops,"  said  the  little  one,  Avho  had 
been  waiting  to  put  in  a  word-     "  Andy,  too." 

"  Who  did  ?  "  asked  the  doctor. 

"  Mr.  'Ymer." 
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Darbj^shire  patted  the  little  straw-coloured  head,  and  went  out.  An 
additional  offence  in  the  eyes  of  Timberdale  was  that  the  child's  fair 
curls  Avere  just  the  pattern  of  those  on  the  head  of  James  the  deceiver. 

"  Well,  have  you  seen  Mamie  Lee  ? "  asked  Ben  Rymer,  who 
chanced  to  be  standing  at  his  shop-door  after  his  dinner,  when  Darby- 
shire  was  passing  b}'  from  i^aying  his  round  of  visits. 

"  Yes,  I  have  seen  her.     There's  no  radical  disease." 

"  Don't  you  think  her  uncommonly  iU  ?  " 

Darbyshire  nodded.  "  But  she's  not  too  far  gone  to  be  cured.  She'd 
get  well  fast  enough  under  favourable  circumstances." 

"  Meaning  good  food  ?  " 

"  Meaning  food  and  other  things.  Peace  of  mind,  for  instance.  She 
is  just  fretting  herself  to  death.  Shame,  remorse,  and  all  that,  have 
taken  hold  of  her ;  besides  grieving  her  heart  out  after  the  fellow." 

"  Her  voice  is  so  hollow  !     Did  you  notice  it  ?  " 

"  Hollow  from  weakness  only.  As  to  her  being  too  far  gone,  she  is 
not  so  at  present ;  at  least,  that's  my  opinion ;  but  how  soon  she  noay 
become  so  I  can't  say.  With  good  kitchen  physic,  as  I've  just  told 
them,  and  ease  of  mind  to  help  me,  I'll  answer  for  it  that  I'd  have  her 
well  in  a  month  ;  but  the  girl  has  neither  the  one  nor  the  other.  She 
seems  to  look  upon  coming  death  in  the  Hght  of  a  relief,  rather  than 
otherwise  ;  a  relief  to  her  own  mental  trouble,  and  a  reUef  to  the  house- 
hold, in  the  shape  of  saving  it  what  she  eats  and  di'inks.  In  such  a 
condition  as  this,  you  must  be  aware  that  the  mind  does  not  help  the 
body  by  striving  for  existence ;  it  makes  no  effort  to  struggle  back  to 
health ;  and  there's  where  Mamie  Lee  ■will  fail.  Circumstances  are 
killing  her,  not  disease." 

"  Did  you  try  her  lungs  ?  " 

*'  Partially.  I'm  sure  I  am  right.  The  girl  will  probably  die,  but 
she  need  not  die  of  necessity ;  though  I  suppose  there  will  be  no  help 
for  it.     Good-day." 

Mr.  Darbyshire  walked  away  in  the  direction  of  his  house,  where  his 
dinner  was  waiting :  and  Ben  KjTner  disappeared  within  doors,  and 
began  to  pound  some  rhubarb  (or  what  looked  like  it)  in  a  mortar. 
He  was  pounding  away  like  mad,  wiili  all  the  strength  of  his  strong 
hands,  when  who  should  come  in  but  Lee.  Lee  had  never  been  much 
better  than  a  shadow  of  late  years,  but  you  should  have  seen  him  now, 
vfith  his  grey  hair  stragghng  about  his  meek,  wan  face.  You  should 
have  seen  liis  clothes,  too,  and  tlie  old  sheos,  out  at  the  toes  and  sides. 
Burning  people's  letters  was  of  course  an  unpardonable  offence,  not  to 
be  condoned. 

"  Mamie  said,  sir,  that  you  were  good  enough  to  tell  her  I  was  to 
call  in  for  some  of  the  cough  lozenges  that  did  her  so  much  good. 
But " 

"  Ay,"  interrupted  Ben,  getthig  down  a  box  of  the  lozenges.     "  Don't 
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let  her  spare  them.  They  won't  interfere  with  anything  Mr.  Darbyshire 
may  send.     I  hear  he  has  been." 

But  that  those  were  not  the  days  when  beef-tea  was  sold  in  tins  and 
gaUipots,  Ben  Rynier  might  have  added  some  to  the  lozenges.  As  he 
was  handing  the  box  to  Lee,  something  in  the  man's  wan  and  worn  and 
gentle  face  put  him  in  mind  of  his  late  father's,  whose  heart  Mr.  Ben 
had  helped  to  break.    A  great  pity  took  the  chemist. 

"You  would  Uke  to  be  reinstated  in  your  place,  Lee?"  he  said 
suddenly. 

Lee  could  not  answer  at  once,  for  the  pain  at  his  tliroat  and  the 
moisture  in  his  eyes  that  the  notion  called  up.  His  voice,  when  he  did 
speak,  was  as  hollow  and  mUd  as  Mamie's. 

"  There's  no  hope  of  that,  su-.  For  a  week  after  it  was  taken  from 
me,  I  thought  of  notliing  else,  night  or  day,  but  that  Mr.  Tanerton 
might  perhaps  forgive  me  and  get  Salmon  to  put  me  on  again.  But 
the  time  for  hoping  that  went  by :  as  you  know,  Mr.  Eymer,  they  put 
young  Jelf  in  my  place.  I  shall  never  forget  the  blow  it  was  to  me 
when  I  heard  it.  The  other  morning  I  saw  Jelf  crossing  that  bit  of 
waste  ground  yonder  with  my  old  bag  slung  on  his  shoulder,  and  for  a 
moment  I  tliought  the  pain  would  have  killed  me." 

"  It  is  hard  lines,"  confessed  Ben. 

*'  I  have  striven  and  struggled  all  my  life  long ;  only  myself  knows 
how  sorely,  save  God ;  and  only  He  can  tell,  for  I  am  sure  I  can't, 
how  I  have  contrived  to  keep  my  head  any  way  above  water.  And 
now  it's  under  it." 

Taking  tlie  box,  which  Ben  Rymer  handed  to  him,  Lee  spoke  a  word 
of  thanks,  and  went  out.  He  could  not  say  much;  heart  and  spirit 
were  alike  broken.  Ben  called  to  his  boy  to  mind  the  shop,  and  went 
over  to  Salmon's.  That  self-sufficient  man  and  prosperous  tradesman 
was  sitting  do^vn  at  his  desk  in  the  shop-corner,  complacently  digesting 
his  dinner — which  had  been  a  good  one,  to  judge  by  his  red  face. 

"  Can't  you  manage  to  do  something  for  Lee  ?  "  began  Ben,  after 
looking  round  to  see  that  they  were  alone.     "  He  is  at  a  rare  low  ebb." 

"  Do  something  for  Lee  ?  "  repeated  Salmon.  "  What  could  I  do  for 
him  ?  " 

"  Put  him  in  his  place  again." 

"I  dare  say!"  Salmon  laughed  as  he  spoke,  and  then  demanded 
whether  Ben  was  a  fool. 

"  You  might  do  it  if  you  would,"  said  Ben.  "  As  to  Lee,  he  won't 
last  long,  if  things  continue  as  they  are.  Better  give  him  a  chance  to 
live  a  little  longer." 

"  Now  wliat  do  you  mean?  "  demanded  Salmon.  "  Why  don't  you 
ask  me  to  put  a  weathercock  on  yonder  malthouse  of  Pasliley's  ?  Jell 
has  got  Lee's  place,  and  you  know  it." 

^'  But  Jelf  does  not  intend  to  keep  it." 
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"  Who  says  he  does  not?  " 

"  He  says  it.  He  told  me  yesterday  that  he  was  sick  and  tired  of 
the  tramping,  and  meant  to  resign.  He  only  took  it  as  a  convenience, 
whilst  he  waited  for  a  clerkship  he  was  trying  for  at  a  brewery  at 
"Worcester.     And  he  is  to  get  that  with  tlie  new  year." 

"  Then  what  does  Jelf  mean  by  talkmg  about  it  to  others  before  he 
has  spoken  to  me  ?  "  cried  Salmon,  going  into  a  temper.  "  He  thought  to 
Isave  me  and  the  letters  at  a  pinch,  I  suppose  !     I'll  teach  him  better." 

"  You  may  teach  him  anything  you  like,  if  you'll  put  Lee  on  again. 
I'll  go  bail  that  he  won't  get  smoking  again  on  his  roimds.  I  think  it 
is  just  a  toss-up  of  life  or  death  to  him.  Come !  do  a  good  turn  for 
once,  Salmon." 

Salmon  paused.    He  was  not  bad-hearted,  only  self-important. 

"  What  would  Mr.  Tanerton  say  to  it  ?  " 

Ben  did  not  answer.  He  knew  that  there,  after  Salmon  himself, 
was  where  the  difficulty  would  lie. 

"  All  that  you  have  been  urging  goes  for  nonsense,  Ejoner.  Unless 
the  Rector  came  to  me  and  said,  '  You  may  put  Lee  on  again,'  I  should 
not,  and  could  not,  attempt  to  stir  in  the  matter  ;  and  you  must  know 
that  as  well  as  I  do." 

"  Can't  somebody  see  Tanerton,  and  talk  to  him  ?  One  would  think 
that  the  sight  of  Lee's  face  would  be  enough  to  soften  him,  without 
anjiiiing  else." 

"I  don't  know  who'd  like  to  do  it,"  returned  Salmon.  And  there 
the  conference  ended,  for  the  apprentice  came  in  from  his  dinner. 

Very  much  to  our  surprise,  Mr.  Ben  Rymer  walked  in  that  same 
evening  to  Crabb  Cot,  and  was  admitted  to  the  Squire.  In  spite  of 
Mr.  Ben's  former  ill-doings,  which  he  had  got  to  know  of,  the  Squire 
treated  Ben  civilly,  in  remembrance  of  his  father,  and  of  his  grandfather^ 
the  clergyman.  Ben's  errand  was  to  ask  the  Squire  to  intercede  for 
Lee  with  Herbert  Tanerton.  And  the  pater,  after  talking  largely  about 
the  iniquity  of  Lee,  as  connected  with  burnt  letters,  came  round  to 
Ben's  way  of  thinking,  and  agreed  to  go  to  the  Rectory. 

"  Herbert  Tanerton's  harder  than  nails,  and  you'll  do  no  good," 
remarked  Tod,  watching  us  away  on  the  following  morning ;  for  the 
pater  took  me  with  him  to  break  the  loneliness  of  the  walk.  "  He'll 
turn  as  cold  to  you  as  a  stone  the  moment  you  bring  up  the  subject,  sir. 
Tell  me  I'm  a  stoiy-teller  when  you  come  back  if  he  does  not,  Johnny." 

We  took  the  way  of  the  Ravine.  It  was  a  searching  day;  the  wintrj- 
wind  keen  and  "  unkind  as  man's  ingratitude."  Before  us,  toiling  uj) 
tlie  descent  to  the  Ravine  at  the  other  end,  and  coming  to  a  halt  at  the 
stile  to  pant  and  cough,  went  a  woebegone  figure,  thinly  clad,  which 
turned  out  to  be  Lee  himself.  He  had  a  small  bundle  of  loose  sticks 
in  his  liand,  which  he  had  come  to  pick  up.  The  Stjuire  was  preparing 
a  sort  of  blowing-up  greeting  for  him,  touching  lighted  matches  and 
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carelessness,  but  the  sight  of  the  mild,  starved  gTej-  face  disarmed  him ; 
he  thought,  instead,  of  the  days  when  Lee  had  been  a  prosperous  farmer,, 
and  his  tone  changed  to  one  of  pity. 

"  Hard  times,  I'm  afraid,  Lee." 

"  Yes,  sir,  ver}'  hard.  Fve  known  hard  times  before,  but  I  never 
thought  to  see  any  so  cruel  as  these.  There's  one  comfort,  sir ;  when 
tilings  c-ome  to  this  low  ebb,  life  can't  last  long." 

"  Stuff,"  said  the  Squire.  "  For  all  you  know,  you  may  be  back  in 
j'our  old  place  soon  :  and — and  Mrs.  Todhetley  will  find  some  sewing 
when  Mamie's  well  enough  to  do  it." 

A  f;iint  light,  the  dawn  of  hope,  shone  in  Lee's  eyes.  "  Oh,  sir,  if  it 
could  be  !  and  I  heard  a  whisper  to-day  that  young  Jelf  refuses  to  keep 
the  post.  If  it  had  been  anybody's  letter  but  Mr.  Tanerton's,  perhaps — 
but  he  does  not  forgive." 

"  I'm  on  my  way  now  to  ask  him,"  cried  the  pater,  unable  to  keep 
in  the  news.  "  Cheer  up,  Lee — of  course  you'd  pass  your  word  not  to 
go  bm-ning  letters  again." 

"  I'd  not  expose  myself  to  the  danger,  sir.  Once  I  got  my  old  place 
l)ack,  I  would  never  take  out  a  pipe  with  me  on  my  rounds ;  nevei",  so 
long  as  I  live." 

Leaving  him  ■u'ith  his  new  iiope  and  the  bundle  of  firewood,  we 
trudged  on  to  the  Rectory.  Herbert  and  Grace  Avere  both  at  home, 
and  glad  to  see  us.  * 

But  the  interview  ended  in  smoke.  Tod  had  foreseen  the  result 
exactly  :  the  Rector  was  harder  than  nails.  He  talked  of  "  example  " 
and  "  Christian  duty ;  "  and  refused  point-blank  to  allow  Lee  to  be 
reinstated.  The  Squire  gave  him  a  few  sharp  words,  and  flung  out  of 
the  house  in  a  passion. 

"  A  pretty  Christian  he  is,  Johnny !  He  was  cold  and  hard  as  a 
boy.  I  once  told  him  so  before  his  stepfather,  poor  Jacob  Lewis ;  but 
he  is  colder  and  harder  now." 

At  the  tm-ning  of  the  road  by  Timberdale  Court,  we  came  upon  Lee. 
After  taking  his  faggots  home,  he  waited  about  to  see  us  and  hear  the 
news.     The  pater's  face,  red  and  angry,  told  him  the  truth. 

"  There's  no  hope  for  me,  sir,  I  fear  ?  " 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  growled  the  Squire.  "  j\Ir.  Tanerton  won't  listen 
to  reason.  Perhaps  we  can  find  some  other  light  post  for  j'ou,  my  poor 
fellow,  when  the  winter  shall  have  turned.  You  had  better  get  indoors 
out  of  this  biting  cold  ;  and  here's  a  couple  of  shillings." 

So  hope  went  clean  out  of  Andrew  Lee. 


Christmas  Daj^  and  jolly  weather.  Snow  on  the  ground  to  one's 
heart's  content.  Holly  and  ivy  on  the  walls  indoors,  and  great  fires 
blazing  on  the  hearths ;  turkeys,  and  plum-puddings,  and  oranges,  and 
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iiin.  That  was  our  lucky  state  at  Crabb  Cot  and  at  Timbei-dale 
generally,  but  not  at  Andrew  Lee's. 

The  sweet  bells  were  chiming  people  out  of  church,  as  was  the 
custom  at  Timberdale  on  high  festivals.  Poor  Lee  sat  listening  to  them, 
his  hand  held  up  to  his  aching  head.  There  had  been  no  church  for 
him  :  he  had  neither  clothes  to  go  in  nor  face  to  sit  through  the  service. 
Mamie,  A\Tapped  hi  an  old  bed-quilt,  lay  back  on  the  pillow  by  the  fire. 
The  coal-merchant,  opening  his  heart,  had  sent  a  sack  each  of  best 
Staffordshire  coal  to  ten  poor  families,  and  Lee's  was  one.  Except  the 
Squire's  two  sliillings,  he  had  had  no  money  given  to  him.  A  loaf  of 
bread  was  in  the  cupboard ;  and  a  saucepan  of  broth,  made  of  carrots 
and  turnips  out  of  the  garden,  simmered  on  the  trivet ;  and  that  would 
be  their  Christmas  dinner. 

Uncommonly  low  was  Mamie  to-day.  The  longer  she  endured  tliis 
famished  state  of  affairs  the  weaker  she  grew  ;  it  stands  to  reason.  She 
felt  that  a  few  days,  perhaps  hours,  would  finish  her  up.  The  little  ones 
were  upstairs  with  their  grandmother,  so  that  she  had  an  interval  of 
vest ;  and  she  lay  back,  her  breath  short  and  her  chest  aching  as  she 
thought  of  the  past.  Of  the  time  when  James  West,  the  handsome 
young  man  in  his  gay  regimentals,  came  to  woo  her,  as  the  soldier  did 
the  miller's  daughter.  In  those  happy  days,  when  her  heart  was  light 
and  her  song  blithe  as  a  bird's  in  May,  that  used  to  be  one  of  her  songs, 
"The  Banks  of  Allan  Water."  Her  dream  had  come  to  the  same 
ending  as  the  one  told  of  in  the  ballad,  and  here  she  lay,  deserted  and 
dj'ing.  Timberdale  was  in  the  habit  of  prosaically  telling  her  that  she 
had  "  brought  her  pigs  to  a  fine  market."  Of  the  market  there  could 
be  no  question ;  bnt  when  Mamie  looked  into  the  past  she  saw  more  of 
romance  there  than  anything  else.  The  breaking  out  of  the  church 
bells  forced  a  rush  of  tears  to  her  heart  and  eyes.  She  tried  to  battle 
with  the  feeling,  then  turned  and  put  her  cheek  against  her  father's 
shoulder. 

"  Forgive  me,  father  !  "  ^e  besought  him,  in  a  sobbing  whisper.  "  I 
don't  thmk  it  will  be  long  now ;  I  waat  you  to  say  you  forgive  me 
before  I  go.     If — if  you  can." 

And  tlie  words  finished  up  for  Lee  what  the  bells  had  only  partly 
done.     He  broke  down,  and  sobbed  with  liis  daughter. 

"  I've  never  thought  tliere  was  need  of  it,  or  to  say  it,  child ;  and  if 
there  had  been — Christ  forgave  all.  '  Peace  on  earth  and  goodwill  to 
men.'  The  bells  are  ringing  it  out  now.  He  will  soon  take  us  to  Him- 
Mamie,  my  forlorn  one  :  forgiven  ;  yes,  forgiven  ;  and  in  His  beautiful 
world  there  is  neither  hunger,  nor  disgrace,  nor  pain.  You  are  dying 
of  that  cold  you  caught  in  the  autumn,  and  I  shan't  be  long  behind 
you.     There's  no  longer  any  place  for  me  here." 

"  Not  of  the  cold,  father ;  I  am  not  dying  of  that,  but  of  a  broken 
lieart." 
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Lee  sobbed.     He  did  not  answer. 

"  And  I  should  like  to  leave  my  forgiveness  to  James,  should  he  ever 
come  back  here,"  she  whispered  :  "  and — and  my  love.  Please  tell 
him  that  I'd  have  got  well  if  I  could,  if  only  for  the  chance  of  secmg 
him  once  again  in  this  world  ;  and  tell  him  that  I  have  thought  all 
along  there  must  be  some  mistake  ;  that  he  did  riot  mean  delilieratel}' 
to  harm  me.  I  think  so  still,  father.  And  if  he  should  notice  little 
Mima,  tell  him " 

A  paroxysm  of  coughing  interrupted  the  rest.  Mrs.  Lee  came  do^\^l- 
stairs  -with  the  children,  asking  if  it  was  not  time  for  dinner. 

"  Tie  little  ones  are  cr\nng  out  for  it,  Mamie,  and  I'm  sure  the  rest 
of  us  are  hungry  enough." 

So  they  bestiiTed  themselves  to  take  up  the  broth,  and  take  seats- 
round  the  table.  All  but  Mamie,  who  did  not  leave  her  pillow.  Yery 
watery  broth,  the  carrots  and  turnips  swimming  in  it. 

"  Say  grace,  Andy,"  cried  his  grandmother. 

For  they  kept  up  proper  manners  at  Lee's,  in  spite  of  the  short 
commons. 

"  For  what  we  are  going  to  receive,"  began  Andy :  and  then  he 
pulled  himself  up,  and  looked  round. 

Bursting  in  at  the  door,  a  laugh  upon  his  face  and  a  white  basin  iir 
his  hands,  came  Mr.  Ben  Rymer.  The  basin  was  three  parts  filled 
with  dehcious  slices  of  hot  roast  beef  and  gravy. 

"  I  thought  you  might  like  to  eat  a  bit,  as  it's  Christmas  Day,"  said 
Ben.     "  And  here's  an  orange  or  two  for  you  youngsters." 

Pulling  the  oranges  out  of  his  pocket,  and  not  waiting  to  be  thanked, 
Ben  went  off  again.  But  he  did  not  tell  them  what  he  was  laughing  at, 
or  the  trick  he  had  played  his  mother— in  slicing  away  at  the  round  of 
beef,  and  rifling  the  dish  of  oranges,  while  her  back  was  turned,  lookiag 
after  the  servant's  doings  in  the  kitchen,  and  the  turning-out  of  the 
pudding.  For  Mrs.  Rymer  followed  Timberdale  in  taking  an  exag- 
gerated view  of  Lee's  sins,  and  decHned  to  help  him. 

Their  faces  had  hardly  done  glowing  with  the  unusual  luxury  of  the 
beef,  when  I  dropped  in.  We  had  gone  that  day  to  church  at  Timber- 
dale  ;  after  the  service,  the  Squire  left  the  others  to  walk  on,  and,, 
taking  me  with  him,  called  at  the  Rectory  to  tackle  Herbert  Tanerton 
again.  The  parson  did  not  hold  out.  How  could  he,  ^A-ith  those  bells, 
enjoining  goodwill,  ringing  in  his  ears? — the  bells  of  his  own  churclv 
But  he  had  meant  to  come  round  of  his  own  accord. 

"  I'll  see  Salmon  about  it  to-morrow,"  said  he.  "  I  did  say  just  ai. 
word  to  him  yesterday.  As  you  go  home,  Johnny  may  look  in  at 
Lee's  and  tell  him  so." 

"  And  Johnny,  if  you  don't  mind  carrying  it,  I'll  send  a  drop  of 

beef-tea  to  Mamie,"  whispered  Grace.    "  I've  not  dared  to  do  it  before." 

So,  when  it  was  getting  towards  dusk,  for  the  Squire  stayed,  talking; 
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of  this  and  that,  tliere  I  was,  with  the  bottle  of  beef-tea,  telling  Lee 
the  good  news  that  his  place  would  be  restored  to  him  with  the  new 
year,  and  hearing  about  Ben  Rymer's  basin  of  meat.  The  tears  rolled 
down  old  Lee's  haggard  cheeks. 

"  And  I  had  been  fearing  that  God  had  abandoned  me  !  "  he  cried, 
full  of  remorse  for  the  doubt.  "  Mamie,  perhaps  you  can  struggle  on  a 
bit  longer  now." 

But  the  greatest  event  of  all  was  to  come.  Whilst  I  stood  there, 
somebody  opened  the  door,  and  looked  in.  A  tall,  fine,  handsome 
soldier :  and  I  did  not  at  the  moment  notice  that  he  had  a  wooden  leir 
from  the  knee  downwards.  Ben's  basin  of  beef  had  been  a  surprise, 
but  it  was  notliing  to  this.  Taking  a  glance  round  the  room,  it  rested 
on  Mamie,  and  he  went  up  to  her,  the  smile  on  his  open  face  changing 
to  concern. 

^'  My  dear  lassie,  what's  amiss  ?  " 

"  James  !  "  she  faintly  screamed  ;  "  it's  James  !  "  and  burst  mto  a  fit 
of  sobs  on  his  breast.  And  next  the  company  was  augmented  by 
Salmon  and  Ben  Ryraer,  who  had  seen  James  West  go  by,  and  came 
after  him  to  know  what  it  meant,  and  to  blow  him  up  for  his  de- 
linquencies. 

"Mamie  not  married!"  laughed  James.  "Timberdale  has  been 
saying  that  ?  Why,  what  extraordinary  people  you  must  be !  We 
were  married  at  Bristol — and  I've  got  the  certificate  in  my  knapsack  at 
Spicer's  :  I've  always  kept  it.  You  can  paste  it  up  on  the  chm-ch-door 
if  yeu  like.  Not  married !  Would  Mamie  else  have  gone  with  me,  do 
you  suppose  ?     Or  should  I  have  taken  her  ?  " 

"  But,"  said  poor  Lee,  thinkmg  that  heaven  must  have  opened  right 
over  his  head  that  afternoon  to  shower  down  gifts,  "  why  did  you  not 
marry  her  here  openly  ?  " 

"  Because  I  could  not  get  leave  to  marry  openly.  We  soldiers 
cannot  marry  at  will,  you  know,  Mr.  Lee.  I  ought  not  to  have  done 
it,  that's  a  fact ;  but  I  did  not  care  to  leave  Mamie,  I  liked  her  too 
well ;  and  I  was  punished  afterwards  by  not  bemg  allowed  to  take  her 
to  India." 

"  You  never  wrote,  James,"  whispered  Mamie. 

"  Yes,  I  did,  dear ;  I  wrote  twice  to  Ireland,  not  knowing  you  had 
left  it.  That  was  at  first,  just  after  we  landed.  Soon  we  had  a 
skirmish  with  the  natives  out  there,  and  I  got  shot  m  the  leg  and 
otherwise  wounded ;  and  for  a  long  time  I  lay  between  hfe  and  death, 
only  partly  conscious;  and  now  I  am  discharged  with  a  pension  and  a 
wooden  leg." 

"  Then  you  can't  go  for  a  soldier  again !  "  cried  Salmon. 

"  Not  I.  I  shall  settle  at  Timberdale,  I  think,  if  1  can  meet  witli  a 
pretty  little  place  to  suit  me.  I  found  my  poor  mother  dead  when  I 
came  home,  and  what  was  hers  is  now  mine.     And  it  will  be  a  com- 
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fortable  living  for  us,  Mamie,  of  itself:  besides  a  few  spare  hundred 
pounds  to  the  good,  some  of  which  you  cLaU  be  heartily  welcome  to. 
Mr.  Lee,  for  you  look  as  if  you  wanted  it.  And  the  fii'st  thing  I  shall 
do,  Mamie,  my  dear,  vn\\  be  to  nurse  you  back  to  health.  Bless  my 
heart !  Not  married !  I  wish  I  had  the  handling  of  him  that  first  set 
that  idea  afloat !  " 

"  You'll  get  well  now,  Mamie,"  I  whispered  to  her.  For  she  was 
looking  better  abeady. 

"  Oh,  Master  Johmiy,  perhaps  I  shall  !  How  good  God  is  to  us ! 
And,  James — James,  this  is  the  little  one.  I  named  her  after  you  : 
Jemima." 

"  Peace  on  earth,  and  goodwill  to  men ! "  cried  old  Lee,  in  his 
thankfulness.     "  The  bells  said  it  to-day." 

And  as  I  made  off  at  last  to  catch  up  the  Squire,  the  little  Mima 
was  being  smothered  with  kisses  in  her  father's  arms. 

"  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace,  goodwill  towards 
men !  "  To  every  one  of  us,  my  friends,  do  the  Christmas  bells  say  it, 
as  Christmas  Day  comes  round. 
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